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Summer of Success Series  
– Interview with Tracy Joyce

everynkildare.blogspot.com.au/2014/08/ 
summer-of-success-series-interview-with.html

‘... the characters are the foundation of what makes 
it unique ... strong female characters ... who don’t 

conform & who make a place for themselves within 
their world. There are complex relationships within 

the novel, conflicting emotions & motives and 
characters, who you love, may act in a way that 
you don’t agree with. I like the notion of “moral 

greyness”—that “good” people can do “bad” things 
and vice versa.’

Into Another World  
– Today’s Featured Author:  

Tracy M. Joyce
susanleighnoble.wordpress.com/2014/07/25/ 

todays-featured-author-tracy-m-joyce/ 

‘I can’t shut my imagination down and ideas 
and visuals of stories just keep recurring to me. 
I have to write them down. I also love creating 

worlds and putting a lot of what I observe in the 
real world into my fictional characters. Despite 
the fact that it’s fantasy, real life provides much 

of the inspiration behind my writing.’ 

Guest post ~ writing Altaica, Book 1 in 
Chronicles of Altaica, by Tracy M. Joyce

tonyriches.blogspot.co.uk/2014/08/ 
guest-post-writing-altaica-book-1-in.html

‘The world of Altaica combines my love of 
horses, history and archery into a world of my 

own creation. I have “cherry picked” much 
from various histories, folk lore and myth in 

my world creation.’

Book Enticed  
– Author Highlight: Tracy M. Joyce
bookenticed.tumblr.com/post/101268339079/

review-altaica-by-tracy-m-joyce

‘... readers seem to see the world building 
of Altaica as unique ... It seems that this 

combination resonates with many people from 
different cultures and on many different levels.’

‘There are plans for four more books in The 
Chronicles of Altaica. The next book completes 
a duology dealing with Altaica’s current main 
protagonist—Isaura. A following duology is 

planned, which takes place approx. 20 years after 
the first one. However there will be a standalone 

book in between.’

‘Behind the Words’ TV interview with 
Tracy M Joyce, Continuum 2014
www.youtube.com/watch?v=tTx_DsgbVx0

Broadcast on Channel 31, 22 September 2014



Excerpt from Altaica
~ Chapter One ~

ISAURA HAD TAKEN a chance coming here. She 
desperately hoped that she had not made the wrong 
choice by giving in to her curiosity. Time was precious 
and although she started out early, she had yet to make 
it home. She kept up a brisk pace and negotiated the 
steep, increasingly rocky, goat path up Mt Majula. Isaura 
wove between tall pines, her lithe frame moving quietly 
and fl uidly from their shadows into the patches of early 
morning sunlight that dotted the path. She paused when 
the track wended its way down an overgrown ridge. 
Drawing a deep breath, Isaura left  the path and began 
scrambling nimbly up the ridge among the large rocks. 
Th e trees grew steadily more sparse and spindly as she 
climbed. Th e air was bracing, reddening even her tanned 
cheeks; her breath became laboured as the way grew 
more arduous.

Her pace had slowed, yet, driven by dread, she surged 
up the last section of her climb. At the base of an enor-
mous fl at boulder, she bent over with her hands on her 
knees to catch her breath. Straightening, she looked with 
determination at the lip of the rock just above her. Isaura 
jumped, latching onto the rock edge with her fi ngers. 
She scrabbled for purchase with her boots, levered her-
self up and dragged her body onto its fl at top. She loved 
this spot; it was her refuge, but aft er today she would 
no longer have it. She knew there was no time to think 
like that; besides there was so much about life here she 
wouldn’t miss. 

Walking to the other side of the rock, she surveyed 
the wide plains below her. Th ey’re already here! Stretched 
out along the plains, a vast column of Zaragarian troops 

marched toward her with row upon row of cavalry, 
foot soldiers, siege weapons and wagons. Devastation 
lay in their wake. From her perch, Isaura could see the 
huge pillar of grimy, sooty clouds that billowed above 
the burning market town of Santente. Smaller spires of 
smoke and blackened land pockmarked the rest of the 
plain, as if some malignancy had infected it. 

Isaura was mesmerised by the orderly march of this 
enormous army and fancied she could hear the rhyth-
mic pounding of boots as they fl attened the land beneath 
them. Her eyes were drawn to the smoke and the pall 
that hung over the horizon. Th e contrast between the 
chaos they had infl icted and the regimented order and 
discipline of the army sickened, fascinated and terrifi ed 
her—this was an immense, relentless, ruthless machine. 

