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fter a thousand thousand agonizing 
steps up the mountain, Brigid came 

at last to the cave where the reclusive Saint 
dwelt. The mountain was her last hope. All other 
options were exhausted, all other trails long since 
cold.  

Her well-worn boots crunched atop sandy stone 
just outside the entrance. A heavy wind raced 
across the summit, catching her cloak and fiery 
hair. From this height, she could look down onto 
the fog-drenched Great Forest, to the twinkling 
ocean beyond. She allowed herself a moment to 
savor the fresh air. So peaceful, yet she had no 
time to linger. 

A clawed hand grasped Brigid’s shoulder. She 
turned to Zyhen, the leader of the laghart 
warriors. He’d drawn his bronze sword. Behind 
him, the other four lagharts peered at their 
evergreen surroundings, swishing their tails, and 
tasting the air with their lizard-like tongues. 
Zyhen signed a question.  

“No,” she said. “I must go alone. Wait here.” 
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Zyhen’s slitted eyes narrowed, but he nodded. 
The lagharts could speak, but their strange 
anatomy made it difficult for them to form the 
language of her people.  

If she had people anymore.  
The years, and the journey, had changed her 

forever. Quiet Brigid, the peaceful woman from a 
river valley located halfway across the world, had 
long ago given way to Brigid the Red. Red for her 
hair, they said, yet Brigid knew that blood was the 
truer inspiration. It was a price she would gladly 
pay a hundred times if it ensured she reached 
Janid.  

Brigid peered into the cave. She fingered an 
arrow that rested in the hide quiver at her hip 
before deciding against it. One did not walk into 
the dwelling of a Saint with an arrow nocked. She 
kept Dauntless, her bow, in her hand, though, just 
in case. Her only other weapon, a small belt knife, 
rested in a sheath opposite her arrows. 

With a nod to Zyhen, she squeezed through the 
cracked entrance, trying not to cut herself on the 
sharp rocks. She slid along the long, cramped 
tunnel that was wider than her arms outstretched. 
It eventually widened into a large chamber filled 
with darkness. Brigid suppressed her fear. She 
couldn’t stop now, even if this place made her feel 
like she’d just been swallowed into a stomach of 
shadows. 

A warm gust of wind rushed past her, coming 
from within the cave. It carried the stinging scent 
of ash. 

“Beloved Saint!” Brigid called into the darkness. 
“I am Brigid the Red, Daughter of None but the 
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Woods.” She decided to risk a little light. She 
reached into her pack and pulled out the fire 
branch she had taken from the Corenach’s nest. It 
was as long as her forearm, and bent in two 
places. She shook it, and it flared to life with a 
cold, flickering blue light. The unexpected 
brightness surprised her. The branch was said to 
be of the Myst, and the Myst was said to be strong 
here on the mountain. Brigid’s skin pebbled. 

She lifted the branch high and waited for her 
eyes to adjust to the light. The walls glowed dimly. 
A silver algae grew upon them, partially covering 
runes and primitive drawings. Small, silver fay 
scuttled across the stone, trailing misty smoke 
behind them. In the farthest corner of the cave, 
she made out a small alcove. 

Brigid approached, her boots echoing across the 
cave floor. The fire branch’s light cast blue 
shadows everywhere.  

The corpse of an old woman waited in the 
alcove. She sat cross-legged on the stone, her chin 
drooped toward her chest. Cobwebs covered her 
mostly naked body, the skin faded to a dull gray-
white. Her few shreds of clothing were aged 
beyond recognition. A golden necklace hung 
around the Saint’s neck, but dust and webs 
obscured any markings it possessed.  

Brigid’s heart raced. This couldn’t be right. 
She’d been assured that the Saint still lived. 

She knelt anyway and pressed her forehead to 
the ground. A Saint still deserved respect, dead or 
alive.  

She lifted her head and looked more closely at 
the woman she’d traveled so far to see. The Saint’s 
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closed eyes rested in sunken sockets. Rotting gray 
hair spilled down her face and back. Her mouth 
hung slightly open, revealing decayed teeth. 

“You cannot be dead,” Brigid whispered. “The 
Corenach claimed you lived!” 

A silvery centipede crawled over the Saint’s hair. 
A lump formed in Brigid’s heart. Sitting on the 
ground in front of the Saint was a cornucopia 
filled with fresh rice, nuts, and grapes. Likely 
offerings from laghart women in the mountain 
village. They, too, had claimed the Saint still lived. 
Reluctantly, she eased to her feet. There was 
nothing here for her.  

