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Foreword

[image: ]even years ago, in response to repeated reader requests, Del Rey Books decided to compile and publish a companion book to the Shannara series. This volume would explore in detail the history of the world, provide detailed character studies with accompanying drawings, and offer in-depth examinations of creatures, places, talismans, and the like. It was a project that had been discussed many times over the years, but which had always been placed on the back burner. Finally, it was decided that it should go forward.

There were good reasons for this to happen, not the least of which was the aforementioned level of reader interest. The thing about writing fantasy is that creating imaginary worlds and characters fuels an interest in readers for more details, more explanation, and just plain more. While it would be a good thing if I could give them all this, the reality is that it takes all the energy I can muster just to do a book a year or maybe two once in a blue moon. Trying to fill in all those gaps between books or even to expand on the existing story arc tires me out just thinking about it. A companion book, I knew, might go a long way toward resolving the problem.

Besides, I believe that writers should listen to their readers. If readers want something badly enough, a writer has to consider giving it to them. I couldn’t do that easily with the material that made up the primary stories because the ideas for those stories were generated and fueled by the things that interested me at the time. Once those times are gone by, it is hard to recapture them. But someone else could manage it, if there was someone out there with sufficient interest in and talent for doing so. Someone else could provide readers with the maps, drawings, prehistories, and all the rest that they were so anxious to have.

Couldn’t they? Please?

Shelly Shapiro, Del Rey’s editorial director, stepped in to spearhead the project from the publishing end. Shelly and I had worked together at Del Rey for the better part of twenty-five years, and I could trust her to do the job in a way that would satisfy everyone. Like myself, she grew up in the company under the whiplash—oops, excuse me, guidance—of Lester and Judy-Lynn del Rey. I was more than pleased to have her acting as editor for the project.

Bill Fawcett was chosen to be the book packager. I know, his job title sounds like something out of Hollywood, but what he does is find the right writer and the artist for the book and then act as liaison with the publisher and myself. He must also shepherd the project along so that it doesn’t stall out or miss its deadlines. Bill has served in this capacity before, notably with companion volumes for Anne McCaffrey’s Pern and Robert Jordan’s Wheel of Time series. Bill is a sharp guy, and he knows what he is doing.

Teresa Patterson agreed to do the writing and David Cherry, the art. I hadn’t met either before, but I knew of their work. Together with Bill, they made a pilgrimage to my Seattle home to spend a few days picking my brain about the world of Shannara. Because I possess a small and shallow brain, I wasn’t much help. They would ask me questions about characters, places, creatures, and events, hoping for additional insights and direction. I would reply to these questions mostly with something along the line of, “What do you think?” I was telling them that this was going to be their baby, and I was counting on their creativity to carry the day.

To their credit, they didn’t throw up their hands and decamp. I know now that they appreciated the artistic freedom. I was pretty sure Teresa and David knew the books better than I did—the same way all my readers seem to know them—so it seemed foolish not to let them use that knowledge. I’ve always believed that once I finish a book and turn it in for publication, it no longer belongs to me; it belongs to the readers. Teresa and David were smart and creative enough to figure out what was needed. The best thing I could do was to stay out of the way.

Now, these seven years later, we are offering an updated version with fresh material and a fresh perspective. In that time, I have written six new sequels to the original series and three books in a prequel that chronicles the events surrounding the Great Wars that ended the Old World and gave rise to what would become the new world of Shannara.

With Shelly busy on other projects, Betsy Mitchell has stepped in as editor, but Bill, Teresa, and David are back. As well, we have the very able and talented assistance of artist Rob Alexander to add to the mix. Every part of this new, expanded edition is infused with elements of their hard work and creative effort. As I said the last time out, whatever you like about this book, you can thank them for providing. I cannot imagine anyone doing it better.


All the best,
TERRY BROOKS
February 2008




Introduction: The Lost Legacy

[image: ]ince the near annihilation of the world during the Great Wars, a fragmented humanity has endured more than three thousand years of struggle in the attempt to rebuild civilization. The world today is far different from the Old World. It is a place where magic has been reborn, where legend and reality often merge, and where the balance between good and evil is dangerously precarious.

The Druids were formed to protect that balance and assist our crawl out of barbarism. They collected lost knowledge to protect it for future generations. In most cases, however, that information has been jealously guarded and dispersed to only a select few. Up until now, the diverse people of the Four Lands have known little about each other, and less of the history and complexity of the world at large.

In an attempt to redress that, I have opened a portion of the Druid Histories to the authors, that they might create the first comprehensive work of information for the common man. All the Races deserve to know their history and that of their neighbors. All the Races must know of the world if we are to have a chance to unite against the constantly growing threat of evil. The Druid credo is “Through knowledge, power.” In this case, it may well be the power to prevent our world from sliding into darkness.

—WALKER BOH, HIGH DRUID OF PARANOR
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Descent into Darkness:
The Old World and
the Great Wars

While Man worked all those years to discover the secrets of life, he never managed to escape his overpowering fascination with death. —Allanon, Druid

[image: ]magine a world of machines, filled with glass and metal buildings reaching for the sky. A world in which there was only one known Race—that of Man. His cities covered most of the face of the earth; his dominion reached beyond the world into the great void of space. This was the world before the Great Wars. Man ruled the earth with machines that he had built from science of a level that is unimaginable today. He had used those machines to probe and explore everything from the outer reaches of the sky to the inner reaches of the sea floor. He could travel across the width and breadth of the world in only hours, using machines to transport him faster than any airship can fly.