Zaragaria, a desert country with few fertile tracts of 
land, lay in the west. For generations the warlike tribes 
there had feuded amongst themselves, posing no threat 
to the rest of the land. Th ey were looked upon as a rabble 
of inferior savages. However, Aitor I, the great grandfa-
ther of the current Zaragarian Emperor, had united them 
with promises of riches and freedom from the harsh life 
of their desert home. No longer a rabble, they conquered 
their neighbours. Word of their brutality spread. Th eir 
need for land was satisfi ed but Aitor’s need for power 
was not. Steadily they increased their infl uence, con-
quering more countries through war, politically astute 
marriages or murder. Arunabejar stood in their way and, 
while lacking in mineral resources, it was fertile farming 
land—perfect for supplying an army. It was a food bowl 
and a gateway to those few remaining lands the Zaragaria 
had not yet conquered. With a relatively small army, it 
never stood a chance.

Isaura had never prayed. Th ere were too many reli-
gions and so many gods now, each claiming theirs was 

the true way, that 
she thought them all 
ridiculous. To whom 
would she pray, even 
if any of them were 
real? Now, however, 
as a wave of dread and 
nausea settled in her 
stomach, she thought 
perhaps if ever there 
was a time for a prayer, 
then this was it. 

‘Majula, you and 
Araceli are the oldest gods; the father and mother of all. 
My friends keep to the old religion, they pray to you. 
Keep them safe.’ She stared at the host arrayed in the 
distance below her. ‘Please keep them safe. Give me the 
skills to help them.’ A zephyr curled around her, brush-
ing her face gently, then was gone.

Anxious to leave, she spun around to lower herself 
from the boulder. As she did she was distracted by a 
distant glint. Th e river snaked through Laguta, on their 
border, through the plains and forests of Arunabejar 
to the sea. She stared hard, squinting, wishing to see it 
again to be sure. ‘No. Surely not? Damn it! Th ey’re on the 
river too.’ Dismayed, her thoughts raced to the old river 
barge she was to sail to rendezvous with her friends in 
order to escape. Panicking, Isaura leapt from her lookout 
and scrambled down the slope at a frantic pace. Her feet 
slipped and she skidded on her backside onto the narrow 
goat trail, dislodging stones and sending them careening 
down the hillside. She leapt up and pounded along the 
trail, her earlier fatigue vanishing in the face of her fear.

As she descended, the trees allowed only speck-
led patches of early morning light to penetrate the 



canopy. Isaura paused, breathing deeply, one hand 
braced against a tree trunk, her lungs and throat afire. 
Something whizzed past her face. She spun around just 
as an arrow lodged in the tree next to her. Oh shit! Scouts. 
Please, get me out of this. Think, girl. Isaura surged for-
ward, reserves of energy she was unaware she possessed 
renewing her flight. 

As she fled, a voice called out. ‘C’mon, I told you 
someone was up there. Those rocks didn’t tumble down 
for no reason. Get her!’

Her blind panic subsided as she ran; Isaura was assess-
ing, planning. She knew at least two were behind her. A 
branch snapped somewhere to her left. There’s another! 
Come on, Isa. You know this place, they don’t—think! Not 
following any obvious path, she ducked, weaved, and 
leapt through the vegetation hoping to lose them. Isaura 
heard them cursing as they tripped over fallen branches, 
which she had jumped, in the dim light. A smile crept 
across her face, but vanished quickly as she realised that 
those behind still dogged her. There were no further 
noises to her left, yet her instincts told her the scout was 
still there.

Veering to the right, she connected with a clear, 
well-travelled animal path. She heard the two behind 
her stumble onto the clearer path. 

‘We have her now!’ More footfalls joined theirs in the 
pursuit. The narrow trail continued downhill amongst a 
multitude of tall tree ferns, whose fronds arched over the 
path, reducing the light even further. It angled around 
a steep slope littered with generations of fallen debris, 
forcing her pursuers to keep to the trail.

Finding another burst of speed, she put as much dis-
tance between herself and the enemy as she could, before 
she rounded a bend and the path widened. Isaura peered 
at the left side of the path. A mammoth tree trunk lay 

half buried on the outer limit of the path. Over the years 
more ferns had grown on and around it. Gingerly, strug-
gling to stop her hands shaking, she parted the fronds 
of a large fern, revealing a dark hole between the trunk 
and the track, whose entrance was narrower than she 
remembered. 

Shit! Please fit, please fit, please … 
Heart pounding, Isaura carefully lowered herself into 

the hole, trying not to break any fronds as she passed. 
She cursed as she felt more dirt crumble away around 
her. She wedged herself under the tree trunk, concealed 
by the overhang it created. Precariously balanced and 
clinging tenaciously to a tree root, she struggled to 
maintain firm footing. Peering down, Isaura was grate-
ful that the dirt she had dislodged had not cascaded far 
down the slope. Would they see it? The wait for her pur-
suers seemed interminable. Where are they? The forest 
was quiet—waiting. The temptation to look gnawed at 
her. Isaura heard the soft scuff of a boot—close. They 
were right above her. Barely breathing, she fervently 
hoped the now wider hole remained concealed. She 
began to sweat and her hands felt slippery on the tree 

root. Teeth gritted, she prayed, Please. Gods, please … 
A terrified squeal nearly slipped from her as guttural 
voices sounded overhead.