“Daughter.” 
Brigid froze. The word had floated to her as a 

thin strand of sound whispering across the air. 
She held her breath, not daring to move. 

The Saint’s lips moved slowly, puffing dust from 
her lungs. “Why have you come?” 

Hope, like the glorious dawn, filled Brigid’s 
heart. The woman was alive!  

The Saint’s head shifted to face Brigid. A tendril 
of silver smoke lifted from the center of the Saint’s 
forehead. Like a trickle of dust, it vanished, 
revealing a thin line that slowly opened to form 
the shape of an eye. The eye was entirely silver, 
like a tattoo upon the Saint’s dull skin. It blinked 
once, slowly, and focused on Brigid, studying her.  

Brigid fell to one knee. “Beloved Saint, I pray for 
your help.” 

“You endanger us,” the Saint whispered. 
Brigid licked her lips. Endanger? How? “I’ve 

come for my son,” she said, “Janid. He was taken 
from me. By the fay.” 
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“He lies beyond the veil.” 
Brigid tightened her fist. “Please, tell me how to 

go there. I will find him even if I must go to the 
heart of Fayün itself.” 

“He has been claimed,” said the Saint in her 
rasping voice. 

A low rumble filled the cave. Streams of dirt and 
stone trickled from the shadows above. Brigid 
ignored them. 

“I am his mother. I have the only claim.” 
“What do you offer?” 
“For the path to my son? Anything.” She set her 

flawless bow on the ground between them. “I 
would offer Dauntless, won in a contest against 
Lor Gez, The All-Seeing. I’d offer my cloak, woven 
from the spring grass by the licklesslings and 
given to me in thanks. And I’d give the fire branch, 
bestowed upon me by the Corenach, who sent me 
to you.” 

“Trinkets will not carry you to the silver realm.” 
The cave shook again, and this time Brigid had 

to steady herself. She looked around, wondering if 
she was truly in danger. She grit her teeth. The 
blood-charred tomb could collapse for all she 
cared, so long as she got what she came for. 

“What must I give?” 
“To reach beyond the veil, into faerie skies, look 

with eyes of Myst.” 
A ripple of fear arose in Brigid’s heart. Only a 

handful of humans—the Blessed—knew how to 
manipulate the Myst. But none of them compared 
in power to the laghart masters. The Zurntas 
guarded their secrets, refusing to teach humans. “I 
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am just a woman, not one of the Blessed,” Brigid 
said.  

“The Myst lives within all.” 
The shaking became more insistent. A large 

stone crashed between them, crushing the 
cornucopia of offerings. The Saint tilted her head 
back. Her eyes opened, revealing cankered orbs 
that seemed to stare through the ceiling. The 
surreal movement chilled Brigid’s skin.  

“It awakens,” hissed the Saint. “Leave, 
Daughter!” 

“Tell me, I beg you,” Brigid said, raising her 
voice against the growing noise. “Tell me how I 
can learn of the Myst and find the path to my 
son!” 

“Leave your bow, cloak, and branch,” 
commanded the Saint. “Revoke your name and 
quest. Lay claim to nothing, and let nothing claim 
you.” 

Brigid looked at the treasures in her hands. 
Each had been hard won. Friends had died to help 
her gather them. For six years she had searched. 
For six years, she’d hunted, going where nobody 
else dared travel. She’d seen terrors that would 
bend kings, and battled enemies that no person 
could conquer. No person, except a mother who 
desperately wanted her child back. How could she 
let him go? 

“I cannot,” she whispered. 
“Release your attachment. Embrace only the 

Myst, and all will be found. Now go!” 
A heavy tremor shuddered through the cave. 

Brigid rose to her feet, bow and branch held firmly 
in her hands. “Will you tell me your name?”  
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The Saint whispered, but the shaking cavern 
stole the words from Brigid’s ears. The central eye 
on the Saint’s forehead stared straight at her.  

Brigid stepped away from that gaze and ran, 
fleeing the tremors and the Saint’s impossible 
demand. Unbidden tears fell from her cheeks. Up 
ahead, the cracked entrance seemed further away 
than she remembered.  

The cave collapsed behind her, rolling dust and 
thunder across her path. The entrance ahead 
loomed like the mouth of a stone tython clenching 
its jaw. 

As she ran, Brigid thought of Janid. She saw his 
gentle brown eyes smiling up at her as she 
climbed over fallen stone. She heard his laughter, 
just as she tripped and sprawled across the rock-
littered floor. The fire branch skidded out of her 
grip, its blue light flickering out. Darkness 
engulfed her. 

