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 Tari pulled back the apple red curtain that screened her from sight just far enough to lend 
her a view of the guests. 
 The Celebration Hall was overflowing. There were so many celebrators they spilled out 
the back of the room and into the palace courtyard. The elves were garbed in their best and 
brightest, their hair plaited hair and glittering with hair ornaments. The humans, not about to be 
outdone, wore flashy, full skirts and armor so polished it reflected as much light as a mirror. 
 Everyone was in high spirits. Female elves used hand gestures to signal their admiration 
of the human women’s dresses, children of both races played together in spite of the language 
barrier, and male elves and humans slapped each other on the back. 
 Today was a day both countries, Lessa and Calnor, had been looking forward to for 
months. Today was the wedding day of Evening Star Tarinthali Ringali, and Captain Arion 
Herycian. 
 A door opened, and Tari folded the curtain shut, turning around just in time to see Arion 
close the door. 
 Arion was wearing a set of formal armor Tari had never seen before. It was the endless 
black of the night sky, offset and decorated with gold flourishes and etching. In spite of the 
celebration—or maybe because of it—Arion still wore a sword and several daggers. (In sight, 
anyway. Tari was willing to bet he had another few weapons hidden up his sleeves and down his 
boots.) 
 Arion’s eyebrows furrowed as he leaned against the door. “Did we honestly invite that 
many people?” 
 Tari laughed, drawing his gaze. “I suspect His Majesty King Petyrr might have made 
some additional invitations, and whenever an Evening Star is married we elves generally flock, 
invitation or not.” 
 Arion made no attempt at a response, and instead stared at Tari, his eyes traveling up and 
down her body. 
 Tari spun, making her cream white gown twirl around her. “Do you like it?” she asked, 
self consciously adjusting her gold and pearl encrusted belt. 
 A smile crawled across Arion’s lips. 
 “What?” Tari blinked. 
 Arion wordlessly crossed the room. 
 Tari’s shoulders slumped in dismay. “You don’t like it do you?” 
 “No, I love it,” Arion said when he reached Tari. He folded his arms around her and 
kissed her on the cheek—dangerously near Tari’s mouth. “Not liking it isn’t the problem. It’s 
probably best you don’t know my thoughts right now, or you’ll display your adorable blush 
through the entire ceremony.” 
 Tari blushed light pink and attempted to push her fiancé away. “Arion,” she complained. 
 “I am surprised, however, that you aren’t squawking that I’m seeing you before our 
vows,” Arion continued. 
 “What?” Tari asked, her forehead wrinkling. 
 “Isn’t it considered bad luck for the groom to see his bride before the ceremony?” 



 “Why would it be bad luck? Because he would grow afraid and try to run away?” Tari 
asked. 
 Arion shrugged. “It must be a Calnor custom.” 
 “Yes. Anything that illogical certainly has human origins,” Tari nodded. 
 Arion half smiled and reached past Tari to twitch the curtain open enough for them to 
look out at the Celebration Hall. “Queen Luciee entered with His Majesty King Petyrr several 
minutes ago, did you see them?” 
 “Yes, I do not think I’ve ever seen Queen Luciee look that offended before. Her face was 
wrinkled enough to resemble one of those pug lapdogs she keeps,” Tari observed. 
 “Agreed. She has probably finally realized the implication of our marriage,” Arion said. 
 “What, that as the eldest son of the Herycian family and the only man of Calnor to ever 
marry an elf your status has flown to such heights that she cannot pick on your family anymore?” 
Tari asked with an arch smile. 
 Arion tilted his head and studied Tari. “You knew our wedding was going to end up a 
state event,” he stated more than asked, even though he was looking for confirmation. 
 “I told you Evening Stars are important to elvish culture,” Tari smugly said, laying her 
head on Arion’s shoulder. “I cannot be blamed if Queen Luciee did not realize that when she 
arranged for us to be Nodusigm partners.” 
 “The elf guests outnumber the human guests. I don’t believe Haven has ever had so many 
elves present,” Arion said. 
 “Indeed,” Tari said with great satisfaction. “Even Princess Gwendafyn came. I wasn’t 
sure she would be able to pull away from her duties. I shall have to introduce you to her—she is 
such a lark.” 
 “I’m sure,” Arion said, watching Tari as she looked out at the guests—royal, noble, 
military, and common alike. “He isn’t out there. Neither of them are.” 
 “Pardon?” 
 “Talon and Prince Benjimir.” 
 “Oh. I know that. Talon is still under house arrest, and we did not send him an invitation. 
But that does not matter. He was angry enough to have me kidnapped, but I hardly think he 
would want to ruin my wedding.” 
 “You are too forgiving,” Arion muttered. 
 “And Prince Benjimir… I did not think King Petyrr would allow him to return for our 
wedding. It has been only a few months since his national tour started.” 
 “It’s been six months, and you may as well call it his temporary exile. The whole country 
knows he’s no longer the Crown Prince.”  
 “I feel bad for him,” Tari admitted after a few moments of silence. Her eyes were hooked 
on Crown Princess Yvrea and the handsome, young elf standing with her—one of several of the 
Crown Princess’ marriage prospects. 
 Arion followed his gaze. “I have no sympathy for his punishment… but I do have 
empathy for him,” Arion admitted before tightening his hold on Tari. 
 The pair was quiet for a moment before Arion moved. “Come,” he said, removing his 
arms from Tari only to take one of her hands before leading her away. 
 “What? Arion, what is it?” Tari asked as Arion slipped out the door, pulling Tari with. 
“Arion, we can’t just leave. This is our wedding!” Tari hissed as they moved down the dim 
hallway. 