‘We’ve lost her.’
‘We can’t have …’
‘She was running like a rabbit, she’s probably ahead of 

us somewhere.’
‘This is a waste of time. It’s just a girl …’
‘She could be a scout.’
‘Did she look like a bloody scout?’
‘What was she doing out here then?’
There was a pause, as if they were waiting for instruc-

tions. The silence stretched. Isaura waited. Finally, a 
harsh voice said, ‘Enough. We’ve orders. We’ll head back 
to the others. Follow this path for a bit. If my instincts 
are right we’re not far from the forest road anyway. If 
you see her, then you can have your fun.’ 

She did not hear them leave. Isaura’s heart was pound-
ing. Her instincts screamed, Don’t move. It’s a trick. She 
waited until the forest noises began to return; only then 
did she leave her cover and head for home, praying she 
was not too late.



Excerpt from Asena 
Blessed
~ Chapter One ~

ISAURA SHOOK UNCONTROLLABLY; goose bumps 
prickled her skin, her teeth chattered loudly. Mem-
ories fl ashed back to her. Th e Lady, the wolves  … no, 
the Asena  … and the old woman, Pio and his music. 
Th e fragments became whole. Th ey had pulled her from 
her home, from oblivion. I suppose I should be grateful. 
Gods, where am I? Th e noise—everything was so loud. 
She curled on her side. Enough! Make it all stop!

A quiet voice spoke to her. Strong arms held her. Aft er 
being unable to touch anything for so long, of thinking 
she would never be able to feel or hear anyone else, she 
was overwhelmed with emotion, with gratitude. His 
voice was so calm, so soothing. Safe.

Karan held a water skin to Isaura’s lips. She tried to 
hold it but fumbled. He tipped it slowly and she sipped 
at the water, too weak to do little else. 

‘Th at’s it, but not too much now,’ he said soft ly as he 
withdrew the fl ask. 

What’s he saying? I can’t understand. She tried to open 
her eyes, blinking furiously in the dull morning light. 
He pulled the hood of the cloak forward to shelter her 
face.

‘Th ank you,’ Isaura murmured. Her throat burned. 
Gradually she opened her eyes and smiled gratefully at 
the man who held her. 

Karan drew a sharp intake of breath. Her eyes were a 
deep green, but fl ecked with a glowing vibrant blue that 
also rimmed her iris. Th e same blue as eyes of the Asena.

Isaura instantly liked this face before her. Deep set, 

dark brown eyes scrutinised her from under prominent 
eyebrows. His face was framed by wavy dark hair; two 
curls strayed across his forehead. He had a close-cropped 
beard and a hawkish nose. Don’t let me go. He frowned; 
his face appeared tough and ruthless. Inexplicably, she 
felt hurt—as if somehow she had failed to measure up. 
He must have noticed her confusion, because he quickly 
smiled, transforming his face. Laughter lines crinkled 
around the edge of his eyes and she envisioned a man 
who could be strong, kind and … Gods girl, get hold of 
yourself! 

Cowering against him she tried to take in her sur-
roundings. A circle of people? Weapons? A forest clear-
ing? Autumn leaves—red and yellow against the fog. 
Asena. My friends—they’re meant to be here. Th e Lady 
said they were here. Frantically she craned her neck 
searching for them. Th ere! Gabi, Jaime, Curro … Elena. 
Ugh, some things don’t change. 

A cry of anguish reached her. Lucia? Moving bodies 
blurred past her—one of them mountainous. Nic? Isaura 
struggled against the arms holding her, but soon gave 
up. She could barely speak, let alone break free. 

Lucia and Nicanor scudded to a halt beside Pio. He 
lay curled on the ground, with his arm over the neck of 
the Asena and his face partially buried in its ruff . 

‘Pio?’ Lucia asked worriedly as she shook him gently.
‘He merely sleeps,’ Asha said in a soft  voice. 
Lucia scowled, unable to understand her and angry 

that her son seemed to have been put at risk by the 
strange ritual. She looked with distaste at his fl ute lying 
on the ground. Magic. Pio had used magic. Nausea rolled 
through her. 

‘Ma …’ Pio grumbled. ‘It’s too early to get up. Let me 
sleep.’

Lucia caressed his brow. ‘All right, sweeting, you sleep.’ 

Th e Asena’s fur brushed 
her arm. Lucia stiff ened, 
her breath caught in her 
throat, yet the creature lay 
placidly beside Pio. 

Isaura stirred in Karan’s 
arms. In a hoarse whisper 
she asked, ‘Pio? What’s 
wrong? Is he all right?’ 