Lay claim to nothing. 
She scrambled to her feet, leaving the branch 

where it was. A fist of stone crashed beside her. 
She screamed as she charged across the final steps 
to the narrow exit. Through the crack in the stone 
she felt fresh air, as gentle as her son’s loving 
caress. 

She slammed her shoulder into the narrow 
crack, trying to force her way out. At the distant 
end of the crack, Zyhen hissed and reached a claw 
toward her. Her wild eyes latched onto his scaled 
face. She reached for him, but she was caught.  

Release your attachment.  



 
10 

With a twist of her wrist, she unlatched her 
cloak. Her hand inched closer to Zyhen’s. Brigid 
screamed.  

The mountain’s death bore down on her. 
Zyhen’s claw scrabbled for her. She stretched her 
fingertips, struggling for inches. She had to get 
out! Janid needed his mother! 

Release your attachment.  
Brigid blinked. Through her tears, she saw 

Zyhen’s claw dissolve into a soft, little hand. It was 
Janid now who reached for her.  

“Let go, My-ma.” 
Brigid’s heart twisted. As death wrapped itself 

around her, she decided she would not drag him 
to the Underlife with her. She closed her eyes and 
stopped struggling. 

The entrance collapsed, the world rushed, and 
everything turned to glorious silver. 

She stood atop the very pinnacle of the 
mountain now, with the entirety of the Great 
Forest spread before her. No. Not just the Forest. 
The entirety of the world, and of time itself. 

Dazzling light shone from every surface of the 
world. Every tree was drained of color, replaced by 
a smoky silver. Shining eagles soared above her, 
spreading their wings for the sun. Brigid’s clothes 
were gone, leaving only her hair to cover her 
nakedness. In this land of a single color, her fiery 
hair burned like a beacon. 

A gust of wind blew from behind. She gaped as 
everything in her vision cycled. In a single, 
timeless moment, she saw the forest trees sprout, 
rise, grow ancient, and fall. She saw men and 
women and lagharts live and die, passing their 
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lives and burdens to their descendants. The same 
faces, numbered beyond words, rose and fell and 
rose again. What was this? When was this? How 
could it— 

“My-ma,” said a voice.  
Brigid whipped around and saw Janid, small 

and delicate, just as she remembered him. His 
silver face and hair rippled through time, growing 
old, disintegrating, then being born again. Always 
changing, but always him, always hers. 

“Janid!” she cried, and reached for him. 
Her arms fell short, and no matter how she 

tried, he was always a lifetime away.  
“I am here, my-ma.” 
“Where are we? Am I dead?” 
“You are only beginning to live.” 
“Tell me how to find you.” 
His voice shifted, aging as he spoke. “There is 

only one place. One time. Go there, into the Myst, 
and you will find me. There, you will find 
everything.” 

He faded, taken by time and the silvery wind.  
“Janid!” 
She blinked, and the silver world misted away. 
Silence reigned across the mountaintop, broken 

only by the occasional tumbling of a loose stone. 
Brigid lay on her back, looking skyward. Thick 
dust from the cave-in obscured an otherwise 
bright day. Wispy clouds drifted high overhead. 
Lifting her chin, she found herself outside the 
cave’s ruined entrance. Dauntless rested beside 
her. The lagharts stood over her, their tails 
swishing with worry. Zyhen signed a question, 
urgent. 
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Brigid stood and picked up her bow. Her red 
hair blew around her. The lagharts watched, and 
waited. 

Embrace only the Myst, and all will be found. 
She held the great relic out to Zyhen. “Dauntless 

is yours,” she said. “May you keep her forever 
ready, but never used.” 

Zyhen stepped forward and reverently accepted 
the bow. “I thhhankk,” he hissed in his broken 
speech. The other lagharts looked from the bow to 
one another. Their tongues zipped out as if eager 
to taste its power. 

Brigid pulled out her small belt knife and 
examined it. It wasn’t a great treasure from a 
distant kingdom. It was just a bronze knife, her 
last possession from home, still as sharp as the 
day her long-dead husband forged it. She had left 
behind all her other possessions, and would leave 
this one, too. But it had one final task. 

Lifting the knife, she cut her hair close to the 
scalp. “From this day forth, I am no longer Brigid 
the Red. I claim nothing and shall be forever 
unclaimed.” The long tresses of hair fell away.  

Go there, into the Myst, and you will find me. 
Brigid breathed deeply, feeling the wind blow 

fresh against the naked skin of her neck. There 
was one place left to explore. She would not travel 
to more distant lands. She would not search atop 
more mountains. Instead, she would go within 
herself. 

“I will learn of the Myst,” she said. “I will 
become a Mystic.” 
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