The people of the Old World knew nothing of magic. They did not need it. Theirs was the magic created of their technologies, magic they knew and could document to the innermost levels of creation. Every child was trained to understand the basic rules of science; every child knew how to use machines. There appeared to be no problem or challenge that could not be conquered using science and a little hard work. Their discoveries enabled them to conquer disease and repair impossibly damaging injuries. They all but eradicated the normal process of aging, slowing it so that the average person lived 100 to 150 years or more. They were close to conquering death itself and might have eventually done so in a few more years if their civilization had survived.


Eldwist

Far to the north where the Eastland ends, a tiny isthmus connects the land to a peninsula jutting into the Tiderace. On that peninsula stands a huge stone dome, the last remnant of an Old World city known as Eldwist. Before the age of the Federation and the coming of the Shadowen, Eldwist loomed above the waves of the Tiderace. For centuries, its towers and walkways were almost perfectly preserved in stone by a creature of Faerie, a last reminder of the shape and scope of Old World architecture. Those few hardy souls who dared journey to the Tiderace were greeted by buildings built so tall they seemed to threaten the sky. They stood in row upon row, like towering soldiers above a gridwork of perfectly straight streets. Tunnels built for underground carriages burrowed beneath the impossibly tall buildings. Huge open squares were filled with statuary and fountains frozen in stone.

The city was destroyed almost eighty years ago; the land was reclaimed by nature. All that remains is the fossilized dome that once stood at its center, the lone monument to all the thousands of souls who once lived, worked, and died there.

[image: ]

Eldwist, ruins of a city dating from the Old World before the Great Wars.



Unfortunately, Man’s fascination with the science of life was equaled by his involvement with that of destruction and death. Science itself is neither good nor bad and can be used for either purpose, but Man’s need to be all-powerful, to control all aspects of giving and ending life, proved to be his undoing. Weapons of unimaginable potency were created, thousands of weapons that could wipe out a city—or a world—with a single push of a button. The people of that time swore that such weapons were created only to prevent conflict and were never intended for use—but they were built nonetheless. The “enemy” might make deployment necessary.

For despite the fact that Man was the only known Race, he still managed to find differences between himself and his brothers and sisters—differences of the coloration of their skin, of the location of their homeland, of the nature of their politics—and Man distrusted anything that was different.

Conflicts were common during this time, though they were usually confined to small areas and affected only small groups of people. But these conflicts began to occur more often, growing in number and severity. The limited disputes ignited, inflaming basic hatreds. Disputes escalated into battles and began to spread and grow, becoming wars. Inexorably more and more countries were pulled into these wars. Like a fire started from a few embers in dry grass, it began to consume the world. Then one afternoon the flames reached flash point, and the doomsday weapons—never intended to be used—were unleashed on the world in a series of massive retaliatory strikes. Explosive devices of unimaginable power wiped out entire regions in great firestorms. Deadly engineered plagues killed the populations of entire cities, rotting them from the inside. All the advances of the science of killing were unleashed on the world. The last battle of the Great Wars lasted only a few moments, but the results were the eradication of thousands of years of advanced civilization and the extermination of most of the life on the planet.


Creepers

The creatures known as creepers were originally created by Old World technology. A weapon of war that survived the holocaust, they were originally designed as armored carriages to carry men who controlled them and used them as protective armor as well as offensive weapons. Later versions no longer needed human contact to operate and could function while being directed from a distance. The final version, probably used in the Great Wars, was completely autonomous, able to carry out commands and complete missions of destruction with no human intervention at all. These machines were made in a wide variety of designs, large and small, and could travel over any surface, surmount almost any obstacle. Many of them contained weapons with awesome firepower and were made of materials impervious to most types of attack. Some of these original machines are believed to have survived the Great Wars and may still be in working order in remote parts of the world.

[image: ]

A creeper, used as a weapon in the Great Wars.



As if the destructive vehemence of the weapons was not enough, the massive energy released during the final exchange triggered a cataclysm within the earth. The planet violently rebelled against such abuse and reacted with earthquakes and volcanoes, writhing as the pressures reshaped large areas of her surface. Mountain ranges fell and sea floors rose. Floods smashed down upon the coasts as glaciers melted, and cities sank into the sea. Infernos raged in the forests. The sky was black in mourning from the smoke and ash as the world cried out her pain.

Nothing should have survived, but somehow—by some miracle of the Word, perhaps—there were survivors. A few vestiges of humanity managed to live through the horror only to be faced with an all-but-uninhabitable world. For the next thousand years, these survivors of the holocaust struggled to endure its aftermath.

Many were irrevocably changed by the struggle. Some survivors lived by escaping into large underground caverns. They fed on the animals that lived underground, crawling and climbing through their harsh, dark environment. Over time, their bodies began to change, as survival favored shorter, stockier bodies, more powerful musculature, and eyes that could see well in the darkness of the dimly lit caves. By the time they emerged to live above ground, hundreds of years later, they had become very different from Men, a separate Race, and had evolved their own language and culture. They became known as Dwarves, after a mythical creature with similar attributes.

