THORONDARIEN – A PLAY IN THIRTEEN ACTS
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PROLOGUE: 
[Dawn in Arnor, a bustling town adjacent to the foreboding Great Forest governed by a mixture of the clergy of light (Elberath, goddess of justice and honor, and Yavanna, goddess of love and healing), the Earth-sisters of Que-Tala, the Earthmother, and the Knights of Arnor, a prestigious order of knights dedicated to protecting those who need it and upholding the principles of the Duality of Light.  It is spring and wherever there isn't pavement or a building, there are brightly colored flowers, trees, and plants growing in the prime of health.  There is a simple, yet majestic temple made of white marble with ornately carved columns dedicated to Elberath and Yavanna to the left, a temple to Que-Tala, a rough, wooden building to the left, and in between the two temples is a marketplace full of vendors setting up for the day.  In a corner is a small garden full of brightly colored flowers with a statue of a woman dancing -- the temple of Ildathra the Shadowdancer.  People are moving about, ready to begin a new day.  An OLD HERMIT in his eighties wearing mis-matched rags sits alone in a shaded corner, carving something out of wood.]
OLD HERMIT: (sighing) It has been sixty years, and I still miss you.  (begins mumbling to himself)  Where have you gone after that day in the grove?  Someday, I will see you again, but when?  It has been too long, and others have told me to forget you, but I couldn't do that, and I still won't, not even if I lived to a thousand and more.  One day, you'll also be free to enjoy life, revel in both joy and sorrow, not just hatred.  If only everyone would let love take over, not hatred, then perhaps this world would be better.
(KIARA appears in the marketplace.  Everyone stares at her.  KIARA is wearing a hooded black robe embroidered with the full moon and a woman in some kind of dance motif of Ildathra and a veil over her face, making it impossible to discern any details aside from her height and her slender build.  There is a strange aura about her, as if there's more than what can be seen.  The clergy of Ildathra, the Shadowdancer, bow to her reverently and move on their way.  Her posture and movements are graceful, shaming even the Eldarin, the standard of grace among mortals.  She approaches the OLD HERMIT.  When she is close to him, she removes the hood to reveal long, dark hair, vaguely aquiline and feline features, although the sharpness have been somewhat attenuated, as if by human blood, and grey eyes with flecks of hazel.  She looks at the OLD HERMIT.)
OLD HERMIT: W-who are you? I’ve never seen you about here before.
KIARA: I am newly arrived to this town, sir.  As for who I am, search deep within your heart and you will know.  We have met but once, many years ago.
(KIARA then turns around, puts the hood back over her head, and walks away from him, disappearing into the crowd.  A small cat looks at the OLD HERMIT intently and then scampers off.  Now, several children have come out to play and some of the older children begin to point and throw rocks at the OLD HERMIT.)
OLD HERMIT: (yelling frustratedly) Will you not give an old man any rest or respect?

(The bullies disperse, then proceed to pick on a tiny girl, GRETEL, who is wearing a simple toga made from good cloth.  GRETEL is about eight years old, has tangled mouse-brown hair, vaguely feline features, and has a wide-eyed curiousity about the world.  She finally lands a solid kick on one of the girls bothering her and they disperse.  After the scuffle, she approaches the OLD HERMIT.)
GRETEL: Sir, is everything all right?

OLD HERMIT: Nothing more than the usual.  (brushes himself off a bit)  Say, I have never seen you before, and I have lived here for nearly an eternity, so it feels.

GRETEL: My family is new to this town, good sir.  (noting the carvings) What are those?

OLD HERMIT: Ahh, some things I have been carving to while away the hours.  By the way, what is your name, little one?  (fidgets slightly with the carvings)
GRETEL: Gretel, sir.  (slightly excited) But certainly there has to be a story? My mother says that the older people who do creative things always know things or have special stories to share for the young. 

OLD HERMIT: (sighing) It's a very long story, but if you don't mind skipping out on playing with your friends, I can tell you...

GRETEL: (curious) Tell me! 

OLD HERMIT: It all began over many, many years ago, when your grandparents were still young, when I had gotten lost in the forest...

SCENE ONE:
 [We now go back several hundred years to the adjacent forest. The scene is a quiet clearing in a deep forest with a small clear pool that is fed by a small stream.  The trees are mostly old-growth oaks and redwoods covered in moss.  To one side is a fallen redwood, to another is a small pile of rocks that seem to be shaped vaguely like an altar.  It is dark and only the waxing crescent moon is shining.  TZINGELAH kneels before the small pile of rocks. TZINGELAH is a tall woman with a wiry wolf-like build, aquiline features, glowing golden eyes, knee-length raven hair, and dark, almost ebony skin.  She is wearing a simple leather outfit and has two fiercely glowing scimitars glowing at her hips, one glowing red, the other glowing blue.  Both weapons are covered in intricate runes.  A child of what seems to be about eight human years also kneels before the rocks.  The child is of a lighter complexion and resembles TZINGELAH but with piercing grey eyes, a trait all but unseen among TZINGELAH's people.  She fidgets restlessly and looks about nervously.]
YVANNTHRAL: (crying but without tears) I'm scared! It's so dark!  I don’t want to be here!
TZINGELAH: (whispering) Hush, my child.  No harm shall come to you here or as long as you follow the way of the Eternal Huntress.  Tonight, you will receive your true name and you will no longer be merely the child of Tzingelah.  The Eternal Huntress will bless you and you will grow strong in her service.

YVANNTHRAL: (still fidgeting) Mother, I'm scared.  What if I fail in the Eternal Huntress' service?  She seems to be so frightening and hateful and cruel.  I don't want her to slit my wrists or cut me up!  I can't kill anything besides insects, how can I go around killing those armored men? I don't want to kill anyone or anything!

TZINGELAH: You will be safe as long as you are true to Tindarien Dalithariel.  Be strong, my daughter.  You are meant for great things, there is nothing to be afraid of.  There is no other path for you besides that of the Eternal Huntress.  (Praying while YVANNTHRAL is trying to appear as brave as possible) Tindarien Dalithariel, Eternal Huntress, please come to us tonight and lead us on Your path of strength and purity.  Here, I have brought my child for You to bless so that she too may serve You proudly and wield the blades You have given to me and our precursors.  Let her avenge herself upon those who have wronged our people and give her the strength You have given me, so that she may defend the lands as our predecessors have.  Hear me, Eternal Huntress!

(As TZINGELAH and the YVANNTHRAL kneel at the altar, a silvery-blue light encompasses both of them and a tanned woman with strongly aquiline features and dark hair, wearing a simple leather outfit, similar to TZINGELAH, and carrying a bow with silver runes etched all over it, appears before them.  TINDARIEN steps to TZINGELAH.)
TINDARIEN: (her voice is soft with a slight growl and a strong tone of authority) You have done well, Tzingelah, to bring your child here.  (Turning to YVANNTHRAL)  Innocent child, you shall find your strength.  No longer will you be a mere child, but instead, you will be a paragon and you will rise higher than any of your ancestors ever had.  But you must remain pure and steadfast and forsake all else beyond your duty to the land and Me, or woe shall betide you and you will know My wrath instead.  (TZINGELAH offers a crude runed knife to TINDARIEN, who takes it and holds the YVANNTHRAL's left hand in the other.)  

