Excerpts From Role Playing Endeavours
By Matt Hayward
Introduction
Writing is one of my many passions and I've been writing fiction as a hobby since the age of nine. From my main subject matter of Fantasy to make-believe journals, I've always had a penchant for creating worlds and people from imagination. This hobby led me in recent years to discover another great past-time: Role Playing.
Role Playing is essentially group creative writing. Several writers band together and write a story, each 'player' as they are referred to, takes control of a single character. Building a world and plot in a group is a heavily social activity that has created many friendships, results in endless chatter and takes up a large proportion of each day. Not only that, Role Playing provides an opportunity to involve yourself in a diverse world of writing styles. First Person, Third Person, Past Tense, Present Tense, a multitude of different writing preferences and it all adds up to a vibrant collage of variation that keeps you hooked. Each Role Play acts as a surprise: You never quite know what mixture you're going to make with other writers.
This is a small anthology of forum posts (where I do most of my Role Play writing) from various Role Plays and a few different communities. The purpose is to not only leave an impression of the variety of Role Play but as a journey in to my own development, demonstrating just how much my writing has improved since I began Role Playing in late 2006. There is an interesting evolution of writing style and quality that when collecting the various excerpts I was pleasantly surprised.
Now, on to the actual pieces of writing...
NB: Besides correcting typographical and spelling errors, and some presentational changes, all pieces of writing are identical to the original forum posts.
***
Knight On The Run
This piece was written in December 2006 and was actually a response to a writing prompt. An exercise ran by another writer, she provided two words that needed to be included within a Role Play-style piece of writing. For this, the words were 'goldfish' and 'tree.' One of my earlier Role Play posts, it was a challenge to keep focus on only the one character. The writing prompt exercise that ran monthly was a great help in developing my writing as each entry was given useful feedback.
The tall knight, dressed in the black armour of his Order, sat down near a large oak tree, the massive trunk would ensure no attack from behind, and he could see clearly enough, thanks to the shade the branches of the ancient tree created, protecting his pale green eyes from the blinding mid day sun.
His large helmet was placed on the ground beside him, the white plume, made from three feathers taken from the wing of a swan, was stained and carried several flecks of blood. With his helmet removed, the long, curly hair of the knight loosed around his shoulder. Also looking matted and dirty, his face carried the signs of a man living in woods for too long.
"I hope they decide to rest tonight," he thought to himself, "I have been chased for too long, and could do with a rest." He had been chased for nearly two weeks now, in the endless forest, the large, heavy built trolls never giving him respite for that entire time, he had run almost constantly.
The large pack of twenty trolls seemed never to tire as they continued their pursuit endlessly. However, the large knight was growing tired, and his armour was beginning to dull, the polish fading from the surface of the heavy metal structure.
As he sat near the tree, he watched as his large, black war horse drank from the river, envious that the horse could drink from that source of water when he could not. The water in this forest being unfit for humans, he dared not partake, even as his steed rehydrated itself.
No food was to be found in these woods, for only poisonous berries and the large trees, bearing no fruit in the height of summer, were the only things to grow there.
Looking at his steed, he spoke to the animal, "I know nothing swims in those waters, friend, but if you find anything, even the smallest goldfish, please bring it to me." As he finished those words, he silently cursed himself, "You fool, speaking out loud in this momentary respite, the damn trolls will bloody hear you."
Sure enough, as he spoke those words, from a distance he heard the sound of great bellowing horns, signalling that the trolls were once moving towards him, sounding after sounding, the pack communicating, preparing to hunt him once more.
Standing quickly, he placed his helmet upon his head once more, and lowering the visor he hid his face. Then, letting out a small, short whistle, he ran towards his steed, the horse looking up at the sound. The head of the horse rose just as the knight jumped onto the saddle.
Kicking the sides of the horse as he drew the reins to spin the animal around, the knight spoke quietly as he lowered himself on the horse's neck, "Sorry, friend, we must run once more." And with that, he brought the horse to a gallop, running through the forest, the knight hoped that he would not have to contend with the trolls and that the distance between them would mean he would stay ahead.
