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Silas Darkstar was born to blood, his mother’s primarily, then moments later, the pure elven 

blood of the court’s seer, as Silas’s father pummelled the poor priest’s skull into the hard 

quartz of the delivery room, cursing, spitting; vengeful against the seer’s promise of having a 

healthy heir. 

This was not the case. 

The mid-wife was fearful, her hands shaking as she wiped the blood from Silas’s forehead 

as the new born screamed, his blackened tongue speaking volumes to the mid-wife, the left 

side of his face singing in octaves. It wasn’t the mad father that disturbed her, but the 

disfigurement of the child. 

The mother reached for the new born, wanting so hard to take her blood to her chest, eyes, 

burning coals, porcelain skin wet with fatigue and the extremis of creation. Hands begged, 

shaking with the sheer disbelief that her son had been denied to her. 

‘Please . . . please. My child. Give him to me.’ 

The guttural rasp of the king severed the demand. ‘Valleria, no.’ 

His bloodied hand pointed to the mid-wife. ‘You, take him away.’ 

‘Away? No, Septimus. Our son.’ 

‘That is no son of ours, Valleria. Take him woman.’ 

‘No, no my son,’ the queen pulled herself from bloodied sheets, a tangled web of sodden 

bodily fluids. The remnants of afterbirth gave way to gravity as she pulled herself from the 

bed, a mass of congealed blood and Silas’s caramel sack sliding across the quartz sheen. 

‘Jedris,’ Septimus shouted. The regent ploughed into the room and guided the mid-wife 

out as the king held his queen, their respective feet sliding in tainted afterbirth. 
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‘My son, my son.’ 

The king held his wife dearly . . . tightly. Eventually the screams stopped. Eventually. 

 

Jedris watched the mid-wife hold the baby close to her chest, soothing the cries of the heir’s 

distress. This new-found land of screams and blood. Using her delicate finger to stroke the 

new heir’s neck. It worked, though momentary. His hunger won over comfort. 

‘You do that well,’ Jedris remarked. 

‘It’s not what he needs right now. He needs milk and his mother.’ 

‘The king decrees not, dear lady.’ 

‘The king knows nothing. The prince is still of his blood – royalty. He shouldn’t be 

shunned so.’ 

‘It’s not natural. It’s a perversion upon elf blood.’ 

‘Is that what you have been taught, warrior?’ 

‘It’s what I know. What I see.’ 

‘Do you always trust your eyes? Even in the dark you carry a torch, surely?’ 

Jedris pulled himself from the wall. ‘What are you saying?’ 

The mid-wife kissed the child on the forehead. ‘Birth decides who you are, Jedris. Not the 

gods. This child didn’t ask to be born but he has. The Taint is not the work of dark spirits and 

black magic. It is the heritage we have in our veins. The ancestry of elves and orc are 

entwined. It is science.’ 

‘Blasphemy, in my house.’ 
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Jedris and the mid-wife turned about to face their king.  

‘Jedris, kill the boy and the blasphemer.’ 

‘My king?’ 

‘Kill them both. Or do you have a problem following the order of your king?’ 

‘No, no my liege. But, it’s your son my king. Your son.’ 

‘The Taint has no place in my house, Jedris.’ 

‘Yet you would taint your hands with murder my king?’ 

Septimus looked upon his bloodied hands. ‘A king is no king if he cannot bathe in the 

blood of his enemies, Jedris.’ 

The mid-wife looked upon the deranged king, edging closer, the child nestled to her 

breast. ‘What have you done?’ 

Jedris turned his gaze back to the mid-wife, confused as to her question. 

‘I have cleansed the Greenwood my dear woman. The Taint has no place here. Orcs, have 

no place here. Sunlight and water can flourish still. I am the Greenwoods protector. Its 

guardian. I was smitten by love but no more . . .’ 

‘My king? What have you done?’ 

‘Slain the progenitor, Jedris. Did you see it? Smell it? The stink of orc in my halls. I was 

oblivious to the fact that such stench could fester in such beauty.’ 

‘He’s insane,’ muttered the mid-wife. 

Septimus looked through them both, transparency awash in his eyes, sheer insanity 

flourishing in his speech. ‘I am the steel. The purge. The word.’ 
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Jedris steadily reached for his sword arm.  

‘Will you stand with me, Jedris. Stand with your king?’ 

‘I cannot let you take the life of this woman and your son, my king.’ 

The king looked straight through them, eyes lost to the intricate corridors of insanity. 

‘Then, purge I must.’ 

Septimus drew his sword and the blades of regent and king clashed. Sparks flew in the 

exchange of elven steel. Jedris was steadfast, holding his own, his sanity bolstering him 

against the king’s madness.  

‘The equinox my liege,’ Jedris shouted. ‘The conjunction is near. Banish them. Banish 

them to the Shadow Vaults. Let the shadows swallow the Taint. You need not bloody your 

hands again.’ 

Blades screamed and teeth cracked, the stand-off a brutish dance of love and disgust. 

‘Banish them my liege. Banish them.’ 

The king withdrew his sword and pointed to his shunned son and his nanny. ‘You will 

disappear from this world and face the dark thoughts of men. The eternal prison of shadow. 

You would have wished me to kill you, whore.’ 

‘What have you done, Jedris? Not the vaults, no.’ 

‘Silence,’ Jedris shouted and ushered the mid-wife out, the king’s heir crying as the regent 

guided her down the long steps into the fundament of the Greenwood. 

