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Introduction
In the heart of Arenthia, magic pulses like the silent heartbeat of the land, invisible to
most, yet shaping destinies in ways both grand and subtle. From the mist-laden
forests of Treliswood to the marble spires of Kingsreach, the world is woven together
by arcane forces and ancient rivalries, each strand a testament to the power and
fragility of this realm. Over centuries, kingdoms have risen and tumbled into dust,
their legacies etched in the songs of bards and the warnings of seers, but none have
faced an era as fraught as the present.

The lands of Arenthia, once united under a council of wise rulers, now teeter on the
brink of oblivion. Old alliances have fractured, giving rise to warring city-states,
shadowy cabals, and lurking magics best left undisturbed. Unrest simmers in city
streets, where the common folk trade rumors of rebellion and distant thunder hints at
a gathering storm. Cloaked in secrecy and ambition, powerful nobles and cruel wizards
grasp for dominion, heedless of the world’s slow unraveling.

Yet even amidst turmoil, the ordinary persists. In the quiet hamlet of Willowcombe, a
young herbalist named Lirael tends to her garden, oblivious to the prophecy that
shadows her every step. With nimble fingers and a gentle heart, she gathers roots and
rare blossoms, caring for the ill and bringing peace to those who suffer. Lirael’s world
is one of simplicity—village festivals, stories by the fireside, the changing of the
seasons. But beyond the familiar, fate has other designs.

A chance encounter with a mysterious stranger shatters this tranquility, setting Lirael
down a path she could not have imagined. As secrets unfurl and whispers of the
Crimson Oracle sweep through Arenthia, it becomes clear that she cannot ignore her
legacy. Gifted—or cursed—with visions she cannot comprehend, Lirael is thrust into a
saga of power, betrayal, and destiny, hunted by forces determined to shape the fate of
the kingdoms for their own dark ends.

This is the beginning of Lirael’s journey—a journey that will pull her from the safety of
home and set her against ancient evils, challenge her friendships, and test both her
courage and her conviction. In a world where trust is scarce and danger lurks in every
shadow, she must discover what it means to be the Oracle, to wield power with
wisdom, and to choose between her heart’s desire and the needs of a world at war.

Within these pages, you are invited to traverse the torn realms of Arenthia, to meet
heroes and traitors, to witness battles of magic and will. The saga of The Crimson
Oracle awaits, an epic tale where destiny is forged not only by prophecy and power,
but by the choices of one young woman fated to change the world.
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CHAPTER ONE: Shadows in the Vales
The morning mist clung to the valleys of Willowcombe like a forgotten shawl, a familiar
blanket that slowly yielded to the golden fingers of dawn. Lirael, her hands already
stained with berry juice and damp earth, hummed a tuneless melody as she moved
through her small, overflowing garden. Her herbalist’s cottage, nestled at the edge of
the Treliswood, was a symphony of growing things – fragrant mint, vibrant crimson
poppies, and the gnarled roots of sun-kissed valerian. Life here was simple,
predictable, and she wouldn’t have traded it for all the shimmering silks in Kingsreach.

Today, her task was to gather dreamlace, a delicate white flower rumored to ease
troubled minds and soothe restless spirits. It only bloomed properly when the first rays
of sunlight kissed the dew, its petals unfurling to reveal a faint, ethereal glow. She
knelt, her simple linen dress brushing against the damp soil, and carefully plucked the
blossoms, placing them in her woven basket alongside dried yarrow and a handful of
freshly picked thornapples.

A scolding squawk from a magpie perched on her fence post made her chuckle.
“Alright, alright, I’m not bothering your worms, old friend,” she murmured, casting a
glance at the bird who seemed to oversee her daily routines with disapproving
vigilance. Lirael had a knack for understanding nature’s unspoken language, a quiet
intuition that served her well in her craft. It was a gift passed down through
generations of healers in Willowcombe, though Lirael’s seemed to run a little deeper.

Her life was woven into the rhythm of the seasons. Spring brought new growth and the
desperate pleas of those suffering from the lingering chills of winter. Summer meant
long days of harvesting and preparing tinctures. Autumn offered a bounty of roots and
berries, while winter saw her tending to fevers and mending broken bones, her
cottage a beacon of warmth and healing in the snow. The villagers relied on her, and
she cherished their trust, their simple needs a welcome anchor in a world rumored to
be far more complicated.