"Damn these trolls," his voice was bitter inside his head. Bitterness towards the forsaken creatures who hunted him. Bitterness at his own foolishness for entering the forest in the first place.
***
A Final Effort
This was written in June 2007 as a prompt in itself. Part of a lesson for a Role Play Academy I ran for a while that was intended to help younger, less experienced writers improve their writing. This was the 'scene setter' for the other person to respond to. My intention was to help the other writer develop a sense of feeling to a scene. I'd gone for despair and desperation in this piece and looking back at the long-forgotten post I think I succeeded in doing so.
The world seemed to be ablaze. Orange and red flickered wildly as fire filled the vision of the man known as Aram. Wild shadows danced across the streets of the village. The cracking of wood and structures filled the air along with thick, almost black smoke. Heat overbearing made sweat pour down his face in a torrent that served to blur his vision even further than the smoke did.
Cries and moans could be heard from within the wooden buildings of the small village, but Aram was more than aware that there was nothing he could do to help those who had been trapped within their thatch roofed houses. All he could do was try to help the ones who had somehow managed to escape. There were others who had also managed to survive in such a way that they could help in the search. Most, however, were either dead, or dying; beyond hope of healing.
"Aram! Have you found anyone yet?" The gruff voice bellowed behind Aram, deep and concerned. Aram turned to look towards the friend he knew was approaching. Aram and Grend had known each other for well over fifty years, and were closest friends. Aram slowly shook his head grimly, a single tear falling down his face. Worry racked his soul, he was not sure what had caused this instant storm of flames, but he was almost certain he had felt a single flicker of magic the instant before it seemed hell had been unleashed upon this peaceful village.
"No, Grend, I haven't. Is anyone alive, or not going to die in the next hour or two?" Exasperation was clear in his voice. Exasperation and fear. Sadness. He wished he could do something more than futilely search for survivors.
The man, six feet eight inches tall, smooth shaven face, features also smooth, but showing strength; covered in the black of smoke, pressed out with his mind, not caring for the slight aura that he know would cover his slender form like a nimbus. Outwards he searched, hoping he would be able to sense a strong enough life force.
There! There was one! None other, sadly, but one life saved would be much better than none. Aram focused on that signal of life, that beacon of hope, and found the exact location."Quick! Grend, follow me!" The musical, powerful voice seemed to have lost the despair portrayed only a few moments prior. Suiting his own words, Aram began to run with great pace, the long, once white, dirtied robe of one piece seemed to blow around his ankles as he ran. Grend followed as well, although he was in no way as fast as Aram.
Watching the man in front of him run, the long white hair seeming to dance to the backdrop of flames, Grend wiped sweat from his forehead. He made no comment on the nimbus that had appeared round his friend, nor how he had known where this person was; Grend had known for a long time about the truth of Aram, although many in the village did not know.
“Are you okay?” Aram looked down now at the person laid upon the floor, having reached them in only a few moments. It was so hot! And so near to the flames that encompassed what was once the house of the mayor. Aram could feel the heat begin to burn his skin, but knew he had to do more yet. As sweat continued to pour, much like a waterfall now from his chin, he looked back at Grend. "Gather the others. I'm sorry, this is all we have now." He then turned his emerald eyed attention back to the person laid upon the floor, awaiting a response, if indeed any would come.
***
A Journey
Another Role Play Academy lesson starter, written in July 2007. The other writer was entirely new to writing outside of school, so also rather young, as such my scene here is purposefully vague and open ended. My intention was to simply give a setting and some explanation of my character.
The luscious greens of the panoramic view brought a smile onto the face of Ja'rech. Standing atop a steep hill, azure optics gazed down upon the deep, wide valley, noting each individual shade of his most favoured hue. The grass, light, all the blades drifting to one side in perfect unison as a slight wind blew throughout the near silent valley. Darker greens, bushels, copses of trees, scattered seemingly randomly. The few clouds in the pale blue sky added to the collage of colour with slight shadows.