The king rested against the old wood of the doorway. ‘I could have spared you the 

shadow, whore. My kindness has failed you.’ 
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The dark of the sanctum was far removed from the light and foliage of the Greenwood. It 

was a place steeped in darkness and hushed voices. The elves rarely talked about it. A place 

to cast their enemies. A place that opened only when the stars were in alignment. A one-way 

trip into the shadow worlds. None had ever escaped. Such was its mystery no elf or dwarf or 

wizard or orc knew what lurked within. 

One of the many secrets of this realm. The Evermore stretched over hill and mountain, 

vast lakes and flowing rivers. Forests of the greenest green. To the south, the dragons dwelt 

in the Red Sands, the giant serpents of legend, sleeping, eating. The wyverns, due east, 

resting in the Crooked Glade.  The dwarves dwelt in the valleys of the Azure Temperance, 

fields thousands of miles wide with iron trees and song. Fairies hid in the vast climes of the 

Colossus – an ancient tree thought to have been the birth place of Dalane. Wizards to the 

north in the vast halls of the Ever-Changing-Mind: the cabalists of learning. Orcs and trolls in 

the west, the Taint – such was the malicious intent of the disease it earnt its place in stone and 

earth. Back, back to the east and the Greenwood and the Sky Gardens, the realm of the elves 

and the fae, the keepers of the faith. The vanguard against the creeping terrors. 

Sometimes there was a need to call to arms. Unrest in the Taint always called for the 

combined armies of the Greenwood and the Sky Gardens to unite and repel any trespasser – 

sometimes presided over by a member of the Ever-Changing-Mind. The families of Darkstar 

and Efferis standing vigil for a thousand years, the faith of their god, Dalane – and a few well 

aimed arrows keeping the Taint behind its borders. 

Jedris ushered the mid-wife and the new born prince across the dais as a robed priest lit 

the surrounding candles, bathing the sanctum in a faint light. The organic tendrils of 

wormweed slathered across the ceiling, the deep green of its various stems slithering into the 
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faint warmth of the candle light. Wormweed tended to grow in the dark, any such mutterings 

or breeze of warmth would prod it into expelling spores or shedding dead leaves. 

‘I would have been better off dead,’ Silas’s mid-wife declared. 

The Shadow Vaults, the last place any elf or dwarf should wish to go. What was it? There 

had been debate, stories passed down through the ages. They said it was the gateway to the 

dreams of mankind, those rats who dwelt across the Silver Maelstrom. Others said it was the 

lost dreams of the gods’. The dead deities who had tried to usurp Dalane from her seat. That 

her vengeance opened a portal and she buried the malice of her kin. 

The elves had named it the Shadow Vaults, the dwarves called it the Pit. The Wizards of 

the Ever-Changing-Mind had dubbed it the Murk – the barrier between all that is and ever 

will be; the gateway to the impossible. No one was sure. Even the wizards had declined the 

offer of an expedition – the will of the Ever-Changing-Mind declaring such a task haphazard 

and foolish.  

None had ever retuned, to anyone’s knowledge. The mystery of the Shadow Vaults would 

indeed remain a mystery. 

‘Possibly,’ the regent replied. ‘But at least you have a chance. Our heir has a chance.’ 

‘You’ll be forced to kill him one day, Jedris. Your king is insane.’ 

‘He’s lost.’ 

‘He killed the queen.’ 

The robed priest looked at them, sternly. 

‘Hold your tongue, woman.’ 
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‘Your king killed his wife for giving birth to a deformed child. Perhaps it’s not the queen 

who carries the Taint! Did you think of that?’ 

Jedris studied her words. ‘There is nothing I can do. Nothing.’ 

‘Let us go, Jedris. Escort us out of the Greenwood and I will make for the Red Sands. Get 

passage on a ship and leave for Votagis. I’ll raise him myself and tell him the story of the 

brave regent who saved him . . . Jedris, please.’ 

‘I am sworn to my king, dear lady.’ 

The mid-wife closed her eyes and breathed deeply, the prince of the Greenwood finally 

asleep upon her breast. ‘Then you will leave me no choice.’ 

‘Choice?’ 

‘I will raise this boy as my own and tell him about the rot in the heart of the Greenwood. 

Of the mad king and the coward regent and the murder of his mother –’ 

Jedris smacked her across the cheek and she fell to the floor. The babe woke, startled by 

the fall and yet the mid-wife continued, holding the deformed son of Valleria dearly as if it 

was her own. 

‘I will be his protector. His nurse. And one day this boy will walk from the shadows and 

back into the light and raise the Greenwood to the ground. He will want answers, Jedris. Will 

you give him answers?’ 

Jedris knelt and confronted the mid-wife. ‘There is no escape from the shadows. There 

will be no light to guide your way.’ 

‘If we can’t see in the dark, Jedris, then we must learn to listen.’ 
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Jedris looked deep into her eyes. Confident eyes that smeared his own self-esteem. His 

heart skipped a beat. ‘Wh –’ 

‘The conjunction is upon us my lord,’ the priest said. 

Jedris took a couple of steps back and made sure he was clear of the dais. Moonlight 

permeated the ancient Sigel’s and the sanctum moved, the wormweed slithered in its frenzy, 

making the room organic, alive. 

‘I’m sorry,’ Jedris said. 

The mid-wife held Silas Darkstar to her breast and smiled. ‘You will be.’ 

Jedris frowned and the dais exploded in a blaze of the purest moonlight. The mid-wife 

and Silas fell, fell so far into shadow, away from the Greenwood, away from madness. Away 

from memory . . . for a little while. 

 

 

 

 