 “It won’t take long. It is your wedding gift, I could not smuggle it up to you and avoid 
your battle axe,” Arion quietly said, pulling Tari into the shadows when Tari’s handmaiden 
patrolled the far end of the hallway.  
 “Evlawyn is hardly a battle axe,” Tari laughed as Arion pulled her down a tight, winding 
staircase. 
 “She is when one is seeking you out and she feels you should not be found,” Arion wryly 
said. 
 “Well… perhaps. But what are we—oh,” Tari said when Arion suddenly pulled her into a 
space so small it could barely be called a room. A wooden crate covered in crushed velvet was 
placed in the center of the room, and Arion knelt next to it. 
 “Don’t kneel, you’ll ruin your dress and then I will see a new dimension of Evlawyn I 
never wished to see in the first place. Here,” Arion said, removing the blanket from the crate. He 
picked up a soft bundle of white and black fur before presenting it to Tari. “For you, my love,” 
he said, his voice heavy with affection. 
 Tari stared at the gift and leaned against a wall to stabilize herself. “Arion. T-that’s a 
snow cat,” she squeaked. 
 “It’s a baby. You should be able to tame it,” Arion said, holding the kitten out. “Your 
enchanters are able to ensnare the goodwill of wild animals in Lessa. If you have any trouble 
with it we can ask an enchanter for help.” 
 “Trouble? Snow cats can kill a full grown man,” Tari said, although she reached out for 
the mewling bundle. It could only be a few weeks old, it was so small and tiny, all fur and fluff 
and  yowls. As soon as the cub smelled Tari the crying changed into a scaling purr, making its 
body vibrate. It blinked at Tari with eyes that were the startling blue of the deepest depths of the 
ocean before rubbing its pink nose on her throat. 
 “What is, w-what?” Tari stammered as the cub snuggled closer. 
 “I absconded some of your used practice uniforms and had the trapper that found him use 
them as the cub’s blankets. He’s already used to your scent and should identify you as a thing of 
comfort. Probably.” 
 “Only probably?” 
 “The trapper told me in no uncertain terms that no human has ever tamed a snow cat.” 
 “In that case it is a good thing I am an elf. I can see our lives aren’t going to grow 
boring.” 
 “Not likely.” 
 “So it’s a boy then?” Tari asked, tucking her chin to look down at the snow cat cub. The 
cub looked up at Tari, twitched his whiskers, and rumbled his questioning purr again. 
 “It is,” Arion confirmed, folding his arms across his chest as he watched Tari cuddle the 
cat. “He will need a name.” 
 Tari tickled the purring cub under his chin. “He will. I cannot wait to see what he will 
grow up into. Little Warrior? Silver Shadow?” Tari said. 
 Arion took a step closer and leaned over the snow cat to kiss Tari on her forehead. “I’m 
sure you’ll think of something,” he said as the baby snow cat growled and hissed at Arion, 
squashed between them. 
 “Oh, I have something for you as well,” Tari said, momentarily dumping the snow cat on 
Arion.  