The valley had been his home for many, many years, and now, having made the decision to depart such a tranquil place, Ja'rech felt tinges of sadness. He knew, however, that the decision he had made was the correct one, and he would stand loyal to that decision. Leaving for good, never to return.
Turning his back now to the beautiful, picturesque view of his old home, the man began to walk away. Ja'rech was what some people would consider tall, standing at six foot two inches in height. With a steady pace did he begin to increase the distance from his home, walking down a shallow slope, approaching the more commonly travelled grasslands of Meldia. It was, however, a considerable distance to those grasslands, and the road that would lead Ja'rech to his intended destination.
So it was, three days travel on foot before reaching the road. A tough journey, Ja'rech rose with the sun, setting off after a quick breakfast of berries that he had picked the previous night, always fresh. A pace that was not enough to push the calm, mainly solitary man to such a level that he was overtly tired, but far from a gentle stroll, was maintained until hour the sun reached its peak, where Ja'rech would stop, hunt for a rabbit and eat. And again, the relentlessly consistent pace continued until nightfall.
Such was the nature of Ja'rech. Consistent. Dedicated. Determined.
It mattered little to Ja'rech that the long, single piece robe that covered his slim, compactly muscled form now looked comparable to the attire of a man who was more used to being sat upon the cobbles of the inner cities asking for loose coppers; rather than the robe of a monk, as it had done on Ja'rech's departure from the valley that had been his home for countless years.
Upon reaching the road, Ja'rech grimaced. He had expected the road would be busy, many people available to ask for direction. For, although knowing the name of the city he needed to visit, he was ignorant as to the actual location of the place. Reaching the road from his southward journey, Ja'rech saw it travelled almost perfectly east to west. Luck, it seemed, would have to be with him, as he chose one of the two options and began to walk along the road towards the west.
Supposedly well used, the road seemed to be entirely constructed of compacted dirt, obviously from countless ages of people, horses, carts and carriages travelling its length. The footing was sure, a slight leaning in this particular stretch downwards to Ja'rech's left side made him wonder if the road was totally suitable for carriages and the like. Not that, of course, it mattered to the lone figure of the one time hermit.
Several hours passed, a slow pace maintained, and still no sign of living people traversing this road. The heavy, slightly curved dagger at the left hip, attached to a wide belt of leather would be slipped into the folds of material under the flowing robe that covered the form of Ja'rech. He was sure that he did not want to come across as a threat to any who he would meet, so concealment of his hunting weapon would be the wisest option now he was more likely to encounter another human.
As he travelled, ever onwards, unrelenting, not truly caring that no one was on the road; eventually he would meet someone, the wind had picked up its pace, and was blowing dark brown, almost black, hair about his shoulders. Not entirely unpleasant, the wind was warm, caressing. Certainly, with the sun just past its peak, the day was good.
It was then, perhaps a full four hours after reaching the road that, in the distance, Ja'rech saw the figure of a person travelling towards him. Fantastic! He would get confirmation now about the direction he was travelling in. His steady pace never changed, and as the stranger came closer, it was noticeable that, despite the ragged attire, Ja'rech permeated, quite unknowingly, from his form, an air of regality.
***
His Rightful Place
This was written in February 2008 and is an amalgamation of three writing prompts as I had been unable to get online for an extended period of time. This is an especial favourite of mine as it involves part of an extensive background for my primary Role Playing character - Saladin Akara. Not only is this one of my favourite pieces, it also was one I really enjoyed writing.
A chill, brisk gust of wind flew through the ancient building. Many had seen their lives through in this place, the Guild of Warriors had built this a long time ago, the years now innumerable in their distance. The building was of stone and the architecture was masterful, as was all the craftsmanship in this world.
Through the corridors on the outer edge of the institute did the wind travel, rushing past many people, sending shivers along the skin and causing goose-bumps to raise, individual hairs standing fully erect for an instant.