Many people did not manage to find underground shelter. Most died, but a few unusually strong individuals managed to survive the poisoned air and the mutated land. They escaped to the northern mountains, evolving into a fierce tribal culture of nomads. Only the largest and strongest were able to procreate. The few children who survived were forever marked by the poisons their parents had endured. After a thousand years, their offspring evolved into huge, muscular people with barklike skin, bearing almost no resemblance to their Old World ancestors. These people became known as Trolls.

Some people fled to the forests and hills, finding what shelter they could, but not enough to protect them entirely from the holocaust and its aftermath. Only those who were small, quick, and cunning survived. But they had only slight protection from the toxins. Their bodies were changed by it, until they too no longer appeared quite human. Their offspring, like those of the Trolls, carried the legacy of their exposure as well as their survival traits. Some believe that their minds were damaged as well, though that has yet to be proven. They became known as the Gnomes.


Demonic Influences

The official causes of the Great Wars did not survive them, but there is now reason to suspect that there may have been demonic influences involved. Although Man did not believe in magic and certainly did not use it, magic, and the demons that have been a plague to the world since the time of Faerie, were always present. There is no question that the destruction of this otherwise powerful civilization would have been to the demons’ advantage. This cannot be proven, but if true, it explains the sudden escalation of the global conflict from such innocuous beginnings.



A small number of the survivors were virtually untouched by the worst of the devastation, primarily by virtue of living in remote or protected areas. Lacking direct exposure to the damaging influences that created the Trolls and Gnomes or the conditions that caused the Dwarves to evolve, they emerged physically unchanged. Their civilization, however, was completely destroyed, and they also reverted to a life little above that of animals. They were the Race of Man.

When Man emerged from barbarism to begin to rebuild a semblance of civilization, he discovered four other Races, and named them to fit their attributes: Dwarves, Trolls, Gnomes, and Elves. Though the Elves were not descended from Man, they emerged to rejoin the survivors and were accepted among them. The differences that had kept them apart from Man throughout most of his history were no longer as apparent with the mutations of the new Races. They were accepted as also having descended from Man, and for many years they kept the facts of their true heritage a secret from the other Races.

With the death of the Old World, something even older than Man was reborn into the new world: magic, all but dormant since the age of Faerie. Even Druid scholars are unsure whether the cataclysm triggered the reawakening of magic or whether it was always there but became more potent once the technological world was gone. Perhaps the combination of the man-made poisons and the latent magic was responsible for the powerful arcane forces that arose within the earth. The only certainty is that magic appeared within the land as a force that could be tapped for both good and evil. Creatures born of magic populated the remote areas of the lands. Technology and physical science had been all but wiped from the world, but magic promised the same Pandora’s box and could save or seduce and destroy just as certainly as the weapons of science had done in the last age. In many ways, the Races would face the same deadly choices that had undone their ancestors, only this time they could not hope to understand the power inherent in the forces they faced within the magic.


[image: ]

Paranor:
The Druid’s Keep

Within the walls we are a community, a family … engaged in a single course of action—to gain knowledge of our world and its workings. —Athabasca, High Druid of Paranor

[image: ]hroughout the ages, a legend has survived among bards and storytellers, a story of a massive magical citadel built as a crown atop a great volcanic cliff within the heart of the Four Lands. According to the tales, this keep housed the ancient magicians known as Druids. From within its impregnable walls, they controlled all learning and all magic. The castle was called Paranor, and it was said that at the height of the Druids’ power it was the central repository of knowledge within the Four Lands. But for three hundred years those few intrepid souls who journeyed to the site of the legendary keep, intent on proving the tales, found only a spruce forest, an empty stone bluff, and a few stone blocks remaining of what might have been outbuildings but could just as easily have been the remains of a herder’s holding. The legends were accepted as fanciful stories and the Druids themselves as little more.

Then, sometime in the last century, Paranor reappeared. The Rovers who first spotted its return found it standing in silence atop its cliff base, as if it had never been gone. It was an unreachable enigma, closed off to outsiders. Those who ventured too close told of being stalked by a ghost beast, a spectral moor cat that appeared long enough to warn off trespassers.

For eighty years after its discovery, the Druid’s Keep stood solid but out of reach, a stone specter. Then, within the last few years, something changed, and the keep was opened to approved visitors. Some of its vast libraries and artifacts were made available to scholars. With this new knowledge, the legends were given substance, and the truth of Paranor and its mysterious designers was at last revealed.

To understand the Druid’s Keep, it is first necessary to understand the history of the Druids themselves. After the Great Wars, civilization no longer existed. The remnants of Men lived as animals for almost two thousand years. Books and advanced knowledge were sacrificed to the more immediate needs of survival. What little of the Old World that had not been destroyed by the wars or the cataclysms that followed gradually succumbed to ignorance and neglect. Only a few survivors recognized the need for safeguarding knowledge in hopes of rebuilding some of what had been lost. These few were also mindful of the need to keep such knowledge from any who might be drawn to re-create the mistakes that had led to the catastrophe. They safeguarded the knowledge, often with their lives, and secretly passed it on to their descendants in what became a family tradition.

[image: ]

Paranor, fortress of the Druids.


Galaphile,

FIRST HIGH DRUID,
FATHER OF THE DRUID COUNCIL



Built to be both a revered cultural center and an impregnable fortress, Paranor was the result of the work of craftsmen and scholars from all the Races. Elves, Gnomes, Trolls, and Men all had a part in her building. But she was the inspiration of one man, a brilliant Elven philosopher and historian known only as Galaphile.

[image: ]

Galaphile, Father of the Druids.