YVANNTHRAL: (looking frightened but trying to remain calm and failing) What must I do? I'm scared! Mother, please don't let her cut me!  Tindarien, please don't use that knife on me! I don't want to kill!

TINDARIEN: (ignoring YVANNTHRAL's frightened outburst) As the blood of your predecessors have been shed in My name to meld with the land so that the Great Mother knows of you, may your blood also be one with the land.  (She takes the knife and makes a small slit in YVANNTHRAL's left arm.  YVANNTHRAL winces but remains still.  TINDARIEN does likewise with the right arm.  Blood spills onto the ground and it glows as it touches the soil.) Now you are united with the land, one with the sacred balance.  Gaze into the water now and tell me what you see.

YVANNTHRAL: (kneels and gazes into the water, feeling slightly woozy) I see... myself... (Slightly panicked, she tries to stop the bleeding but some force keeps her from doing so.)
TZINGELAH: Look harder, remember what I told you and remember that day when the mortals invaded our lands...

YVANNTHRAL: An eagle... I am becoming an eagle... 

TINDARIEN: Rise, Yvannthral Thorondarien, Sister of the Eagle.  It is now time for you to walk the way of the Eternal Hunt and when you are ready, you shall wield Kharadras and Turamarth, the scimitars forged by Chevarthiel, my first Champion.  Tzingelah Maza, I charge you now to teach Yvannthral and pass the scimitars to her when she is ready.  (TINDARIEN fades away and disappears in a silver-glowing fog.)
SCENE TWO:
[In the same clearing, a bit over a century later. TZINGELAH is lying on the ground with many wounds, the most obvious being a large puncture wound in her chest with a spear sticking out.  Blood is pooling beneath her as it pours out from the puncture wound.  YVANNTHRAL, now looking to be a maiden of about fifteen summers, is tending to the wounds and is quietly weeping, but no tears fall.]
TZINGELAH: (gasping for breath) Yvannthral, you have learned all I can teach you.  Take the scimitars, my time is come.

YVANNTHRAL:  No, it is not your time yet! You will live!

TZINGELAH: The wound is fatal, the foul knight struck deep and true, filled with the poisons of his church.  My time has come, and you are no longer a child.  (feebly pushes YVANNTHRAL's attempts to bandage her) But you have avenged me when you slashed him with your swords and ripped him and the rest of his evil kind to pieces with your bare hands when your swords broke.  You will be a far greater warrior than I ever was or would have been.  

YVANNTHRAL: He is dead, yes.  No, mother, it is not your time yet! (weeping more heavily)
TZINGELAH:  Turamarth and Kharadras, the scimitars forged by Chevarthiel, are yours now.  Wield them well and with honour.  Go forth and fight for Her glory, Yvannthral Thorondarien, my daughter.  (In a soft distant whisper) Tindarien! I return to You, where I can join You in the Eternal Hunt!  (Her eyes close, her face in a feral, vengeful expression.)
YVANNTHRAL: NO!!! Mother! (kneels at TZINGELAH's side for a long time before picking up the scimitars) Tindarien Dalithariel, Eternal Huntress, hear this vow I make tonight.  I shall not rest until I join You in Your realm. I shall slay any who dare defile the forest, sacred to You, and the home of our people, the Sidhe.  I will not succumb to the weaknesses of mortals -- those of tender emotions, for they lead to weakness and prevent me from fulfilling my duty to You.  I now dedicate myself to the Eternal Hunt!  (She makes a small incision in her left wrist and lets a drop of blood touch the ground.)
SCENE THREE:
[About a century and a half later in the bustling village of Arnor, three young men are milling about in a large, white-marble building – the temple of Elberath.  There is a bench with many seats on one side and an altar on another.  Half of the room is lined with pews.]
(TORM PALADINSON, a tall blonde youth with the thick handle-bar moustache and the white ceremonial garb of one initiated into the Knighthood of Arnor, sits at the head of the table.  Also sitting at the table are his friends, AYDRIAN CROWNGUARD and DIRHAEL SWANLORD.  Both are youths with the beginnings of the traditional knightly, handle-bar moustaches.  AYDRIAN holds a wistful, daydreaming expression, while TORM holds a sterner expression and DIRHAEL is grinning widely, as if the world were waiting for a joke from him.)
TORM: (in a stern voice) Remember, the Oath of Honour is one that we must take seriously above all else.   You two, Aydrian and Dirhael, stop fooling around! We are the paragons of honour here, the few who have made it this far in the Knighthood!
DIRHAEL: (clapping TORM on the back) Torm, stop being so serious! You gotta learn how to lighten up like me and Aydrian here.

AYDRIAN: Come on, Torm, even Knights of Arnor need to have fun once in a while.  Let’s get something to eat, I’m starved!
TORM: (sternly) Aydrian, you need to grow up and remember the Oath, as well as the Code set by the ideals of Lord Palathain.  Perhaps now you might laugh, but someday you will find yourself wishing you had taken yourself more seriously.

[DIRHAEL stands up and claps AYDRIAN on the shoulder.]
DIRHAEL: (grinning) Aydrian, are you going to let Torm ruin your day?

AYDRIAN: Naw, at least not until we’ve both been sworn into the official ranks.  (starts laughing) 
TORM: (sighs frustratedly) If you ever get sworn in to the Knighthood.  It is no laughing matter.  

DIRHAEL: (putting his hand on TORM’s shoulder) Come on Torm, we’re not trying to belittle the Oath and Code of Palathaides, but you’ve got to ease up.  I know it’s been hard ever since your father got killed by the bandits in the forest and you’ve been wanting to avenge yourself, but you also have to enjoy what you can amidst the pain.
AYDRIAN:  Not to mention that in the Code, we also have to forgive and show mercy whenever possible.  Remember, according to Palathaides, with enough perseverance in living by the standards of the Duality, even the worst bandits will eventually see the light if we keep working at them.
TORM: (in a pained voice) I still have nightmares of failing the Oath and Code and I still have visions of seeing my father slashed up by the Bandit Chief… I don’t know what I’d do if I ever faced him… 

DIRHAEL: (interrupting) Torm, take it a day at a time.  You’ll come through and heal.  
TORM: (sighing) I suppose both of you are right.   (joins DIRHAEL and AYDRIAN to get food, then the three of them return to the table to eat.)
DIRHAEL:  So, did you hear what Lady Orindis said about the bandits, speaking of them?
AYDRIAN: You mean what she said about the sudden disappearance?

DIRHAEL: Aye, and how merchants aren’t really getting in either from what I’ve heard.  They’ve been saying that there’s been far fewer robberies from the local bandits, but they’ve been complaining about the forest being haunted.

TORM: (mumbling under his breath) I may not need to stain the Paladinson blade with their blood…
AYDRIAN and DIRHAEL: What?

