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I’m sorry, 
Father. I 
thought...

Enough.
Give me those 

before he 
destroys the 
entire plot.

To me, 
old one. 

Hai!

Ware the 
outer row, 

Ciroc. To me! 
Surface!

Hai!
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Learn
what? To make 
burrowwryms 

dance with these 
ridiculous 
sticks?

To grub
for rootnips in 
excrement while 

children earn renown 
for their family in 
the Sandgrieve? Our lives

may be long here, 
but that doesn’t 
require that they 

lack meaning.

There is honour in what 
we do, Eloric. That you 
are blind to it is why 
you’ve not yet earned 

your steel.

It is not
that I lack the 
desire to teach 
you. It is YOU 
who refuse to 

learn.

Just because 
YOU traded glory 

for gardening 
doesn’t mean I 

should have to do 
the same.

I see. Make sure you 
put the wyrms to 
sleep before you 
come in. I don’t 

need them 
running amok on 

the farm.

I am more
than old enough, 
Father. It is my 

right.

Becoming a 
Bladeslinger is 
not a matter of 
time, Eloric...it is 

a matter of 
worth. Our stead 

doesn’t need a 
warrior...it 
needs a
farmer.

When you can 
find the glory in 
that service, you 
will be worthy of 

taking up my 
blades. Until 

then--



Today.

“--I see no reason 
to change my mind.”