The actual dates and circumstances of Galaphile’s birth have been lost to history, but it is almost certain that he discovered or was entrusted with knowledge from the Old World at an early age. What is known is that Galaphile saw the emerging Races struggling toward a semblance of civilization, only to lose that struggle as they began to focus more on conflict with each other than on growth or progress. He realized that the bits and pieces of knowledge that had survived the wars were the key to regaining any semblance of a civilized society, and that those fragments of information were at risk of being completely lost if the barbarism continued among the Races. His solution was to collect the wisest men and women from all the Races into one place where they could gather and protect the remains of the knowledge of the past while seeking solutions for the future. In honor of an Old World term for learned men, he named these men and women Druids. Their council became known as the Druid Council, and Galaphile was named as the first High Druid.



The priceless information was sometimes written in ancient books or fragments of text, but more often, to keep it from the wrong hands, it was passed via a verbal tradition, subject to the gradual discrepancies of memory. At this time, there was no central place where the knowledge could be collected. Most toiled in their sacred task completely unaware of others who were doing the same. Some small, isolated groups attempted to gather their fragmentary knowledge and even to begin to write it down, but the growing distrust between the Races made even such small attempts at consolidation impossible. Many small libraries full of priceless knowledge were painstakingly collected only to be lost to a raid or burned during battle. By the time the Elf Galaphile began collecting his own library, untold thousands of artifacts from the Old World had been irredeemably lost.

Galaphile realized that only a concerted effort from all the Races could save what remained. He dreamed of a place where those who were entrusted with the legacy of the past could share their burden or work to further their knowledge. He set about creating a council that would be focused on gathering and protecting the relics of the past while working for the betterment of all the Races. He sent a summons out to all the lands and was gratified to find that many answered. The best and brightest of all the Races were willing to join with him to form a council that would promise a path out of the stifling darkness of ignorance and hate that was threatening to suffocate the world.

But Galaphile needed more than a council; he needed a place to house them while they worked. And that house would have to provide protection for the priceless artifacts and defense of the people who lived and worked there. He needed a place that would be impregnable to attack, since most in the lands did not share a dream of uniting the Races. It also had to be a structure that would create awe among any who looked upon it. It had to stand alone as an example of the grandeur that the combined talents of the Races could achieve.

Galaphile gathered his followers, the first Council of Druids, in the caldera of a dormant volcano near the Kennon Pass. Within the outer caldera was a large central cone forming a cliff of volcanic rock and obsidian that rose above the first. This was to be the site for the keep he would call Paranor. There are no clear records to tell how long Galaphile searched for the site for his keep. Some writings suggest that he may have found the site as a boy, and that it was the image of the massive up-thrusting stone standing defiant above the forest floor that helped him to conceive the idea for his council.

However he discovered it, the choice was carefully made. The large outer calderas formed a gentle crater, probably created during an earlier eruption around the time of the Great Wars, possibly even caused by the pressures of that cataclysm. The main vent had obviously remained active, building a cone of magma and ash in the center of the larger outer crater. That younger cone had also erupted at some point in its past, as the cone was topped by a smaller caldera, measuring some three hundred feet across. The volcano’s upthrust stone heart created a naturally impregnable base, while the caldera at its top was ample enough to hold the main fortress and all its outbuildings as well as a defensive wall. There were three fissures opening to the surface; one was apparently inactive, but the other was an active vent reaching to the magma far below that allowed a method for heating the building. A natural artesian spring, forced up through a third lava vent, ensured an uninterrupted supply of fresh water. In addition, natural lava flumes within the mountain, created when venting lava escaped during a partial eruption, left a maze of easily traveled natural passages. This allowed several levels to be built below ground with relatively easy access as well as providing for a method for venting lava if the volcano became active once again.

Those first Druids and the assembled craftsmen must have felt daunted looking upon the smooth stone of the volcanic cone rising over a hundred feet above their heads. It would make a fabulous fortress, but it would also be the greatest engineering challenge since before the fall of the world. The few surviving records are in conflict about how many years it actually took to build Paranor. But they agree on the fact that it took the combined army of the council’s best masons, carpenters, architects, sappers, and craftsmen at least ten years to build the main body of the keep. This accomplishment is all the more amazing when it is realized that they first had to rediscover or invent the skills and sciences needed to complete the work.


The Druid’s Well

Galaphile may have had more than natural defense in mind when he chose the Paranor Mountain for the home of his new council. At one point, there are indications that he banned all the workers from the mountain and sequestered himself with his most senior Druids for a week. When the workers returned, the mysterious fissure known as the Druid’s Well and the tower that covers it were complete. The actual contents of the Druid’s Well have remained a secret known only to the Druids themselves, though there is no doubt that magic of some type lurks there. Some say it is something that has been there since the time of Faerie, one of the few doorways that connects the worlds of life and afterlife. Some say it is a shaft that channels magic from realms no living soul has ever visited, containing power that no creature would dare to challenge—perhaps even a channel to the dead.

Whatever the source, its power is immense, as it is undoubtedly this magic that allowed the entire fortress to vanish from the world for so many years. Within those parts of the Druid records that have come to light, it is clear that only a few of those within the Druid order knew anything of the nature of the well. Whether intended for defense or to power more arcane studies, the magic within the well served to save the keep on at least one occasion, when it was used to destroy dark forces that had infiltrated Paranor during the time of the Druid Allanon. It apparently cannot be completely controlled, however, as it did not protect the keep from falling to the renegade Druid Brona at the outset of the Second War of the Races.