TORM: (more clearly) If the rumours are true, then I have no need to set my blade on the bandits.  (chokes up)
DIRHAEL: I just think the bandits have given up, as have the merchants.  After all, we are rather isolated.  Of course, there’s always the possibility of Sidhe out there, if either of you believe Brother Xander’s stories about his youth.
TORM: Brother Xander rants like a lunatic, if you ask me.
AYDRIAN: (boldly) Well, I’m going to find out the truth! I’m going out to the forest tomorrow!
DIRHAEL and TORM: Aydrian, are you out of your mind?

AYDRIAN: Remember, part of the Code states that we are to seek the truth! Plus, I won’t wander far, I’ll just look for proof! (runs out of the dining hall).
(TORM runs out after AYDRIAN, only to lose him after a brief chase)
TORM: (roaring) Aydrian!!!
SCENE FOUR:

[We now travel to the same time in the same forest, but in a different part of the forest.  The trees are still ancient and moss-covered, and there is dense undergrowth, although a fairly clear path has been marked by recent travel.  It is nearly dusk and two BANDITS wearing simple and well-worn travelling clothes stop to ponder.  One is carrying a hatchet and begins to chop down a young sapling on the trail, while the other sits and tries to build a fire.]
FIRST BANDIT: Curses upon the Knights of Arnor! And curses on this damned forest they banished us to!  Why, we were living off the fat of the land until the cursed Knights caught us.  But oh well, we can re-establish ourselves here.  There is nothing to fear here.  (The wind blows and whistles eerily.) Nothing to be afraid of.  Just grannies' tales to explain the unknown here.  (A wolf howls in the distance and there is also the sound of an eagle keening.)  No.  Nothing to be afraid of.  It's just the wind and grannie's tales.  The Sidhe is just a grannie's tale.  She won't hurt us any!

SECOND BANDIT: Aye, just an old grannie's tale.  The Sidhe doesn't exist, those Knights of Arnor are just chicken.  It's probably more of our kind going around spooking them and killing a few every now and then.  The Sidhe are extinct, they've been wiped out centuries ago.  Yeah that's it, and we just pretend to be them and give the Knights grief! Serves the damn bastards right.  (fumbles around with tinder and flint.)  Damn, this wood is dry, but it refuses to light on fire.

FIRST BANDIT: (yelling) Incompetence! Let me show you how to light a fire! (stops attempting to chop the tree down and goes over to the SECOND BANDIT)  

SECOND BANDIT: And it looks like you can't chop a tree down! (points at the tree)  Then perhaps we should switch tasks! (goes over to the tree and starts chopping while FIRST BANDIT tries lighting the fire)

FIRST BANDIT: Then let's do so!  I'm tired of lighting the fire every night! Let's add some variety here!

SECOND BANDIT: Aye, and I've had enough of chopping trees!  

FIRST BANDIT: (fumbling with the tree) Hey, now I see why you were having problems!

SECOND BANDIT: And I can see why you're having trouble with the fire or we're both losing our marbles!  Say, shouldn't the rest of them be back by now, either empty-handed or with some rich guy's leftovers? (struggling with the tinder and flint)  Speaking of which, did you hear about Big Boss?
FIRST BANDIT: Oh, you know how the old boys are, always taking their sweet time and leaving us out of the glory so they get the songs about them.  I think Big Boss just upped and went to look for bigger glory.  You know how he is too, always wanting bigger riches.  Ain’t gonna get that here in the boonies.
SECOND BANDIT: (The hatchet breaks on the seemingly delicate tree.) I swear, there's some kind of curse around here or you stole a worthless piece of junk! (waves the broken hatchet)
FIRST BANDIT: Damn! Damn! Damn! And I think Master Noodlebrain has gotten the tinder wet! 

SECOND BANDIT: (grouchily) I'm starting to have second thoughts about camping here.  We've had bad luck from the moment we set foot here!

FIRST BANDIT: (snickering) You're just scared of those grannie's tales.  We're just having a bad day, nothing to be afraid of!  Or have you just wet your pants, Master Chicken Little?

(While the BANDITS are examining their equipment and trying to figure out why things are failing, an eagle keens nearby, but both BANDITS ignore it.  Suddenly, SECOND BANDIT falls over, an arrow through his throat and another through the forehead.)
SECOND BANDIT: (gasping) I... been... shot! Watch... out! (drops dead)
FIRST BANDIT: (bolts, draws sword, and looks around) Show yourself! I’m not afraid of anyone or anything!

(From the shadows of the forest, YVANNTHRAL leaps down, scimitars drawn and ready to attack.  She appears to be about twenty five human years and is of slight, yet muscular build with nut-brown skin and intricate blue tattoos on her face that seem to form the pattern of an eagle.  She is wearing a mixture of leaves and leather to give her the appearance of a feral child of the wilderness.  The scimitar in her left hand, Kharadras, glows a fiery red, while the scimitar in her right, Turamarth, glows a frosty silver-blue.  Both scimitars are freshly blood-stained.)
FIRST BANDIT: (looking at YVANNTHRAL lustily) Ahh, a beautiful woman, it has been too long since I have seen one.  So, would you like some companionship in the forest? (YVANNTHRAL charges wordlessly at FIRST BANDIT) You want to play rough, then? We'll see who comes out on top! Winner decides the next game we play?

(YVANNTHRAL continues her charge, silent.  FIRST BANDIT parries off the initial charge and swings his sword at her, expecting to hit, but only hitting metal.  A few attempts later, he finds his sword broken, the blade cut off by one of the scimitars.)
FIRST BANDIT:  I like my women tough and wild, but not this much!  Calm down, will ya, and then you can get some quality lovin'! You look like you're in some major need of some!

(FIRST BANDIT attempts a desperate charge, broken sword-first into YVANNTHRAL, who cleanly chops both of his arms at the elbows.  FIRST BANDIT keels over from the shock and pain, and YVANNTHRAL slits his throat and makes a clean slash across his heart.  Taken over by bloodlust, she begins to slash eagerly at both bodies. Both lay still, bleeding and their eyes close forever.)
YVANNTHRAL: May the death-birds guide this deflier to eternal punishment from the Eternal Huntress.  (She sheathes her scimitars, then covers the bodies with soil and leaves and placed a small pile of stones upon the BANDITS to mark their graves.  Her eyes turn skyward towards the moon.)  Eternal Huntress, accept this sacrifice of flesh and blood today as a sign of the bloodshed to come in Your service! It is but a small offering, but may it please You that defilers of the forest have been destroyed.  If any ever defeat me in single combat, may they slay me as I slay my other foes instead of letting me live in dishonor!