Indeed, this building served as an institute, the Academy of the Warrior's Guild. It had raised many mighty Warriors, brought many leaders to the world. Vast was the structure, housing no less than twenty thousand at once, at times this number even doubled.
Yet, within the walls of this Academy were dorms for accommodation of those still learning, barracks for active Warriors, training grounds, lecture halls for the finer points of combat - tactics and stratagem. All these created almost a world all of its own, separate to the rest of the vast and great land upon which the Academy was engulfed.
The chill wind came to hit a relatively young man, causing a shiver to travel down his spine in a sudden pulse. Luckily for him the wind had passed him, for the shiver was also caused by anticipation of what was to come. The many years he had spent in this place had all been to reach this one point, to regain honour for his family's name.
Akara, the legendary Warriors of lore had lost their honour and a curse had they been given for their failings. This young man intended to remove the shame, if not the curse as well. Yes, he was shivering in anticipation.
It was today, and as he walked the corridors, surrounded by a square of guards, two at his rear, the same number directly in front of him and to either side, they boxed him in as protection. Many would not hesitate killing an Akara, but an Akara taking a position of power would bring even less guilt. Or at least that was the thoughts of many.
As he walked, two feet of space given to him, he smiled, even as that chill wind blew his silver hair behind him into an intricate dance, flowing and serene in its movements. Sinuous lips of palest crimson curled upwards as the smile adorned his smooth features.
Indeed, the hair of the man danced behind him. His smooth, straight hair, falling to his thighs, had been the object of much ridicule. It was natural for Warrior's to have curly, rough blonde hair. The beauty with which the silver locks of this young man sat and even danced in the wind, the pale lights of lanterns catching in the dark against those strands, making them seem to be alight of their own accord. As is always the case, the ridicule existed only to hide deep envy.
Although his pace was somewhat forced by those guarding him, he was at ease, his manner regal, his poise befitting one of even higher power than he was about to receive. This six foot seven inches tall man walked with a grace that seemed unnatural for one of such a muscular build. The man was beyond lithe, his muscles, solid and well trained seemed to bulge through his attire, making his natural grace, comparable to that of a cat, seemingly unnatural.
The walk through the establishment was a long one, and even now, after half an hour or so of walking, they had a long way to go in order to reach their destination. Strolling with his poise, back straight, held high and perfectly still, as he had always been taught to walk, his mind drifted.
Turning one corner brought the man and his guards to pass the main training yard. Open planned and vast, it was possible to have two thousand at once going through various sword forms with sufficient space to ensure no danger to other occupants of that vast area.
He remembered the many years he had spent on that yard, in weather both pleasant and not. Whether in blistering heat, or freezing snow, he had allocated for himself several hours a day more than was required to be in the main yard. His many teachers were strict, as was expected.
Movements, tiny, seeming almost insignificant were sometimes forced to be repeated hundreds of time a day, in order to achieve the mastery which had entitled the man to the position he would today attain. At this point, those minuscule movements of fingers, legs, arms, his entire body came without thought and with the precision of a master craftsman.
Yes, that was what described him best, a craftsman. His craft was war and battle. Even in the early years of his schooling in the craft, he had showed potential and skill beyond most his age, and some older than him. And now the many works of this young craftsman would be rewarded, much like a painter having his works placed in the Museum at the Capital.
Walking past the main gates brought memories of the many times he had passed through them, even when he would normally have to keep within the grounds of the school. He had also been born with the powers of a Sorcerer, and because of this he was allowed to study that craft also. He had been given a position of power within the Guild of Sorcerers, but it was this position that meant the most to him. He had always aimed for this position, even from being a small child.
He knew that, as he passed the area in which the Generals resided, it would not be long until he would be bestowed the power and respect he had striven for since before his memory allowed him to recall.