The well itself appears to be a bottomless shaft cut or burned through the heart of the mountain. Its depths are cloaked in impenetrable blackness. The tower built above it rises several hundred feet above the ground level to become the highest point in the keep and is constructed of large blocks of masonry six to eight feet thick. The stairway within ascends to the sanctuary, a small round room at the top protected by various traps. This chamber probably served the builders as a retreat, or lab, but it has remained empty for many centuries.

Those who have been to the Druid’s Well and survived to tell of it report that the darkness below seems to move. Some report hearing a sound like the scrape of scales on stone; others have heard harsh, unintelligible voices. There are tales that tell of how it was used over the years and of the terrible things it has swallowed. One recently discovered manuscript believed to have been penned by the Druid Bremen claims that the well was used to contain all the Druids’ arcane discards:. “… Magic and science, the living and the dead, mortal and immortal have gone into its depths.”

All who have walked within Paranor agree that the keep is alive. If so, its soul is deep within the Druid’s Well.



During the construction, Galaphile and the rest of the Druid Council lived in a makeshift village near the site until the actual living quarters were complete. It was during this time that the work of compiling the Druid Histories was begun. As soon as the living quarters of the central keep were livable, Galaphile moved the council and its retainers into the greater safety of the protected site. Paranor officially opened its doors to the world almost exactly one thousand years after the Great Wars had ended. With pennants from the Races who had shared in its construction flying from its glowing white battlements, and the banner of the hand and torch, symbol of the Druid Council, flying from the top of the Druid’s Tower, the new fortress greeted those who made the journey through the Kennon Pass with the promise of an age of enlightenment.


Elit Druin

The crest of the Druids, used to represent their order and all they stood for, was the image of a hand holding forth the torch of knowledge. Their credo was “Through knowledge, power” (“elit druin” in the Elven tongue). It also translates as “Through truth, power.” Early in the first days of the Druid Council, Galaphile was gifted with a medallion molded in the form of the hand and torch to wear as a badge of office. It was called the Elit Druin, possibly in homage to his Elven heritage and the fact that the Elves were the dominant Race involved with the creation of the Druids.

The Elit Druin was forged of gold strengthened with some small amount of alloys and laced with silver trappings. According to legend, it was imbued with magic during its forging. It was passed down from each High Druid to his successor until the fall of Paranor during Athabasca’s tenure as High Druid. The outcast Druid Bremen managed to rescue the medallion before it could be captured. He used it to forge the legendary Sword of Shannara. The hand and torch can still be seen on the pommel of the sword.

When the second Druid Council returned to Paranor, a new medallion of office was made in the hope that Allanon, who had re-formed the order, would accept it. He never did. The new medallion never had the beauty or the magical properties of the original. Ironically, the original medallion did eventually return to Paranor. As part of the Sword of Shannara, it was on display in the Vault Room for many years.

[image: ]

“Through truth, power”: The Elit Druin medallion, a magic talisman worn by the High Druid as the symbol of Druid power.



At first, it appeared the promise would be fulfilled. Paranor became the center of knowledge and learning for the world. The people looked to the Druids for guidance. The success of the council helped the emergent world gain confidence in its own abilities. The Druids were a very powerful force—probably the most powerful single force in the world at that time. Their goal, which was to re-create the best of the Old World while avoiding their ancestors’ mistakes, appeared to be a certain achievement. But the sciences they sought to master eluded them. Too often crucial keys to particular disciplines were missing. Or the information conflicted, and the Druids lacked the necessary experience to re-create what had been lost. Some within the walls began to look to other paths to achieve their goals. Many of them blamed the failure of the old sciences for the destruction of the world. They turned to the mystic arts for the power that had been denied them through the study of hard science.

These rebels believed they were destined to shape the future of the world. Among them were some of the most brilliant of the Druid minds. For many years, they worked within Paranor’s walls, possibly in secret. Their work eventually caused a schism in the ranks of the Druid Council. The resulting conflict between those who sought answers in science and those who sought arcane solutions ended in a break in the council. The mystics were forced to leave Paranor.

For 150 years, the Druid Council successfully provided guidance for the Races. Then a small sector of the Race of Man revolted against the teachings of the council. In an impossibly short time, they amassed a highly trained army and set forth to subjugate the rest of Man, and from there, the other Races. The revolt grew into full-scale war before it was crushed by the combined might of the Druids, Elves, Trolls, and Gnomes. During the war, Paranor served as the strategic and political seat of the alliance. The Druids provided the tactical leadership from Paranor’s walls, unaware that it was one of their own who was ultimately responsible for the revolt. The mastermind of the war, known only as Brona (which means “master” in the archaic Gnome tongue), was believed at the time to have been a mythic figurehead. It is now known that he was very real and was the leader of the exiled Druids.


Druid Guard

The building of Paranor was a time of great discovery and great risk, for until the fortress was finished, the council and all it stood to achieve were vulnerable to attack. A multinational force was created to protect against outside threats. These became known as the Druid Guard. When Paranor was completed, the members of this elite unit continued their service as the guardians of the keep and the fighting force of Paranor. Their gray uniforms, with the distinctive red torch emblem embroidered on the left breast, became synonymous with the power of the Druids in the age before the Second War of the Races. Their prestige and power failed along with that of the Druids after the partitioning of the Four Lands, and they ceased to exist altogether after the fall of Paranor during the Second War of the Races. The last Captain of the Guard was the Elf Caerid Lock, who served for more than fifteen years. One legend tells that Caerid was given advance knowledge of the coming attack so that he could escape, but he chose to stand and fight with his men even though he knew it was hopeless. Such courage and dedication were the hallmark of the Guard.