Karan sensed her con-
sternation and weakness. 
He guarded her as if she 
was precious and fragile. 
‘Ssh, Bright One, ssh. All is well.’

‘Lucia?’ Isaura called out plaintively.
‘Isaura, Pio is well. Rest.’ Lucia darted a fearful look 

at Karan and the two Asena who surrounded Isaura. 
Isaura nodded and relaxed again into Karan’s embrace.

‘Umniga, are you with us?’ Karan asked soft ly. She did 
not reply. ‘Umniga?’ She had collapsed aft er the Ritual 
of Samara. Still in the position she had held in the circle 
of Kenati, she lay spread-eagled on her back. He nudged 
her with his foot. 

‘Must you do that? I’m bone weary. How is the girl?’ 
she asked. 

‘Overwhelmed, weak.’
‘Th e Asena?’
‘Only three remain. Th ese two and the one with the 

boy.’
Asha and the other Kenati converged on Umniga and 

Karan. Th ey helped Umniga sit up and began talking at 
once. 

‘You’re all right!’
‘Th ank the gods.’
‘It worked.’



‘Of course it worked!’ Umniga snapped.
Karan quirked his brow at this. ‘Without the Asena 

you would have been lost.’ 
Isaura moaned and held her hands over her ears. She 

tried to burrow deeper into Karan’s arms to escape the 
onslaught of the sudden babble. 

‘Quiet, all of you!’ he commanded in a harsh whisper. 
They fell silent, chastened at the sight of Isaura’s cringing 
form.

‘Karan,’ Umniga said softly. ‘We should examine her.’
‘No. Leave her be. She’s been through enough. You 

will have time with her later, when she is stronger.’ He 
rose and strode back to the camp with Isaura in his arms.

k

Baldev’s eyes watered in the smoke that lingered low 
from the burning of the bridge and the fort. Sweat and 
grime covered his face while blood covered his armour. 
The smutty tang of the air coated his nose and when he 
wiped his face he tasted the bloody taint on his hands. 
Cries and groans of wounded men carried through the 
polluted air; injured horses squealed nearby. The road-
way that led to the former bridge was barricaded. Their 
own partially built palisade could now be finished and 
improved upon without threat. 

He summoned his captain. ‘Send a rider to Gopin-
dar for reinforcements. Get word to Captain Javal at the 
northern-most watchtower on the Falcontine that the 
northern patrols will need to be stepped up. We need 
to get a move on finishing those last watchtowers and 
beacon fires.’ He jerked his head to indicate the palisade. 
‘Eventually I want this transformed from a palisade to a 
fort; one day to a citadel.’ 

The captain nodded hurriedly. 

‘Start construction on bridge towers and a bloody 
great gate behind those barricades. They’ll provide a 
good vantage point over the bridge foundations and 
lookout. Keep the enemy from rebuilding the bridge. 
Get the walls closest to the river rendered quickly to 
reduce fire risk. One day we’ll replace that bridge and I 
want something more permanent than these barricades 
barring the way. Go, see to it.’ 

Baldev wandered over to the picketed horses to check 
on their injuries. ‘How goes it?’ he asked an old warrior 
who was stitching a long cut that ran directly along the 
underside of a horse’s belly. 

‘Not as bad as I’d expect. This one’s lucky, stitch it up 
and salve it; it’ll heal in no time. There’s a few with ’em 
bastards’ arras stickin’ out of ’em that won’t be much 
good for anythin’ for a while. But most will recover. 
Bloody lucky really.’

‘Can you care for them here?’
A thoughtful look crossed the wizened face. ‘Yep, if 

our medical kits get resupplied. Between the ’orses and 
the men, there’ll be bugger all left.’

Baldev nodded. ‘You will.’ A squeal caught his attention 

and he spied a horse with an arrow protruding from its 
rump. 

One man stood at its head, another at its rear, calm-
ing the animal. A woman picked up its hoof, bent its 
foreleg tightly, and pressed her fingers into its chest. 
The horse lowered itself to the ground and they rapidly 
restrained it. 

Baldev slowed as he approached them. ‘Well done,’ he 
said softly. ‘I thought you’d have trouble.’

One of the warriors knelt beside the horse, talking to 
him quietly while he covered its eyes with his cloak; oth-
ers held the leg ropes tautly. The youngest, a teenager, 
sat at the horse’s rump with his med kit beside him. He 
stared anxiously at the arrow.

Baldev put his hand on his shoulder. ‘He’s yours?’ 
The boy nodded, pale and sweating. 
‘Just do as I say, yes?’ 
He looked gratefully at Baldev. 
‘You can’t pull it straight out. You will have to make a 

wider cut next to it and then you will be able to work it 
out.’ Baldev smiled encouragingly. ‘That’s it, well done … 
a bit more, it’s deep …’
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