That area was ornate, tapestries on the walls depicting scenes of battle and strangely enough, scenes of tranquillity. Niches that had been designed into the walls of perfectly worked stone, held various artefacts, vases, ancient helmets of some now unknown metal, sculptures, and busts. All seemed to give the feeling that the Generals were almost considered royalty, which would be truthful to say, in fact.
Walking past the darkly varnished doors of heavy, solid oak, those feelings of anticipation returned as he began to ensure he was prepared aesthetically, he began by feeling his face, ensuring all of the hair had been removed, which indeed it had, his face smooth, although he was beginning to see when looking in a mirror his features beginning to gain the almost carved look his father's face had.
Ensuring his face was smooth; he turned his attention to his attire. The official ceremonial garb of the Guild wrapped around his frame in all its glory. It seemed that around this young man's figure, the very epitome of the Guild was personified. Although slightly loose, it still appeared that his muscles bulged through the silken material. Not only the muscles on his arms, but those also surrounding his legs and back, shoulders, and chest, all seemed to be of magnificent size.
Pure white was that attire, and the best way to describe it is as though it was a Mandarin Suit, the toggles and hem line all were of golden thread. The trousers too were white, the insignia of the Akara family sewn into the thigh of the sinistral leg. Flowing to his ankles also, was a cape of the same, smooth material, held across his shoulders by a beautifully woven cord made of the same golden thread, only weaved over and over into intricate twists. Upon his feet were soft, thin soled shoes, the material cloth, not leather, the soles giving just the required amount of support needed in a duel, they were plain, the soles a very light grey, and uppers a plain white, no gold was to be seen on the footwear.
Indeed, the man was beautiful in his attire, his silver hair flowing to his thighs, cape to his ankles dressed in perfect white with accents of golden thread. Some would say that the only non-ornamental piece he wore destroyed that look of beauty; most would say it enhanced it. Or at least those who could appreciate beauty in all its forms.
At his left hip was carried a sword. Many believed that instruments of death could not be considered beautiful, and it is true that the sword has no other purpose than to kill, or seriously damage, another human being. However, the weapon at the young man's waist was, in truth, a beautiful piece of art.
Long and slightly curved was the sword, nearing six feet in total length, the perfectly crafted, yet plainly designed blade of polished and folded steel was hidden in its scabbard. The scabbard was the only black piece upon him, and coated in leather, it had been moulded to fit the shape of the blade perfectly, ensuring perfect grip whilst in the scabbard and swiftest drawing when the sword was required.
The leather scabbard was designed intricately with what appeared to be tribal markings, all smooth lines, curves and swirls, not a single straight line was to be seen in the design of the scabbard.
Despite the intricacy of the scabbard, much the envy of many Warriors, to those who appreciated true craftsmanship, it was the hilt that attracted attention.
Golden, it was stylised as a dragon, scales of the dragon running along the two and half handed length of the hilt, providing perfect grip in battle, those scales were often seen reflecting the light of the sun or moon. As was the dragon's head that served as the pommel of the sword, mouth slightly open, its head was crafted to perfect skill, the eyes, teeth, and every detail intricate and precise, giving the true feeling the hilt was indeed a dragon frozen in gold at the will of this man. The tsuba, although only a plainly designed elliptical piece of golden metal, was a thing of perfect craftsmanship, that was evident to anyone.
That was the Warrior's Guild, or at least those at the higher ranks, beautiful and at the same time, lethal and efficient. And this young man portrayed it well.
Now it was time, he was ready, his attire and blade placed precisely, he was ready, all he needed to do was push down the anticipation that was filling his soul and mind. Using ancient techniques taught to him by his mother, he continued to walk as he pushed that feeling down, deep into his being until he was unaware of its very existence. Now he was truly ready.
The men around him stopped, the two in front stepping to the side to reveal a heavy oaken door upon which was etched the symbol for the Guild of Warriors. Stepping forward, the young man pushed on the heavy door, following the movement as he entered the room, his manner still speaking of regality.