 Arion and the cub regarded each other. “She’s mine first before she’s yours,” he warned 
the cub. The small predator complained and swatted ineffectively before falling still with a 
begrudging huff. 
 “Let me just grab my gift...,” Tari said, pulling a dagger from under her skirts. 
 Arion looked at Tari’s dress with great interest. “Where were you keeping it?” 
 “No place you’ll see before our wedding. Here,” Tari said, offering the dagger to Arion 
before reclaiming her new pet. 
 Arion studied the dagger, his eyebrows furrowing as he traced its elegant design and 
beautiful craftsmanship. “I don’t think I’ve ever seen a weapon forged like this before. It’s 
incredible,” he praised, removing the dagger from its small scabbard to inspect the spotless 
blade. “Where did you get it?” 
 “From a vault,” Tari said, unconsciously rocking the dozing cub. “It’s High Elf forged.” 
 “It’s what?” Arion said, ripping his eyes off the dagger to pin Tari in place. 
 “A High Elf weapons master made it. When the High Elves left they couldn’t take all of 
their junk with them on their ships. We elves have a difficult time throwing anything away—
we’re such hoarders—so we have quite a stock of High Elf weapons even though we have no 
real use for them,” Tari explained. 
 “I was afraid you wouldn’t need it because you already have so many daggers, but I 
talked to Grygg, Thad, and Wilford. They said a man could always use another dagger,” she 
added. 
 Arion stared at the dagger in his hands as he turned it over with something akin to shock 
and reverence. 
 “I thought that was a good saying, but I wanted the dagger to be of use, so I picked out an 
enchanted one. See this character here?” Tari asked, jugging her cub into one arm so she could 
point to a complex, elvish symbol that was etched into the top of the blade, just below the hilt. “It 
means truth. If a person tells a lie in your presence the rune will grow an extra line here. That 
changes the rune into the elvish symbol for truth screener, a liar. Watch, I adore human wines,” 
Tari declared. 
 Arion watched a small line skate across the rune, almost as if an invisible forger was 
chiseling it. 
 “That will be handy, won’t it?” Tari asked, shifting the snow cat to her hip as she 
anxiously awaited Arion’s answer. 
 Arion turned the dagger over in his hands again. “Tari, this dagger has to be almost a 
thousand years old.” 
 “I know,” Tari said, biting her lip. 
 Arion shook his head. “I don’t think you understand, Tari this is too much. This is a first 
age High Elf weapon. It has to be worth a fortune.” 
 “Not quite. I did say we’ve hoarded them for ages,” Tari said with a half smile. 
 “Thank you,” Arion said, leaning into Tari—squashing the cub again—before kissing 
Tari on the lips. “Thank you,” he repeated, breaking the kiss off for a moment before kissing her 
again. 
 When Arion’s kiss grew too passionate Tari leaned out of his reach. “Arion, we still have 
the ceremony to get through,” Tari said, heaving a gulp of air. 
 “We should have eloped,” Arion grumbled before looking at his new dagger. He tucked it 
into his belt before taking Tari’s new pet—who protested greatly—and placing him back in his 



crate. “I must leave you, for now. I left Eric as the official greeter for the Herycian family. He’s 
probably offended an elf or two by using incorrect sign gestures by now.” 
 “I don’t think an elf would be offended by Eric—he’s too genuine. When I introduced 
him to my family he signed that my father was a “lady of remarkable beauty.” Father was 
amused rather than offended,” Tari said, brushing white and black fur from her dress. 
 “Yes, but your father is not Seer Ringali, or any of the other Evening Stars that have yet 
to be greeted,” Arion said. 
 Tari winced. “Ahh, yes. You better return in that case.” 
 Arion smiled before taking Tari’s hand and kissing her fingertips. “Until the ceremony,” 
he said, his lips brushing her knuckles. 
 Tari blushed a fetching pink. “Until then,” she agreed. 
 Arion released Tari and exited the room. 
 Tari exhaled deeply when the last edges of his cape disappeared from sight. “Arion know 
entirely too much about the art of manipulation,” Tari grumbled, casting her sleeping kitten a 
smile before she exited the room as well. She nodded to the Honor Guard stationed outside the 
door before hiking up the stairs to return to the waiting room. 
 