SCENE FIVE:
[Within the same forest, in a section near the pool with lighter growth where more sunlight is allowed to touch the forest floor.  There is a small river with clear water running past.  AYDRIAN is wandering about, lost and hopelessly confused.  He wears a suit of well-polished plate mail and carries a longsword and shield.  The shield has a rearing dragon with the top half of the shield red and the bottom half white, while the dragon is gold.  He removes his heavy helmet to reveal a youthful face of about twenty five with innocent hazel eyes, shoulder-length blonde hair, and the characteristic handle-bar moustache of the Knights of Arnor now slightly matted from being in the helmet.  Unknown to AYDRIAN, YVANNTHRAL is watching him from the shadows, poised to attack him.]
AYDRIAN: (looking confused) I should’ve brought a map with me.  I’m completely lost.  (He snaps a branch off a nearby oak tree.  After wandering around aimlessly for a while more, he comes across three dead bodies that have been slashed to pieces.  Two of the bodies are fresh, probably killed within a day and unearthed almost as soon as they had been buried, while the other appears to have been dragged from a distanc and was killed less recently.  Vultures and vermin are gathered about eagerly on the bodies, but as soon as AYDRIAN approaches, they fly off or disappear.  He looks closely at the bodies.)  Bandits! And the Bandit King by the looks of it! That’s why we haven’t been hearing of them!
YVANNTHRAL: (leaps from shadows, scimitars at AYDRIAN's throat) Defiler! You too shall join them!
AYDRIAN: W-who are you? (looks nervously at YVANNTHRAL)
YVANNTHRAL: You need not know.  You shall die, by my blade in fair combat or by the terrors of the forest -- and most certainly at the hands of the Eternal Huntress regardless.

AYDRIAN: (gulps and draws sword) I will fight you with courage, as a true Knight of Arnor will, though I am afraid and would rather leave you in peace!

 (YVANNTHRAL parries AYDRIAN's attacks with the swiftness and grace of an eagle intent on capturing prey.  Quickly, YVANNTHRAL brings AYDRIAN to the ground, scimitars at his throat.)
AYDRIAN: (whispering and trembling) If I must die, let it be with honor, if not bravery.  But please, there’s got to be another way besides just killing everyone!
YVANNTHRAL: (withdraws scimitars right before slashing his throat after looking at his frightened expression) Go, and never return.  The next time will not be as merciful.

(AYDRIAN looks at her and runs off, leaving behind his helmet and shield. He breathes a sigh of relief.  YVANNTHRAL sighs and gazes skyward.)
YVANNTHRAL: Tindarien, I have just failed in my duties to You.  I know not what has come upon me.

SCENE SIX:
[At the pool in the clearing at night.  The moon is almost full and there is a slight breeze. YVANNTHRAL is naked with only her scimitars.  She practices her ritual scimitar dance, a mixture of both slow and deliberate and quick and clean motions, all fluid.  However, there is a slight sluggishness tonight in YVANNTHRAL's motions.  After a while, she stops, bathes in the pool, and then kneels before the altar.]
YVANNTHRAL: (agitated) Tindarien, I know not what is happening!  Why do I see that knight in my mind still, his cowering form, his innocence?  Why was I not able to kill him when I had the chance? What is this weakness that strikes me now when it has never struck since I was but a small child? Pray tell me, what witchcraft, what evil spell has he cast upon me?

TINDARIEN: (voice only) You are showing signs of weakness, Yvannthral Thorondarien.  You must overcome the taint of your humanity, thin and faint though it may be.  Show not any mercy to the humans, even those who seem little more than harmless saplings and cubs.

(A ghostly image of TZINGELAH appears before YVANNTHRAL.)
TZINGELAH: (harshly) No child of mine would fail and succumb to weakness as you have! Strengthen yourself against the taint of your human blood and avenge yourself.  Remember, you are Sidhe no matter what -- and not any ordinary Sidhe, but one who serves the Eternal Huntress! 

YVANNTHRAL: (shouting) I will avenge you, mother! I will overcome my weaknesses and prove myself worthy of You, Eternal Huntress! 
TINDARIEN: (voice only) Woe betide you, shall you fail me!
SCENE SEVEN:
[In the temple dedicated to the Duality of Light: Elberath, goddess of honor and justice, and Yavanna, goddess of love and healing.  It is a fairly large temple, but very simply decorated with the scale, dove, and shield symbol of Elberath on one wall, the olive branch and heart symbol of Yavanna next to it.  There are many pews for the many who attend the weekly services, and there are many people inside, most of them praying or meeting in quiet fellowship.  AYDRIAN is kneeling at a corner after having lit a candle.  BROTHER CALEB, a large and rather round-bellied man with a bald head and a relaxed, cheerful face, walks towards AYDRIAN, several books in hand.]

BROTHER CALEB: Sir Aydrian, what troubles you so, to be here for so many hours? And why aren’t you with Dirhael and Torm?
AYDRIAN: The wild woman in the forest, I have seen her, yet she did not slay me...

BROTHER CALEB: The Sidhe-Fasach!  There are many legends of her, and I would keep you all day, were I to tell you all I have heard.  

AYDRIAN: (puzzled) The Sidhe-Fasach?

BROTHER CALEB: Yes, the guardian spirit of the forest who seeks to defend the land from all defilers, which unfortunately includes knights and other travellers just trying to get through to the other side to Erevanost.

AYDRIAN: But she was flesh and blood!  She can't be Sidhe!

BROTHER CALEB: You are certainly very lucky, nobody has survived an encounter with the Sidhe-Fasach in ages.  Xander's the only other survivor, he might be able to give you insights on her.  Yavanna and Elberath have most certainly been watching you, as have Ildathra the Shadowdancer and even Gildharain, Spirit of Youth.  Perhaps the Eternal Huntress' frosty heart may be thawing out even.

AYDRIAN: Is there any way I can see her again?  I want to set her free!

BROTHER CALEB: (motions to AYDRIAN) Why don't you come with me to see Xander? I need to give these books on maintaining gardens back to him anyway.

AYDRIAN: (stands up and follows BROTHER CALEB to the other end of the temple) I never knew Xander had also survived witnessing the Sidhe-Fasach, he's old, but I didn't think he was that old.

(They approach a short, elderly man in a plain robe who looks to be in his late nineties, although he still stands upright.  His features are fine and delicate, and he is slender and bald with a snowy white beard that extends down to his waist. The fact that he is bald only emphasizes his slightly large and pointed ears, a gift from his Eldarin father.  ELDER BROTHER XANDER is muttering to himself and is lighting some tall, tapered candles.)
BROTHER XANDER: (still muttering) Ahh, these old bones.

BROTHER CALEB: (approaches BROTHER XANDER) Elder Brother Xander, I have your books on gardening, and Sir Aydrian would like to speak to you.

BROTHER XANDER: Books? I was about to ask about them.  Was there any success in growing those peas and carrots?

BROTHER CALEB: (laughing slightly) Unfortunately not until I spoke with the Daughters of Que-Tala. 

BROTHER XANDER: (smiling) Oh well, was hoping the book would be of use.  The Daughters of Que-Tala the Earthmother really know it, unlike us bookish monks and priests.  Now, what was it about Sir Aydrian? What's bugging him? Another stomachache from too many sticky buns? Or did Dirhael make you touch another prickle bush? (chuckles)
AYDRIAN: (bowing respectfully to BROTHER XANDER) Elder Brother, I have come to ask you about the Sidhe-Fasach.  I have seen her in the forest a week ago and yet she spared my life.  What do you know of her?