What he saw was amazing, much more than he had expected. The room was dark, no; it was black, all except for the very centre of the large room. Having never been here, he could not tell how large the room was, but the single spot of light seemed to suit being in the middle. In that spot, a single shaft of light shone down upon a chair, high-backed; it looked comfortable. But it was not the apparent comfort of the chair that made the silver haired man gaze in awe.
Indeed not, his eyes of luminous sapphire glowed brightly, a characteristic of his dealings with magic, showed awe in sight of the chair that would be his seat with those ranked highest in the Guild. And the seat very much looked the part. It was of a red crystal, and as the light shone upon it, the rays seemed to penetrate only to be kept their, as though mirrors kept the beams of light bouncing around within the chair.
It was the effect of this seeming hunger for light from the chair that made his eyes grow wide in pure admiration, for as the light continued to shine down on the chair from beyond the ceiling, perhaps it was the sun? He didn't know. All he knew was that with the light endlessly bouncing off the internal mirrors of that red chair of crystal, it looked like a seat of fire.
"Take your seat Saladin Akara; you are welcomed into the Guild Council of Warriors as the Twelfth Seat in our Council." The words seemed to boom from everywhere at once as Saladin entered the dark room. He knew what he must do, and being guided by the light, he walked slowly towards the chair of fire, keeping his manner regal and with an air of superiority that he forced to stay in place, the anticipation filling him once more.
As he reached the seat, he observed it for a matter of seconds before tuning around, his back now to the chair. Taking a final step backwards, he then lowered himself onto the seat, as he did, it seemed almost as though the chair changed its composition in order to make itself fit perfectly around the form of Saladin.
Indeed the chair was comfortable, more than comfortable in fact. As the shifting beneath Saladin ceased, leaving him comfortable, it was as though the room took it as a signal, and the light slowly returned, from everywhere the light came, to leave the room in a state of brightness similar to daylight.
Revealed were the other twelve members of the Council, including the Spokesman for the Council. All men looked at Saladin, their eyes actually showing admiration, almost as though they were shocked that one so young found had found his way into the most elite and powerful of the Guild.
In comparison, Saladin looked at the thirteen men with eyes showing he considered each of them equals now. It had been his forefathers and their allies that had built this Academy to what it was now; he had now reclaimed what was rightfully his through birthright.
Although, running through his soul was admiration, not for the others in the room, but for his fathers, the one who had surely designed this most beautiful room and the chair of fire.
Relaxing in his seat, he closed his eyes momentarily, sighing softly.
***
A teacher? Really?
A comedy piece written also in February of 2008, it was an introduction to my character, Hawk. This Role Play was a comedic parody of Japanese Anime based in High Schools. Generally, such animes are ridiculously silly often to the point of tedium. I think I achieved such a feeling here - It's the most ridiculous piece of writing I've ever done!
With a hand rolled cigarette hanging from his lips, the smoke rising towards the ceiling, Hawk lounged in a comfortable seat within the Staff Lounge, nodding his head to the music playing into his ears. At full volume, the collection of classic heavy metal filled the office of the mainly rigid staff at Nottori High School.
His head being thrown back and forth at the onset of some shredding guitar, the black clad man could not help but grab his own guitar, wailing out, even louder than he would otherwise have done, having the music blasting into his ears. "Guitar solo of DOOM!"
Standing then, the guitar seemed to land perfectly in his hands, as he threw it the small distance from the resting position against the chair, to his waist level. It was a mere second, and with plectrum in hand, and fingers rushing over the fretboard, the solo was performed with perfection.
A truly shredding sound, the high pitched notes being made on the strings flowing one into the other, with a pace that was awe inspiring. Fingers moved in a near blur, the sound reaching some considerable distance, the wireless amp constantly being turned on, meaning any riff would be played through the PA system of the school.
There he stood, Hawk, for nearly a full two minutes, his pose so often referred to as the 'Power Stance,' legs near on double shoulder's width apart, knees bent to allow the guitar to rest on thighs. All through that time, his head was thrown back and forth at a rate of knots, his mohican hair cut, near on a foot long, would likely have cut anyone if they had crossed its path.
