
“How will we find the tribe that has the princess?” Xxxx 
asked. It seemed to him that it would be a difficult task. If  
there were no roads or signs in the Lawless Lands, how 
would they know where to go?

“The sheriff  in Riverview told me that if  we travel 
north we will come to a river almost as big as the Tybe. 
When we reach the river, we should turn west and follow 
it until we get to a large lake. The tribe that’s holding the 
princess hostage makes the northern banks of  the lake its 
home during spring and summer. It’ll take us about four 
days to get there.”

“Sounds easy enough,” Ffff  said.
“Sounds easy, but I doubt it will be,” Xxxx said. Noth-

ing had been easy since leaving his home in Gullville.
“We’ll find out,” Harold said as he gave his horse a gen-

tle kick and headed into the hills.
They rode for a few hours until it started to get dark. 

The hills were small at first, but the farther they went 
into the Lawless Lands, the bigger they became. They 
rode between the large grassy mounds, following the 
winding ravines that curved around the bottoms of  the 
hills.

With night approaching, they set up camp between two 
large hills. They had brought a bundle of  wood, and Har-
old started a small cooking fire. Although they all brought 
hunting bows with them, they hadn’t seen any game since 
entering the hills, so they had to settle for heating up left-
overs from the inn at Riverview.

It was a clear night, and as soon as it got dark, the stars 
and a full moon came out. After they ate dinner, Harold 
let the fire go down and started to tell Xxxx and Ffff  the 
story of  his first tournament. He too was one of  the few 
fledgling knights to become a champion. He was just about 

to tell them of  his first joust when their horses started to 
whinny nervously.

The three knights stood up and looked around at their 
surroundings. The full moon gave them a good amount of  
light, but there didn’t seem to be anything to see.

“What’s got the horses so nervous?” Xxxx asked.
Before Harold could say anything, Xxxx got his answer. 

In the distance came the sound of  a single howl. A few sec-
onds later it was answered by another howl, and then an-
other and another until the air was full of  the wolves’ song.

“Quick,” Harold said, “unpack one of  your traveling 
shirts, tear it to pieces and tie it tightly around the ends of  
these.” He threw them each a sturdy stick.

Xxxx and Ffff  did as they were told. Harold put a piece 
of  wood on the fire and blew into it. After a moment, 
flames picked up around the fresh wood.

“Good, there was just enough left,” Harold said. “Bring 
your sticks over here.”

When Xxxx and Ffff  handed their branches to Harold, 
he coated the torn shirts in a gooey resin. “Now hold them 
into the flames until they catch fire,” he instructed.

The two young knights followed Harold’s directions un-
til they had lit their torches. The older knight soon did the 
same and all three of  them were armed with flaming sticks.

“We’ll have to surround our horses and try to hold 
off  the wolves as long as possible,” Harold said. “I doubt 
they’re interested in us, they probably want to eat our hors-
es. I’d wager that these wolves are the reason we haven’t see 
anything to hunt since we came into the hills.”

It wasn’t long before Xxxx saw the silvery glow of  the 
moon reflecting off  the fur of  a wolf  slinking down the 
side of  the hill toward them.

“I can see one coming,” he told the others.
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