BROTHER XANDER: (paling slightly) The Sidhe-Fasach!  Yes, I remember all too vividly.  I was but fifty, a youth just barely out of childhood.  We -- a group of ten of us -- were out investigating the cause of the mysterious disappearances of several of the Knights, and I had followed against the will of Sir Delgaren.  There was nothing to be found, and suddenly, I realized that five of us were missing.  We tried to find the other five, and we found them with arrows through them, some with their throats slit.  Sir Parceval, one of the missing, was there, and he was the only one who had survived the onslaught of arrows.  He said that there was a pair of women and several wolves.  The wolves distracted them, and the women were the ones who did the slaying, according to Parceval.  As we examined the dead, a pack of wolves attacked, and soon enough, our group fell one by one to the arrows and probably some mysterious dweomers as well.  Then as Parceval said, two women descended upon us...

AYDRIAN: (interrupting) The women -- what did they look like?

BROTHER XANDER: Tzingelah Maza, the elder, was ebony-skinned and looked very much like a wolf herself.  She had fiercely glowing scimitars, one that glowed blue and red.  The younger, Yvannthral Thorondarien, was paler and was more like an eagle.  But it happened so quickly, and soon enough, Delgaren and I were the only ones remaining.  Delgaren called upon Elberath and was able to slay Tzingelah, but Yvannthral escaped, as did I.  I think Tzingelah's death unnerved the rest of the band and that's how I survived, along with Yavanna and whatever god was there looking down upon me favorably.

AYDRIAN: Yvannthral! She's the one I saw then!  How did you get their names? 

BROTHER XANDER: A bit of divination, young knight.  It is rumored that Yvannthral is part human, and thus has a human soul.  I do not know how true this is, but it has been said that the Sidhe-Fasach will no longer be a threat to just about every traveller that isn't a being of the wild if she realizes her humanity and is freed from her vow.  

AYDRIAN: (fidgeting slightly) I saw the expression on her face, almost like a wild animal in a cage.  Is there anything I can do to free her?

BROTHER CALEB: (looking shocked) Aydrian! You don't want to get yourself killed, do you?

BROTHER XANDER: (ignoring BROTHER CALEB) One would have to awaken the human soul in her and let her know what it is to love once more.  A daunting task, I have seen her.  Her heart is colder than the deepest ice of winter and she is fiercely devoted to the Eternal Huntress, she would do anything in her name.  

AYDRIAN: (agitated) She must be freed!  I will go free her! (runs out of the temple)
BROTHER XANDER: (sighing) Yavanna and Elberath guard you, my child.

BROTHER CALEB: (yelling) You're just going to let him go to his death?

BROTHER XANDER: His fate is now in his hands and in that of the gods.  The more we intervene, the more determined he will be.
(BROTHER XANDER begins to pray and looks rather un-fazed, while BROTHER CALEB is running about frantically, searching for DIRHAEL and TORM.)
BROTHER CALEB: (bellowing furiously and urgently) Dirhael! Torm! Aydrian’s run off into the forest!
(DIRHAEL and TORM come running in, looking concerned.)
DIRHAEL: What’s going on Brother Caleb and Elder Brother Xander?

TORM: It’s Aydrian, isn’t it? Run off to the forest again? He’s been acting oddly.
BROTHER CALEB: (still bellowing) Run after him and bring him back to his senses! He’s under the Sidhe’s spell!

(The two knights run off only partially armoured.)
DIRHAEL: (muttering) Aydrian, you owe us big-time if we come out of this alive!
SCENE EIGHT:
[The Great Forest, in the same place where YVANNTHRAL had first encountered AYDRIAN.  It is high noon and YVANNTHRAL awaits silently, ready to strike AYDRIAN when he wanders close enough.  She has her scimitars in hand.  AYDRIAN, in plate mail but without his helmet, walks to the clearing and starts looking around.]
AYDRIAN: (whispering) Tindarien, please let Yvannthral live.

(YVANNTHRAL leaps down from the tree she was hiding in and lands before AYDRIAN, scimitars drawn and at his throat.)
YVANNTHRAL: Why do you return, human?

AYDRIAN: Because I am drawn to you, Yvannthral Thorondarien.  And so we are no longer strangers, I am Sir Aydrian Crownguard of Arnor.  (makes a gesture of peace)
YVANNTHRAL: (charging angrily) I have had enough of you!  

(AYDRIAN draws his sword and tries his best to parry her scimitars, but she merely knocks his weapon aside with one hand and has the other scimitar pointing at his heart.  YVANNTHRAL and AYDRIAN duel for a long time, neither gaining the upper hand.  YVANNTHRAL's movements are unusually sluggish, although she is still obviously the superior of the two.  Finally, she once more has him prone and in a position to slash his vulnerable throat.  Instead of slitting his throat, she strikes him with the flat of her scimitar and knocks him unconscious.  She begins to walk away, but turns around and gently caresses his cheek.)
YVANNTHRAL: (whispering to AYDRIAN) I can teach you the ways of the Eternal Huntress and teach you how to live in true purity and strength, free from your human weaknesses.  (tries to lift him up but finds that he is too heavy for her)  No, I am weak as he is now.  My feelings have tainted me, and thus, the Eternal Huntress' power has left me.  

(The sound of a horn pierces the air and YVANNTHRAL looks up.  There are several hunters on horses, all led by DIRHAEL and TORM, searching the forest.  YVANNTHRAL darts away into the undergrowth and watches them circle around AYDRIAN.  One of the HUNTERS spots her, though, and shoots at her.  The arrow strikes her hand and she lets out a muffled squeak before she crawls away further into the underbrush.)
DIRHAEL: Aydrian! What in Elberath’s name is going on? (points to AYDRIAN)
TORM: By the Oath! Aydrian is still alive!  (begins to revive AYDRIAN) Explain yourself and this unseemly madness!
AYDRIAN: (murmuring dreamily) Yvannthral, so beautiful, so trapped... I must free her...

DIRHAEL: (looking concerned and scolding slightly) And dangerous, based on what Brother Caleb said! She’ll corrupt and destroy you! You may be a Knight of Arnor and have Elberath on your side, but she’s still a fey creature! You might as well be wrestling with a tiger and survive longer!
AYDRIAN: (determined) No, she is human and she has a soul like you or I.  The Eternal Huntress is holding her soul prisoner.

TORM: Aydrian, we have been sent by Brother Caleb to try and dissuade you from the path of madness.  It is one thing to live by the Oath and Code, but another to try to redeem this spirit creature.  She’s a fey demon beyond redemption! She is not a human bandit, but a creature of pure evil!
AYDRIAN: No, she can be redeemed, there is a spark of goodness in her, a bit of humanity that merely needs to be awakened.  The Code says that there is no creature beyond redemption.  
(There is a rustling noise from the vegetation.  There is also an eerie, whistling sound that surrounds the knights.)
TORM: (looking nervous now) Let us go, then, I do not like the feel of these woods.  Every minute extra we remain, the more I fear.  Aydrian, I do not wish to leave you this lightly, but we cannot force you to change either.  (whispering to DIRHAEL, who is also trembling slightly but is trying his best to maintain his composure) Let us bring some help to free the boy from that eldritch creature!

