Chapter ??? Arrival 

The afternoon was wearing away toward evening when Zarkana and the grey mare passed through the wide gates into -----. The strange salty scent of the sea was strong in their nostrils, blah blab blah…. Winding through streets, etc


Dusk had fallen when she at last reached the outer wall to the Citadel (name?). Exhausted, it took all her strength to stay upright in the saddle, and even her steady grey mare was at last flagging. …


“Halt in the name of the Prince!” The guards before the gate called out a challenge as she approached, crossing their spears in her path. The mare stopped before her mistress could even touch the reins. Zarkana patted her neck and then sat up straight as she could manage.

“Who are you and what business do you have here this night?” the guard on the left, a burly, dark-haired man, called out.

“ I am Zarkana, Princess of -----. I come here seeking sanctuary in my cousin’s kingdom.”


“You?! A princess?” the guard chortled, his eyes quickly taking in her travel-stained gear. He moved toward her, brandishing a torch. Her mare snorted nervously, but stood her ground. He squinted up at her torchlit face. “Prove it.”