 
 An hour later Tari stood with Seer Ringali just outside the entrance of the Celebration 
Hall. Her eyes were shut tight as she focused on her breathing and tried not to think of the many 
guests that would soon be staring at her. She opened her eyes and frowned at Seer Ringali’s 
amused expression. “Do you have any words of wisdom to share?” she asked. 
 Seer Ringali who was, for once, sans a weapon masquerading as a fashion item, elegantly 
shrugged. “Not really. Your future life partner is already well trained. As long as he is fed and 
watered daily I doubt you will have many problems with him.” 
 Tari stared at Seer Ringali. 
 The Evening Star adjusted his robe. “What? You wanted wisdom, that is all I have.” 
 Tari rolled her eyes to the side with a disgruntled “Hn.” 
 “Tarinthali,” Seer Ringali said, drawing Tari’s attention. “I am happy for you. I long 
doubted you would find anyone worthy of you, but you have chosen well. Captain Arion is a 
man of honor, he will not wrong you. In a way you may be more blessed than any other elf, for 
you are the only one of our kind who can truthfully say that your husband will fight to for you. 
My words of wisdom are this: be happy.” 
 Tari silently nodded, afraid she would burst into tears if she said spoke. 
 “You are my protégé, which is why I stand with you now instead of your father. I 
consider you to be my daughter. You have done well, and I am very proud of you. You have 
chosen a radical, new path, but I am certain your future is as bright,” Seer Ringali said, reaching 
out to straighten the white lily Evlawyn had arranged in the twist of Tari’s hair.  
 Tari shut her eyes again to avoid looking at her teacher, but she leaned into him when he 
hugged her. 
 “Ah, your guard dog has arrived,” Seer Ringali said when they parted. “Congratulations, 
Tarinthali. All of my wishes are yours,” he said before turning to Arion.  
 The tall elf stared Arion down—who bore it with blank faced composure. After a few 
moments Seer Ringali nodded and saluted Arion with the gesture for “honor” and “blessed.” The 
older Evening Star then opened one of the two magnificently tall doors to the Celebration Hall 
and slipped inside, leaving Tari and Arion alone. 



 Arion exhaled, running a hand through his black hair. 
 “Is everything okay?” Tari cautiously asked, linking her arm through Arion’s. 
 “Yes, I apologize for the delay. A patrol leader caught a thief with some of the royal 
crystal. I thought it best to deal with the situation before our wedding rather than during or after,” 
Arion said, bowing slightly before he adjusted Tari’s arm until he held her hand. 
 “It is no trouble. Truth be told I did not notice,” Tari said. 
 “Ready?” 
 “To make history?” Tari smiled. 
 “No,” Arion said, shaking his head. “To be married. You will be mine, forever.” 
 “And you will be mine. Our lives will be proof of our love,” Tari predicted. 
 “I will never let any harm befall you,” Arion said, reaching to brush Tari’s right 
cheekbone with his free hand. 
 “And I will support you in the shadows and in the light.” 
 Tari and Arion stared at each other for a few moments, totally enthralled. 
 “We should probably go in,” Tari teased, although her heart was caught in her throat. 
 “I told you we should have eloped,” Arion said before knocking on the doors and the 
ushers threw them open. 
 
 
 For months and even years to come, everyone would agree that the wedding of Evening 
Star Tarinthali and Captain Arion was spectacular. 
 The elves spared no expense in showering the young couple with gifts and decorations. 
The Celebration Hall was accented with bouquets of ivory roses, branches of creamy pink cherry 
blossoms, and cartloads of white orchids. The air was heavy with the flowers’ fragrance. Gifts of 
ornate, elvish crafted horse tack, furniture, tapestries, and decorations were loaded into a separate 
room. 
 The humans were also generous in their love. The aisle that lead to the platform where 
the ceremony was to be held—and where, once upon a time, Tari and Arion had been bound in 
the Nodusigm ceremony—was lined with white velvet. Humans threw fistfuls of white flower 
petals in the air, all of Rosewood Park was cleared and filled with tables and benches for the 
delectable dinner and reception. Gifts poured forth with drinks of wine and—at Arion’s 
affectionate request for his bride—beer. 
 Everyone was smiling, everyone was laughing. Both King Petyrr and King Celrin stood 
with Tari and Arion on the platform during the ceremony, smiling like proud fathers. The elvish 
princess Gwendafyn wolf whistled while Crown Princess Yvrea clapped and cried, and Princess 
Claire and her husband Prince Vincent shouted themselves hoarse from the cheering. 
 Patrol leaders Grygg, Thad, and Wilford were lined neatly in a row at the bottom of the 
platform, guarding in the most honored position at Tari’s request. All of the members of Arion’s 
previous squad in the army were present—as were some of his superiors—and they solemnly 
saluted him as he and Tari walked up the aisle.  
 The Honor Guards had turned out as well. Even those who were not on duty wore their 
dress uniform, and they shouted and cheered at Arion and their favorite elf drinking partner.  
 Almost all of the Evening Stars attended the wedding. Only those who could not be 
spared from the sea port watch towers were not present. The Evening Stars were a cloud of black 
in the front of the hall. They intently stared at Tari and Arion through the ceremony before 
erupting into cheers and jubilee when Seer Ringali nodded his approval at the pair. 