(DIRHAEL and TORM turn around and leave.  YVANNTHRAL is now peeking from the underbrush.  She observes AYDRIAN, who stands still, then bolts off to the pool.  AYDRIAN removes his armor and follows her.  When YVANNTHRAL gets to the pool, she inserts her wounded hand into the water.  The bleeding stops and her hand is whole again.  As she gets up, she finds AYDRIAN standing behind her.)

YVANNTHRAL: You! How dare you! (draws her scimitars and charges at him)
AYDRIAN: (defending himself and whispering) Elberath and Yavanna, please show mercy to she who knows it not!

(Again, they are locked in combat, although AYDRIAN only defends himself, never striking at YVANNTHRAL.  Suddenly, as YVANNTHRAL is about to stab through his heart, AYDRIAN quickly grabs her wrists and throws her off-balance.  The scimitars fly from her hands and without a second thought, AYDRIAN pounces on her, pinning her.  YVANNTHRAL struggles, but her strength is gone and AYDRIAN keeps her pinned.)
YVANNTHRAL: (grudgingly) You have defeated me in combat and I have failed my vow.  As I have slain those I have defeated before, now it is your right to do the same with me, for I have shown my weakness.

AYDRIAN: No.  I will not kill you.  (He looks her in the eyes.  Where they had been feral, almost beast-like, now they looked softer, more human.) I cannot and will not strike.
YVANNTHRAL: (shouting) Why do you refuse? Do you not know of honor and vows? (AYDRIAN lets go of her.  She leaps to her feet, pulls a knife from her pocket, and tries to stab at AYDRIAN but misses.) To live in defeat at the hands of your type is a fate worse than death!
AYDRIAN: (He puts his arm around her and pulls her close, despite her struggling.  He barely holds onto her)  I want you to live, not as a servant of the Eternal Huntress, but your own person, someone who knows what it means to be loved, or to be happy, or even sad.  I too, know of honour, not only of the Oath and Code, but also from my own heart.
YVANNTHRAL: (screaming angrily) I am not human! I am Sidhe!  I can never feel such feelings of weakness!  Get away!
AYDRIAN: They are only human feelings, and you have shown them, you've spared my life when you have had the opportunity to slay me.  And look -- no Sidhe is capable is weeping tears, yet there are tears rolling down your face!  (AYDRIAN takes YVANNTHRAL's hand and runs it up and down her face, allowing her to feel the tears that have poured down. Her struggling calms down and returns his embrace.  In little time, both grow more and more passionate and after a while, both fall asleep naked in each others' arms.)

SCENE NINE:
[Same location, but at dawn.  AYDRIAN is embracing YVANNTHRAL, who is just waking up.  The sound of a hunting horn can be heard yet again.]
YVANNTHRAL: (agitatedly as she struggles to escape from AYDRIAN) Tindarien, restore your weak-willed servant's strength once more!  (She breaks free from AYDRIAN's embrace and bolts.)
AYDRIAN: Yvannthral! Come back! (hears the horn and quickly puts his clothing back on, mildly embarassed)  

YVANNTHRAL: Leave me! May the Eternal Huntress punish you!  I hate you and your evil kind!  (She disappears into the bushes.)
(TORM and DIRHAEL are now accompanied by HUNTERS.  The HUNTERS spot YVANNTHRAL and fire arrows at her.  There is a great deal of scuffling through the bushes as YVANNTHRAL continues to bolt away and after several shots from the HUNTERS, there is silence.  Even the birds stop chirping and the wind stops blowing.)
FIRST HUNTER: (approaches AYDRIAN) Young lad, where did the witch go?

AYDRIAN: (points in a direction opposite from where YVANNTHRAL had gone) That way!

SECOND HUNTER: No, he is deluded from her evil spells! We have saved him in time! (points at where he had shot his arrows and continues to fire.  It is now silent except for the clanking of DIRHAEL and TORM’s armor.)
TORM: Ahh, a vile shrine of the Sidhe.  (starts knocking the stone altar over)  Does someone have tinder and flint? We must remove this foul temple of these beast-people! By the powers of Elberath and Yavanna, we shall sanctify this place!
SECOND HUNTER: I got it.  (lights a fire, which consumes the vegetation rapidly)  Yes, burn unholy place of the Sidhe-Fasach.

AYDRIAN: (shouting) NO!!!! You do not understand! 

(The HUNTERS grab AYDRIAN.  SECOND HUNTER grabs a rope and ties AYDRIAN's hands and feet together.  They then put him on one of the horses.  TORM and DIRHAEL continue to stoke the flames and start knocking over the stones.)
TORM: (yelling to the HUNTERS) Take him to the temple, where he can be healed of her spells!  (remains to continue destroying the Sidhe temple)
DIRHAEL: Aydrian, you must understand, this is for your own good.  We don’t want you to die and we’re trying to make this place safer for everyone. 
AYDRIAN: (whispering very softly to the distance) Yavanna and Elberath, benevolent goddesses of hope, protect her.  And Tindarien, cruel Eternal Huntress who holds her captive, free her from your service so she may live.  

YVANNTHRAL: (lying out of sight of KNIGHTS and AYDRIAN, wounded with several arrows in her in the distance, gasping ) Tindarien, I have failed you and have broken my vows.  Do with your weak, faithless servant as you will.  (Her eyes close and she lies still.  TORM, who is still knocking over stones and burning trees, suddenly drops dead amidst a barrage of arrows and spears.)
SCENE TEN:
[A bit over a year later, AYDRIAN is in the forest once more at the pool.  He now has a scruffy beard and has acquired a number of wrinkles in his youthful but tear-stained face.  The altar is still in ruins and nothing has grown back in the clearing.  It is shortly before dusk, and the fading daylight gives the area a haunted appearance.  AYDRIAN kneels at the pool, weeping.  An eagle keens in the distance.]
AYDRIAN: (singing softly): 

The winter may go and the spring may die,

The summer may fade and the years may fly.

But I know thou wilt return, I know full well,

And I will await thee, here I shall dwell

As I once promised of old.

May the gods guard you from high above,

May you soon find peace and know my love.

And if thou hast passed through death's dark door,

Then there we shall meet again once more.

Someday, I will set you free...

(As AYDRIAN looks around, the sun sets and soon night falls.  The moon is waxing crescent and it is a clear, starry night.  He is about to walk away when he hears an eagle keening nearby.  A thick, heavy fog begins to form and the eagle continues to keen..)
AYDRIAN: No mere eagle, it could be, unless it were my dear Yvannthral. 

(YVANNTHRAL materializes through the fog.  She is carrying a small, cooing bundle in her arms and her scimitars are at her hips.  Upon closer inspection, the bundle is an infant with a combination of YVANNTHRAL's aquiline and AYDRIAN's gentle features.  The infant, KIARA, reaches out and tries to touch AYDRIAN when he approaches.)
YVANNTHRAL: Tindarien's punishment upon me.  I must raise Kiara in the ways of the wild so that I may once more be reunited with the Eternal Huntress and regain her favor.