Beyond Willowcombe, stories of conflict and unrest trickled in from traveling
merchants. Tales of King Theron of Kingsreach consolidating power, of rebellious lords
in the western marches, and of strange, unsettling shadows stirring in the ancient
forests. Lirael often heard these snippets of news from Elara, the baker’s daughter,
who had a penchant for gossip and an insatiable curiosity about the wider world. But
such matters felt distant, like echoes from another realm.

Her biggest concern today was whether old Master Brennus, the village carpenter,
would finally try the pungent nettle tea she’d prescribed for his aching joints. He was a

Sample from MixCache.com - The Online eBook Marketplace



SHARING STRICTLY PROHIBITED - For personal use of the licensed account only - See MixCache.com Terms of Use.

SA
MPL

E 
CO

PY

stubborn man, more inclined to complain than to follow remedies, but Lirael had a
patient heart and a firm hand when needed. She believed in the power of the natural
world, in the wisdom held within every leaf and root.

As the sun climbed higher, chasing away the last vestiges of mist, Lirael stood,
stretching her back with a soft groan. The basket was full, its contents a vibrant
tapestry of Arenthia’s healing bounty. She headed towards her cottage, the familiar
scent of woodsmoke and brewing herbs drawing her in. Her small home was a
sanctuary, lined with shelves of dried herbs, jars of salves, and scrolls detailing ancient
remedies.

Inside, a small fire crackled cheerfully in the hearth, warming the air. She set her
basket on the worn wooden table, ready to begin the meticulous process of sorting
and preparing. The morning’s work was far from over. Dreamlace needed to be
carefully dried in a dark, cool place to preserve its potency, while the thornapples
would be crushed and brewed into a bitter, yet effective, fever reducer.

Just as she began to lay out the delicate dreamlace petals, a sharp knock rattled her
cottage door. It was an unusual sound at this hour; most villagers knew her routine
and would wait for her to finish her morning gathering. Lirael frowned slightly, a faint
unease stirring within her. Willowcombe was a peaceful place, rarely disturbed by
unexpected visitors.

She opened the door to find Elara, her usually cheerful face pale and streaked with
tears. The baker’s daughter was clutching a small, bloodied bundle. Lirael’s heart
tightened instantly. Elara’s younger brother, Finn, had been ailing with the grey cough
for weeks. “Lirael,” Elara choked out, her voice trembling, “It’s Finn. He’s worse. Much
worse.”

Lirael’s professional calm instantly took over. “Bring him in, Elara. Quickly.” She led
the distraught girl to the small examination cot in the corner of her cottage, a space
usually reserved for minor ailments. Finn, a boy no older than six, lay limp and
wheezing in his sister’s arms, his skin clammy and his breath a ragged gasp. His small
face was flushed, and his eyes, usually bright with mischief, were half-closed.

“He coughed up blood this morning,” Elara whispered, tears flowing freely now. “He’s
so weak, Lirael. Mother says… she says there’s nothing more we can do.” Desperation
laced her voice, a raw plea that tore at Lirael’s heart. The grey cough was notoriously
difficult to treat, often claiming the lives of the young and the old.

Lirael gently took Finn from Elara, her hands cool and steady as she laid him on the
cot. She immediately began her examination, her fingers checking his pulse, her ear
pressed to his chest, listening to the rattling breaths. His fever was dangerously high.
“Fetch me fresh water, Elara, and a clean cloth,” she instructed, her voice calm
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despite the growing alarm she felt.

She moved quickly, gathering specific herbs: a pinch of crushed lungwort for his
congested chest, a potent infusion of feverfew for the heat, and a rare, shimmering
petal from a moonbloom she kept carefully preserved for dire emergencies. The
moonbloom was said to draw out illness, though its properties were shrouded in
ancient lore and not fully understood.

As she worked, mixing the herbs into a thick paste and brewing a bitter tea, a faint
tremor ran through her hands. It wasn't fear, not exactly, but a strange surge of
energy, a tingling sensation that started in her fingertips and pulsed through her arms.
It was a feeling she sometimes experienced when a remedy was particularly potent, or
when she was dealing with a deeply rooted malady. But this felt different, more
intense.