[image: ]

A member of the Druid Guard, the elite fighting force of Paranor.



After the war, in an attempt to prevent another conflict between the Races, the Druids and their allies partitioned the known world into four lands, one for each of the Races, with Paranor and the Druids at its crux. It was believed that such extreme segregation would prevent any one Race from ever trying to control the others. Paranor’s central location put the Druids in a geographical position that mirrored their political supremacy. Because of the damage done by magic during the war, the Druids all but outlawed the study of the arcane arts. Science and philosophy, they insisted, were the only true paths to the future.

For the next three hundred years, the Four Lands existed in peace. Lacking an exterior threat, the Druids turned their attention inward, abandoning their worldly role as teachers and benefactors in favor of the more secular pursuits of pure research and meditation. Paranor’s massive parapets, designed to repel invaders, served instead to keep the Druids isolated from the lands they had originally sworn to serve.

That isolation proved to be their downfall. Three hundred and fifty years after the First War of the Races, an army of Trolls came down out of the Northland intent upon taking the Druid’s Keep. The Druids were totally unprepared for an attack. Despite the surprise, the keep would probably have withstood even a prolonged siege if not for the fact that several within the Druid order had been suborned. Betrayed from within, Paranor fell to the Northland army of the Warlock Lord in a matter of hours. A handful of Druids managed to escape before the attack to join with the outcast mystic Bremen, but most did not. The majority of the order were either buried alive within the lower levels of the keep or transformed into creatures of dark magic in service to the Warlock Lord. It is said the souls of the ones who died now reside within the Druid’s Well. The fall of Paranor heralded the beginning of the Second War of the Races.

Though the fortress would have made an impregnable base for the Warlock Lord, he abandoned it and took his Skull Bearers and his armies north, leaving the Druid’s Keep empty for the rest of the war. There are some indications that Brona feared the latent magic of the keep itself.

At the conclusion of the war, Paranor once again became home to the Druids. The Druid Bremen and his heir, Allanon, held residence there for a time. Then, three years after the end of the war, Paranor disappeared. There was no battle, no victorious army. The entire keep just vanished. But like a ghost determined to haunt the world of the living, it was seen to reappear at unusual intervals—sometimes at darkest night, sometimes at brightest noon. It is probable that Druid magic, linked to the power of the Druid’s Well, was responsible for this and subsequent disappearances.

After a mysterious ghostly existence lasting some sixty years, Paranor returned to the land of mortals. It is assumed that Allanon, the only surviving Druid, was responsible for its return. The Druid order was re-formed, though with far fewer members than its previous incarnation. For the next five hundred years the raw beginnings of a second Druid Council and a cadre of guards lived within Paranor’s walls. There is no record of whether or not the Druid Allanon lived at Paranor during these years, though it is likely that he was in residence at least part of the time. Very little is known about this second council of Druids. Their primary purpose seems to have been to hold Paranor ready for an unnamed future conflict. Some surviving records indicate that Allanon and the other Druids knew of and expected the return of the Warlock Lord.
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The Sword of Shannara, on display in the Vault Room at Paranor

A few years after King Jerle Shannara’s death, his heir brought the legendary Sword of Shannara to the fortress for safekeeping, probably at Allanon’s request. The large room known as the Vault Room, off the Great Hall, was remodeled at this time to hold the sword in state in a large square block of mirror-finished Tre-Stone.

The sword remained there for almost five hundred years, until a division of Gnome Hunters, under the command of the Warlock Lord, took Paranor and captured the sword. For the second time in its history, the walls of the Druid’s Keep were witness to the massacre of all its defenders and residents. There was some internal damage to the keep, especially in the furnace room, but the doors and gates were untouched, leaving historians to believe that, like the previous fall, the takeover was engineered with help from the inside.

Paranor was not recovered until the Warlock Lord was defeated. Again it was repopulated with a tiny group of guardians, though none of these residents, save Allanon himself, dared call themselves Druids. The keep did not see action again until almost sixty years later, when the Mord Wraiths took Paranor in an attempt to capture the Druid Histories hidden there. For the third time, all defenders within the walls were executed. For the second time, the High Druid Allanon, only remaining survivor of the order, had to accept the loss of the Druid’s Keep and the deaths of those he had set to watch it.

In a bold stroke, undoubtedly knowing that Paranor could not be retaken by conventional means, Allanon decided to allow the keep to defend itself. The surviving fragments of Brin Ohmsford’s diary record that Allanon unleashed Paranor’s own magic, the spirit within the Druid’s Well, much as Bremen had done before. This defense, though an integral part of the castle since its creation, had never been used. While it would destroy any who were caught inside the walls, it also effectively eliminated the objective by removing Paranor itself. “This marks the end of all that has been. The age closes, and Paranor must pass from the land,” Brin’s diary quotes Allanon. “In my lifetime and yours—in the lifetime of your children and perhaps your children’s children—no man shall set foot within the walls of the Druid’s Keep after this night.” Allanon himself, last of his order, died only a short time later.