AYDRIAN: (reaching out for KIARA and YVANNTHRAL allows him to hold her) Or Yavanna's blessings upon us.  (AYDRIAN attempts to embrace YVANNTHRAL, but she pushes him away.)  Please, come back with me and we can share our lives together, both the joyous and the sad.  Kiara can grow up in safety, peace, happiness, and know love.  You don't have to live on the path of hatred, constantly in fear of retribution from a vengeful goddess at every little mistake.  There is a world of kindness and forgiveness, and you do have a human soul.  You have proven it yourself, you cannot deny your own humanity.  

YVANNTHRAL: (growling slightly) I have made my decision.  I am Sidhe, and you cannot sway me, for I cannot live with humans or even Eldarin.  Kiara is neither Sidhe nor human; she can never fully live among Sidhe or mortal.  

AYDRIAN: (teary-eyed) Please, spare her from the vow you have taken.  Kiara is both Sidhe and human, that much I know, but please, let her choose for herself whichever she prefers.  At least tell her about Ildathra the Shadowdancer or Gildharain, Protector of the Young or even Que-Tala, the Earthmother.  Let Kiara have a choice in who she follows -- they are just as fervent in protecting the land from those who would defile it.  I want her to be free from the Eternal Huntress.

YVANNTHRAL: (a tear rolling down her face) I know you mean well, Sir Aydrian, but I still cannot forgive what you and your kind have done to the land, to me, and my people.   Most of all, I cannot forgive the knights of your order, who have destroyed the land.  My heart does indeed long for you and to become human, but I cannot allow it to sway me from my duties to the Eternal Huntress or the land.  I am fully aware of the other deities, but I refuse to turn away from Her.  But rest assured, good Sir Aydrian Crownguard of Arnor, Kiara will grow up strong among my people and she will be free to decide her own path when she is of age.  

AYDRIAN: No! Wait! (tries to follow YVANNTHRAL into the fog as she begins to walk away with KIARA in her arms again, but he finds that he cannot move)  If you refuse to become human, then is there any way I can learn to live among your people?  (Both disappear into the fog and the fog disperses, leaving no trace of either before AYDRIAN can move again.)  Farewell, dear Yvannthral and Kiara.  

(The wind begins to blow and creates a haunting flute-like melody.  He kneels down again, prays, and slowly walks away to Arnor.)
SCENE ELEVEN:
[The scene moves to the pond, which has been rebuilt and restored.  The trees have begun to grow back, but they are nowhere as majestic as they had been before the knights set the clearing on fire.   The altar, although reconstructed, no longer has a menacing aura about it.  It is a spring night and the moon is a waxing crescent.  YVANNTHRAL sits alone, holding her scimitars.]

YVANNTHRAL: (to herself) Kiara has left and forsaken the ways of the Sidhe to embrace mortality.  I have kept my promise to you, Sir Aydrian, to let her decide between the two worlds, and as much as it saddens me to see her leave, I also know that she has found acceptance among your people and freedom from my fate.  (She gazes into the pool after throwing some herbs into it and chanting softly and incoherently.)  Ahh, it gladdens my heart to see that you, my daughter, have found and accepted what I have scorned and rejected decades ago.  Perhaps it is now my turn, now that I have learned from my mistakes in the past, though dangerous it may be.  (Now looks up into the sky, scimitars aloft.)  
(A fog descends and YVANNTHRAL stands stoically with tears in her eyes and an expression of resignation, yet joy and resolve.  The fog thins and three figures are revealed: ELYTHARIEN, a tall young woman with intricate black tattoos  that are reminiscent of a panther on her pale face, SHEVARATH, a young man with very strongly lupine features, and CYLITHERA, a vaguely aquline-featured girl who seems to be about eight summers or so.  Unlike the others, though, instead of the predator-like golden eyes, CYLITHERA has sea-grey eyes, a trait common among the Eldarin.  All three have feral expressions and are armed: ELYTHARIEN with a pair of short, curved, sickle-like blades, SHEVARATH with a spear and a large sword, and CYLITHERA with a bow and a scimitar.)
ELYTHARIEN: (slightly purring voice) For sixty years, we have suffered and have sought a sign or a hero, but now, the Eternal Huntress demands a blood sacrifice.  Come, join us, and redeem yourself in the eyes of the Eternal Huntress. 

SHEVARATH: (slight growl to his voice) Yes, let us slay those who have shamed you and left you to a fate worse than death, so that you can rejoin the Eternal Huntress forever and be accepted once again by your -- our -- people.  

ELYTHARIEN: Come, you have been exiled for too long, and we know you, though you have been tainted by mortal blood yourself, you still have the potential to be the greatest among our people.  Yvannthral Thorondarien, daughter of Tzingelah Maza, Chosen of the Eternal Huntress, we ask you to regain the favor of the Eternal Huntress again!

YVANNTHRAL: (sadly) No.

ELYTHARIEN: You can remove the stain of weakness from you.  Slay the knight who shamed you and the ungrateful daughter who abandoned our ways to betray us to mortals!  Revel in the slaughter of those who dare to insult our people and destroy our land and way of life!  (brandishes curved swords menacingly)
SHEVARATH: The Eternal Huntress seldom grants as many chances as you have gotten, don't let them slip!  You are her Chosen still, her favored, though you have grieved her as well.  Either you or the knight and your daughter will be sacrificed shortly.
YVANNTHRAL: Take me, then.  I am the one who failed in your eyes.  Kiara and Aydrian are safe from you and the Eternal Huntress.  I have also forgiven the Knights or Arnor for their actions.  (gazing skywards) 

   Tonight I renounce my vow to you,

   The vow of fury and blood and hate:

   No longer bound to the Sidhe-Fasach's fate,

   But rather that of mortal man

   To join the undying souls that watch from above,

   More numerous than grains of sand,

   Strengthened by eternal bonds of love.

   Never again to murder in your name,

   I now return your sacred blades from whence they came!

ELYTHARIEN: (whispering to CYLITHERA) Tonight, you shall learn what it is to be strong in the ways of the Eternal Huntress.  May what will be show you what is strength and what is weakness!

(YVANNTHRAL hurls the scimitars into the pool.  The scimitars disappear from sight and the sound of thunder fills the air.  At that moment, ELYTHARIEN, SHEVARATH, and CYLITHERA charge at YVANNTHRAL, who stands still.  CYLITHERA slashes at YVANNTHRAL with such a savage fury that even ELYTHARIEN and SHEVARATH are taken aback.  By the time she is done, CYLITHERA is completely covered in YVANNTHRAL's blood.  In little time, YVANNTHRAL lies dying, bleeding from numerous gashes and wounds.)

YVANNTHRAL: (gasping) Aydrian and Kiara, forgive me.  Please, spare the little one, let her live.  And little Eldarin, embrace life and love.  (Her eyes close forever.)

(CYLITHERA looks disturbed for a brief instant.)

SHEVARATH: Pay no heed to her.  She has fallen.  Tindarien punish her for her infidelity and weakness! And may the cursed knight and the product of his lust upon her suffer at Tindarien's hands as well. 

ELYTHARIEN: Let us leave this tainted place.  Let this be a reminder of what happens to those who fail the Eternal Huntress!

CYLITHERA: (shouting) I will triumph over my inherent Eldarin weakness and be strong, like the Sidhe-Fasach! 