She applied the lungwort paste to Finn’s chest, then gently urged a few drops of the
feverfew tea between his lips. The boy barely stirred, his breathing growing shallower.
Elara stood by, wringing her hands, her face a mask of agony. “Is there any hope,
Lirael?” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

Lirael looked at the small, struggling boy, then at Elara’s desperate eyes. The familiar
ache of helplessness, a constant shadow for any healer, weighed heavily upon her. But
then, a flicker. A faint image, unbidden and fleeting, darted across her mind’s eye: a
gnarled, ancient tree bathed in a crimson light, its roots reaching deep into the earth.
She blinked, shaking her head. Fatigue, she told herself. The stress of the situation.

Taking a deep breath, Lirael carefully unwrapped the moonbloom petal. It shimmered
faintly, a soft, inner luminescence that seemed to defy the morning light. She placed it
gently on Finn’s forehead, her fingers resting lightly on his clammy skin. As she did,
the tingling sensation returned, stronger this time, coursing through her entire body. It
was almost overwhelming, a powerful hum that vibrated in her bones.

A gasp escaped Elara’s lips. “Lirael, look!”

The moonbloom petal on Finn’s forehead pulsed with an intense, crimson light. It
wasn’t the pale shimmer Lirael expected, but a deep, vibrant red that seemed to throb
in rhythm with her own heartbeat. The light spread, covering Finn’s small face, and
then, impossibly, began to seep into his skin. His ragged breaths began to even out,
and the feverish flush on his cheeks visibly lessened.

Lirael stared, her own breathing hitched. This was beyond anything she had ever
experienced, beyond any known property of the moonbloom. The crimson glow
intensified for a moment longer, then slowly, steadily, faded. When it was gone, the
petal remained on Finn’s forehead, but it was no longer shimmering. It looked like any
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other dried flower, its magic seemingly spent.

Finn let out a small, peaceful sigh. His eyelids fluttered, then opened. His eyes, though
still weary, were clear. He looked up at Lirael and Elara, a faint, almost imperceptible
smile touching his lips. “Water,” he croaked, his voice weak but distinct.

Elara collapsed onto a nearby stool, sobbing with relief. “He’s… he’s going to be
alright?”

Lirael, still reeling from the strange display of power, felt a surge of dizzying
exhaustion. She nodded, her voice hoarse. “He needs rest, Elara. And plenty of warm
broth. The worst of the fever seems to have passed.” But her mind was racing. What
had just happened? The crimson light, the intense energy, the sudden, miraculous
recovery. It was impossible. Yet, it had happened.

As Elara gathered Finn in her arms, tears of gratitude streaming down her face, Lirael
felt a profound sense of disorientation. She had saved Finn, yes, but not by her usual
means. The moonbloom had been merely a conduit for something else, something
powerful and utterly unknown to her. She looked down at her hands, still tingling
faintly, as if they had just conducted an electric current.

Later that afternoon, after Elara and a much-improved Finn had returned home, Lirael
sat by her hearth, staring into the flickering flames. The lingering scent of medicinal
herbs filled the cottage, but it was overshadowed by the memory of that crimson light.
She picked up the discarded moonbloom petal, now dull and lifeless. It offered no
answers.

Her thoughts turned to the ancient stories her grandmother used to tell, tales of the
Old Magi and forgotten powers, of seers who could glimpse the threads of fate. She
had always dismissed them as fanciful myths, charming stories for long winter nights.
But what if they weren't? What if there was something more to her, to her connection
with the natural world, than she had ever dared to imagine?

A cold shiver ran down her spine, despite the warmth of the fire. The crimson light, the
surge of power… it felt both alien and strangely familiar, like a half-remembered
dream. She thought of the fleeting image of the ancient tree, bathed in red light, that
had flashed in her mind. It was a premonition, she now realized, a glimpse into
something profound and terrifying.

As dusk began to settle over Willowcombe, casting long, encroaching shadows, Lirael
knew with a certainty that chilled her to the bone: her simple life, her predictable
routine, had shattered. The quiet herbalist of Willowcombe had witnessed a power she
could not explain, a power that had manifested from within her, and she had a
terrifying suspicion that this was only the beginning. The world, it seemed, was far
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more complicated than she had ever allowed herself to believe. And whatever that
crimson light signified, it was inextricably linked to her.
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