 Of course both Tari and Arion’s families were present. Their parents seemed sheepish—
as if embarrassed that all this hoopla was over their children. Their siblings were bright eyed and 
excited—Eric was so happy he could hardly keep from bouncing up and down, and Kiva cried 
tears of joy. 
 Every last elvish enchanter, human wizard, and translator that had ever questioned or 
interviewed Tari and Arion attended as well. The enchanters were perhaps the most contained in 
their festivity, but one would think both Tari and Arion were the coveted children of the human 
wizards from the way they carried on. The translators were the most joyous of all, and they cried 
more than any other bunch during the ceremony. (Their spirits were high, perhaps too high, 
during the reception when they toasted each other and made loud predictions and started a 
gambling pool on whether any offspring of Arion and Tari would inherit their mother’s knack for 
languages.) 
 The day was carried off more like a national holiday for both countries, and Tari found 
the whole thing to be her wildest dream and rather overwhelming.  
 “You must forgive us,” King Petyrr told Tari and Arion between the platters of cranberry 
chicken and blackened fish at dinner. “For while this is the day you marry your sweetheart, to 
everyone else it’s a much bigger thing. It’s the first time our two peoples have produced one joint 
effort besides our desire to be allies. Arion, my lad! You got her, you really got her! I didn’t 
think you would win her over, but you did! You are such a lucky—,” the Calnor King lost Tari in 
the roar of his words and the slosh of his wine.  
 “Today is a cause for celebration because you two symbolize hope,” King Celrin mildly 
said as a server filled his mug with beer. “Your marriage means all of our work is not for naught. 
We, Lessa and Calnor, can have a future together, and we can understand and even love each 
other,” King Celrin said, reaching out and snagging King Petyrr by the collar of his gold 
embroidered shirt to keep the jubilant king from wandering off after Princess Claire—who had 
just waved to her father-in-law. “Congratulations Tarinthali, Captain Arion,” King Celrin said, 
his translator translating for Arion’s sake. 
 “Ah, yes. Congratulations—Oh! There is Princess Gwendafyn—Celrin you have all the 
luck of the world for getting two daughters. I wish we could exchange,” King Petyrr complained 
to the elvish ruler via his translator before the monarchs wandered off. 
 Tari watched them go and smiled, shaking her head. Tari then looked to Arion, and Arion 
looked to Tari. 
 “In the end, I am marrying you because I am passionately in love with you,” Arion said, 
reaching out to cup Tari’s cheek in his hand. “Everything they said is true, but it doesn’t matter 
to me. You matter.” 
 “Just as you matter to me,” Tari said, placing her hands on his shoulders. “And I will love 
you with every breath I take, until I die.” 
 “Until I die,” Arion agreed, leaning into Tari until his lips brushed hers. “I love you, my 
love and—finally—my wife, Tarinthali Ringali Herycian.” 
 “And I love you, Captain Arion Herycian.” 
 Those within eyesight of the newlyweds politely averted their eyes as Tari and Arion 
kissed, and the festivities continued until dawn. 

 
“Oh, that the love of the noble General Arion and his beautiful Tarinthali would be more common. Theirs 

was a love that stood the test of time, defied the rules and laws of the ancients, battled with blood and 
blades, and still burned brightly like the fires of the sun.” 

Calnorian historian and scholar Quinaby Demult on the subject of Tarinthali and Arion Herycian 