True to the prophecy, Paranor and its Druid masters faded from the world of men and into the mists of legend for over three centuries, returning only with the rebirth of the Druids through the man known as Walker Boh, now known as the heir to Allanon’s legacy.

Within the Walls:
A TOUR OF PARANOR

When Paranor was new, the Druid Guard warded the surrounding spruce forest. In the time of the Warlock Lord, huge wolves roamed the paths. In later years, impervious walls of thorns and deep thickets of brambles replaced the wolves. Today the ancient trees of the forest are the only surviving witnesses to Paranor’s many trials. They stand as towering sentinels, giving mute support to the castle rising above them in broken splendor.

The rutted, overgrown paths leading to the four gates of the keep show the wear of several hundred years of use, and several hundred more of neglect. All that remains of the ramped drawbridge at the south entrance are a few rotted timbers lying in the bottom of the ravine. The gates themselves, stone portals sealed by massive wooden and iron doors, bear no marks to show the battles fought within, though the windows in the towers above seem to stare out across the land like blinded eyes, bearing silent testimony to all those who died within the cold stone walls. Of the hidden entrances known to exist within the cliff’s face, there is no sign; they are as enigmatic and mysterious as the men who built them.

Inside the curtain wall, the ravages of past battles have left large portions of the keep in ruin. The barracks and other outbuildings are stone skeletons, their roofs and much of their wood interiors burned away. Throughout the large courtyard complex and in many portions of the inner keep, blackened and cracked slabs of masonry and melted flagstones mark the locations of heated battles and, often, deaths. In most cases, each damaged area is the only monument to the defenders who tried, and failed, to repel demonic invaders.
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Secret Passages

Outside the grand rooms of Paranor’s public areas lies an all but unknown maze of halls and tunnels—the secret passages of the Druid’s Keep. Some are well documented, such as the narrow corridors that honeycomb the upper levels. Built into the walls, they were designed to allow servants unobtrusive access to those they served, or to hide the presence of secret visitors. Other passages, such as those within the outer wall, were designed for defense. Hidden doors, fifty yards apart, were built into alcoves along the curtain wall. These doors are all but invisible from the outside, but easily seen on the inside. During the years of the Council, these doors were always guarded at night.

Below ground is a web of passages for which there exists no complete map. Most of these tunnels were unknown even to the majority of the Druids. They were often built along existing lava flumes—tunnels cut through the softer portions of the mountain by escaping molten rock. The lava created smooth-sided, winding tunnels, some of which were large enough for an armed man, or even an entire wagon. By using these natural formations the builders had only to cut stairs and corridors into any flumes that traveled in the right direction. The result is a maze of tunnels winding throughout the mountain. Some provide secret access to the outside, with their outer portals cleverly concealed and guarded by hidden doors. In most cases, they are concealed by magic as well.

[image: ]

Lava vents were used as the basis for many secret passages beneath the Druid’s Keep.

The largest of the flumes is not a passage meant for people, but for molten rock. Cut through the mountain from the main vent shaft to the outer edges of the cliff, it was once a lava flume opened during an ancient eruption long before Paranor was built. When the keep was built, workers cleared all but the outer end of this flume to allow a passage for pressurized lava. In the event of an eruption, the magma from the vent will force its way through the existing flume to the outside rather than pushing upwards to destroy the keep above. The outer end remains sealed by rock to prevent any use of the passage by invaders, but any lava flow will easily dislodge the rock.
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Within the keep, the massive double doors leading to the Assembly are little but twisted metal hinges and splinters of broken wood, shattered during the battle with the Warlock Lord, but the great room beyond still retains hints of its former glory. Most of the tapestries that once hung here are gone—burned away or rotted—but the great arched ceiling still stands proud above the scarred marble floor. Some of the ancient paintings still hang high on the walls, their forgotten subjects looking down upon the few remaining pieces of armor and statuary within the niches along the length of the room. It is still possible to imagine this great meeting place filled with scores of Druids debating the knowledge of the known world.

Across the keep, the wooden walls of the Great Hall are also damaged, though most of the scars are cuts by edged weapons rather than the more destructive fires. Despite the damage, the wood still gleams through the dust from centuries of careful polishing. Paintings line the walls, though most are torn or slashed. Faded places on the wood mark where still others once hung. A few priceless pieces of statuary rest upon lavish mosaic pedestals. Larger statues exquisitely sculpted of iron and stone stand a silent vigil next to carved wooden doors along the hall. These surviving statues from a forgotten era long before Paranor’s birth guard empty corridors and lonely rooms that are themselves largely forgotten. The tapestries that once lined the hall hang in tatters. Pieces of broken pedestals litter the hall, the treasure they once held lost during a battle long ago. One huge pillar stands untouched in an alcove, supporting a graceful urn inset with jade and onyx. The matching alcove across the hall lies empty except for shards of pottery and broken pieces of the same rare stones.


Druid Histories

The library at Paranor contained the few books found since the destruction of the Old World as well as many books compiled from information and records the Druid Council had written down over the years, but its most valuable collection was the priceless Druid Histories, the chronicles of and by the Druids themselves. These hundreds of huge volumes, bound in burnished leather and etched with elaborately gilded script, contained the results of the council’s efforts to recover lost knowledge of both science and magic, the details of the Druids’ attempts at uncovering the secrets of the Old World’s greatest advancements, and considerations of all possibilities, however remote, concerning devices and formulas, talismans and conjuring, reasoning and deductions that might one day find understanding. Some of the knowledge within the pages of the Histories dated from the time of Faerie. These books, and the knowledge they contained, were the true power of the Druid Council, both the by-product of their existence and the reason for it.

