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Chapter 1

Laust urges his horse on. It’s a fine warhorse – fast and muscular. 
Even after many days of riding, it still isn’t tired. 
 He sighs. Did Bjarke manage to get away? Or have the King’s 
men taken him?
 Laust himself doesn’t have a choice. He has been training 
for this since he was a child. But Bjarke hasn’t. Even though 
they’ve been practising in secrecy. He hopes that his friend can 
avoid having to fight in the war.
 But he doubts it. The King is in need of every man who can 
fight. This time King Balgar must be defeated once and for all.

 Gradually he hears some moaning cries. A wagon with  
prisoners is driving slowly ahead of them. The warriors trot off. 
 Shortly after, they reach the wagon. The Earl and his men 
ride past it. They look straight ahead without a single glance at 
the wagon. 
 The country has many of these wagons. They’re filled with 
people who, for whatever reason, won’t fight for King Tyrian. 
Or people who are thieves or murderers.
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 The prisoners are being taken to the castle’s dungeons. Here 
they will be questioned and probably executed. 
 Laust spurs his horse into a gallop. He just wants to get past 
the prisoners as quickly as he can. 
 An old man is standing in the back of the wagon. He stares 
at Laust. With one hand, the man leans on a stick. The other 
hand clutches one of the wagon’s bars.
 Laust gasps. He knows that man. It’s Bjarke’s father.
 Thoughts rush through his head. Why has Bjarke’s father been 
taken prisoner? And what has happened to Bjarke?
 “Karl!” he yells. But he can do nothing. He has to follow the 
King’s men. Bjarke’s father looks at him. He raises his hand in 
regard. It is shaking.

It’s late in the evening when they finally reach the town in 
which the King’s castle lies.
 The wind is blowing and it’s freezing. Darkness covers the 
town like a heavy blanket. There’s a strong smell from the 
houses’ many chimneys. In some areas it smells of food and 
faeces at the same time. Laust is cold. He’s tired and hungry. 
He pulls up his hood. He has been to the castle twice before. 
But that was a long time ago. 
 There are still people in the streets. They jump aside when 
they see the many riders. 
 Torch-light shines out of many windows. Laust looks out from 
behind his hood. They pass many inns, all lying side by side. 
 The smell of beer and tobacco reaches the street from the 
open doors. Men are shouting. There’s loud music  
and women squealing. 
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