ELYTHARIEN: You will, or you too, shall become food for the worms and carrion-birds and face an eternity of punishment.  Remember, you have been abandoned by your mortal Eldarin kindred because of their fear of Tindarien's powers.  However, Shevarath and I have risked all to take you in and raise you as a champion of the Eternal Huntress.  (notices that CYLITHERA is searching for the scimitars)  No, it is not your time yet to find them.  You must first grow in Her ways, then perhaps, you may earn them.  Until then, though, you have much to learn, my unfortunate, courageous, and strong, daughter cursed with a mortal body.

CYLITHERA: I will not disappoint you, mother and father.  (gazes at the sky in prayer) Tindarien Dalithariel, Eternal Huntress, hear this vow I make tonight.  I will not succumb to the weaknesses of mortals -- those of tender emotions and of hubris, for they lead to weakness and prevent me from fulfilling my duty to You.  From this day forth, let it be known that I will not repeat the mistakes of your last Chosen, Yvannthral Thorondarien, daughter of Tzingelah Maza! I now dedicate myself forever to the Eternal Hunt!  (She makes a small incision in her left wrist and lets a drop of blood touch the ground.)
SCENE TWELVE: 
[Returning to the time and location of scene one.  It is now evening and the marketplace is beginning to clear out.  GRETEL and OLD HERMIT are still sitting there.  There are now two figurines next to the OLD HERMIT -- one of a fierce woman, the other of a young knight.  He is finishing up a third, an eagle.]
OLD HERMIT: (still carving away) ...After I saw her that time in the forest, I've never seen her or the eagle again... 

GRETEL: (entranced and slightly teary-eyed) But what about the baby?

OLD HERMIT: (smiling faintly again) I saw her recently, and she's doing well.  My old heart rejoices knowing that she's grown up happier than my dear love.  (Noting that it is evening)  Gretel, shouldn't you be returning home before your parents get nervous?

(A man in his late twenties, MARTIN, emerges from the temple of Que-Tala.  He is brown-haired and it is hard to tell much because of his robes, although it seems that he is of moderate build and in good shape.  He has a cheerful face and looks around slightly concernedly.)
MARTIN: (calling out) Gretel? Where are you? 

GRETEL: Yes, I should... My pappy is calling me! Thank you, sir, for sharing the beautiful story!  (To MARTIN) Pappy, I'm coming!

MARTIN: (running to OLD HERMIT) Ahh, good sir.  Thank you for taking care of Gretel, her mother would have drubbed me into jelly if something happened to her!  I hope she has not caused you too much grief! (to GRETEL) And next time, try to find me or Mommy before it gets too late?  

OLD HERMIT: She has been an angel to me, even made an old turtle come out of his shell to tell a story!

GRETEL: (excitedly) He told me such a beautiful story!

MARTIN: Thank you again, I would stay and talk, but the missus is waiting.  (He and GRETEL walk away.  GRETEL waves to OLD HERMIT, who does likewise after standing up.)
OLD HERMIT: (calling out) Good night, Gretel and Martin! (then sits back down, whispering to himself) Ahh, youth and innocence, if people would appreciate it more…  If only all children were allowed to revel in it before it's too late.  What would have happened, if my beloved had known love and innocence longer?  What if she had been allowed to live as a child longer? (begins singing)
  The years fade away and I am now old

  Soon I will find my sleep in the earth so cold,

  But my heart is still young and I still think of thee

  Someday, we will meet again to set you free....

(Sleepiness soon begins to overtake him and he leans back against the wall, trying to get comfortable.  There is the sound of an eagle keening nearby.  He tries to stand up, but his knees buckle and he finds himself rooted to the ground.  There is no eagle in sight, although he looks this way and that, trying to find the eagle.)
OLD HERMIT: (gasping) Is that you? Have you returned?

GHOSTLY WOMAN'S VOICE: (singing, voice only, as if replying to OLD HERMIT'S song)

   The seasons have flown, but my heart still longs for you,

   Your youth has faded away, yet your love burns true,

   I now return to you, broken from the Huntress' chains!

   Come into my arms, I shall heal you from your pains!

   'Tis time to begin our lives a-new...

(A GHOSTLY WOMAN materializes before him.  She looks to be about eighty or so human years and is of slight, yet muscular build with deeply wrinkled tanned skin and intricate blue tattoos on her face that are reminiscent of an eagle.  The GHOSTLY WOMAN wears a simple white gown and her face is a mixture of bitter-sweet joy and long-seated sorrow.  Despite her age, her posture is still straight and strong.  Kneeling down, she kisses his forehead, then takes him into her arms and they both fade away.  All that remains of the OLD HERMIT are three figurines -- the wild woman, the young knight, and an eagle.)
SCENE THIRTEEN

[The marketplace early afternoon the next day.  MARTIN, ROBED WOMAN, and GRETEL are where the OLD HERMIT disappeared.  All three are slightly teary-eyed after a silent vigil.  Nobody else seems to be concerned about the OLD HERMIT's disappearance, having chalked it up to his insanity.]
GRETEL: (kneels down to pick up the figurines) Grandfather... and Grandmother...  I wish you could've gotten to meet Grampy and Granny too... 

MARTIN: (very softly to ROBED WOMAN) Kiara, I'm sorry about your parents... If only I had known... (trails off)
ROBED WOMAN: (whispering to the air) Farewell, father and mother.  You have finally found each other, and you are both at peace.  (to MARTIN) They have suffered for too long, but they will always be with us.  We should honor their memories, learn from their hurts, and cherish the joys we have now.  

MARTIN: Yes, it is time to live and embrace life and love.  (He hugs GRETEL and the ROBED WOMAN.)
(In the background, CYLITHERA, first a child with help from ELYTHARIEN and SHEVARATH, then growing older until she is an adult, all alone, can be seen slaughtering wanderers in the forest, using a longbow, although on occasion she will resort to a pair of scimitars, not the ones YVANNTHRAL used, but a beautiful and deadly pair nonetheless.  Further back, AYDRIAN and YVANNTHRAL, now restored to youth, watch quietly, hand-in-hand.)
THE END

NOTES
  PRONUNCIATION KEY TO MORE DIFFICULT NAMES

    CHEVARTHIEL -- che-VAHR-thyel

    CYLITHERA -- sigh-LITH-uhr-uh

    ELYTHARIEN -- eh-lee-THAHR-ee-uhn, "eh" like "egg"
    GILDHARAIN -- gil-DHAH-rin; "dh" a cross between d and th

    KHARADRAS -- CAH-rah-drahs; "c" more like the German "ch" than the English "cat"

    QUE-TALA -- kweh TAH-lah

    SHEVARATH -- she-VAHR-AHTH

    SIDHE -- sheedh or shee; "dh" again as a cross between d and th

    TINDARIEN DALITHARIEL -- tin-DAR-yen DAHL-i-THAHR-yel

    TZINGELAH MAZA -- tsin-GA-lah MAH-zah; "i" as in "if", "A" like in "gay"

    YVANNTHRAL THORONDARIEN -- YIV-ahn-thrahl THOR-on-DAR-ee-en;  "THOR" rhyming with DOOR 
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