In order to protect this, the treasure of Paranor, from misuse, the Histories were stored in a secret room behind a locking shelf in the main library. Such precautions would have been enough to stop an ordinary man, but not another Druid or a creature of magic. Shortly before the fall of Paranor during the Second War of the Races, the last Druid librarian, Kahle Rese, resorted to magic to protect the Histories. Though magic and the study of mystic arts was forbidden in the council at that time, he had been given a magic dust by the outcast mystic Bremen, to be used on just such an occasion. The dust created a granite wall, exactly matching all the other walls in the hidden room, that sealed the Histories away. Only one who was given the key to the spell and the power to use it could unlock the Histories from their protective tomb. Kahle managed to save the Histories, many of which had been transcribed by his own hand, but at the cost of his life.

Today, each volume of the Histories is also protected by magic. If attacked, the book, and anyone who is in physical contact with it, returns to the vault within the library at Paranor.



At the end of the Great Hall, the tall carved doors leading to the Vault have been torn from their hinges. The ruins of a large stone pillar lie within the large double doorway amid the remains of the broken doors. The room beyond, however, is largely untouched. The Vault is possibly the best preserved of all the major rooms of Paranor. Light from the many tall windows built high into the walls illuminates the marble below, making it easy to pick out the slight discoloration at the center of the room. This is the spot where the Sword of Shannara, enshrined in a block of Tre-Stone, rested for almost five hundred years. Here, alone of all the great rooms, the tapestries have survived, flowing in faded glory from the high ceiling to the polished marble of the floor. Even the masterly paintings on the walls are untouched. A few ornate furniture groupings occupy the perimeter of the room, facing the center point as if in tribute to the missing sword.

While the Assembly, the Great Hall, and the Vault are undoubtedly the three most lavish areas of Paranor, its three towers are its most widely recognized physical features. Their spires rise more than a hundred feet above the keep’s ground level, making them visible from the Kennon Pass.

One of the towers was built over the active volcanic vent and houses the most technically innovative construct of the building—its heating system. Designed using limited Old World technology combined with the natural properties of the volcano, the tower protects the machinery of the great furnace, venting the excess heat and smoke through its chimney top. The furnace itself lies several hundred feet below ground level. The heat from the magma below is drawn upwards and pumped through vents and shafts into all the main rooms and corridors of the keep. Wherever possible, the designers used existing lava flumes as the heart of the vent system below ground, and they built vents into the walls of the keep above.

A catwalk platform system built onto the walls of the main pit allows access to the furnace from the underground corridors of the keep. Even here, in the depths of its stone heart, Paranor has suffered the ravages of battle. The catwalk has been severely damaged. Scorch marks from fire hotter than that within the furnace has scarred the walls around the walk in several places. Below the catwalk, metal rungs of an access ladder descend to the depths of the furnace and its fires. These rungs are useable only when the furnace is idle and the fires are only those natural to the volcanic vent.

The second tower, more elevated than the first, was built to house the High Druid, so that he could easily survey his realm. It contains offices for support staff on the lower levels and the Druid’s Retreat on the upper floors.

The third and tallest tower is rarely mentioned in old texts outside the Druid Histories. Below its heights lies the bottomless pit known only as the Druid’s Well. The doors that access this tower are usually kept locked and chained with heavy chains. Even at the height of the Druids’ power, this tower was kept locked away, an embarrassment, built by Galaphile and used by those the order wished to forget. At the top of the tower, accessible only by a precarious stairway built into the tower’s inner walls and lined with traps, lies a single chamber. Unlike the High Druid’s rooms, the windows of the Well Tower room are smaller, high up in the room, and covered with bars. The room’s original purpose is unknown, but it bears age and disuse like a shroud.

Well below the tower level and away from the grandeur of the Assembly lies the single most important asset of Paranor—its library. Located at the end of a second-floor corridor—with no massive carved doors or statuary to mark its location—the room is the same as any one of a hundred others, as if the designers thought it unimportant. Despite its innocuous appearance, this room once held all the combined knowledge gathered by the Druids since the fall of the Old World.

Though small when compared to the scale of the rest of the keep, Paranor’s library is large enough to hold several thousand books. At the height of the Druid Council, the shelves lining the walls overflowed with thousands of books, artifacts, and parchments. Most of the tabletops were stacked several feet deep. Today, however, there are only a thousand works remaining in the main room. Large numbers of irreplaceable records were stolen or destroyed during the keep’s turbulent past. Murders and battles have damaged the shelves and their contents. Unlike some of the other areas of the building, however, the Druids carefully restored the library to order each time the keep was regained.
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A volume of the priceless Druid Histories, the chronicles of the Druids and their magic.

The reason for such extraordinary care lies behind a hidden door built into one of the large bookcases. The hidden door reveals a secret room, previously known only to the Druids themselves. But the room itself seems nothing special. Here, to any but a trained Druid, there are only barren granite walls with a single table and chair. Magic hides the true treasure—the Druid Histories. Here, since the time of Bremen, they have remained safe through all the ravages the keep has suffered, protected from all who would destroy or pervert the knowledge they contain. These volumes are the true treasure of Paranor and, perhaps, the key to the world’s future as well as its past.
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