"OOOOH YEAH!!!" As the final note, reverberating as the string was pulled high, near the point of snapping, was made, that final exclamation would be heard almost a hundred metres away.
Then, swinging the guitar to rest on his shoulder, much like a battle ready axe, Hawk left the staff office, getting several dirty looks from the other staff in the room. He didn't care, of course, and as his leather trenchcoat, spikes about a half inch in length all along the hems, swung slightly as he turned, it was an extravagant flourish as the left side was whipped outwards by his free hand.
Pushing the door open, making it swing outwards rather violently, Hawk made his way down the rather uniform corridors of the school; they all looked the bloody same! He wondered if he would ever get used to the layout of this place. His entire manner spoke of a little bit of lunacy.
Shoulders seemed to swing in beat to the music still playing in his ears, as his head moved back and forth in what many could call a dramatic interpretation of headbanging put into slow motion. His walk was much more of a confident swagger, and it seemed strange that, with such large boots upon his feet, his manner was almost light footed.
He was making his way to the first class of the day, and he really had no idea who it was, which group of students it was going to be. It didn't really matter, he would teach them all the greatness of the guitar, regardless of who they were. As the cigarette was reaching its end, he spat it onto the floor ahead of him, stamping on it as he passed; only to slide into his mouth another, lighting it in the same motion.
***
Lessons
Another piece featuring Saladin, this was written in November 2008. It was an introduction of Saladin and his son into a Role Play, and I took the opportunity to delve into the relationship between father and son as well as between a couple of other people important to Saladin. Sweeping across several scenes and with a lot of conversation, this piece is my most natural in terms of style and scale ever done in a Role Play. Compared to the previous piece featuring Saladin, I feel that my writing has vastly improved by this point.
The throne room was an exuberant place, taking up nearly an entire floor of the Tower of Peace, roughly half way up the great structure of stone. A floor of crimson marble, panelled walls gilded with gold, covered in paintings and tapestries of battles, peaceful scenes, previous prominent leaders. Against the walls of the oval shaped hall, numerous chairs were placed, armless, but lightly cushioned, made of neatly carved brickwood. Upon each of these chairs sat a man, or a woman, dressed in plain black, the personal entourage of Warders to Saladin and Miyumi Akara; those who did their bidding. Servants, one could say.
From the ceiling hung great chandeliers, intricate crystal structures that amplified the light of twenty four candles lit within each of the twelve chandeliers, creating daylight in the windowless chamber. The doors, of heavy wildoak, were varnished to a dark mahogany hue, bore massive golden handles, and by each of the double doors was stood a guard, carrying a spear, a sword at each man's hip. They wore the black armour of the Warriors of The Night; the Guild Chapter Saladin had been welcomed to when a boy. They would ensure none entered who was not permitted to. Each stood as a wolf ready to strike, their armour polished to a shine, tabards carrying the golden dragon of house Akara worn over the armour.
However, the most impressive sight in that great hall was at the far end, upon a dais. It had been made through an amalgamation of various tradesmen and Sorcerers, when Saladin Akara was elected as the sole leader of Kelante. High backed, made entirely with gold and silver, the throne was carved intricately with dragons and the arms themselves were the figures of long bodied dragons, ending in heads of the great lizards of lore. To the right of the great throne, a slightly smaller emulation was positioned, made using the same methodology for the first Simti of Kelante. King and Queen of the great land, Saladin and Miyumi Akara sat with a serene regality.
To the sides of each of the two , on chairs like those against the walls, sat six Guardians, their faces masked by the great cowls of cloaks made of silk. They were the only people allowed in the throne room with faces covered, but Saladin knew each of them well enough to have no need to see their faces. They acted as personal advisers, and often would speak in the Simtar and Simti's place, mysterious and carrying a serenity nearly matching that of the two leaders.
A loud banging upon the doors to the chamber broke Saladin from quiet conversation with his wife. Both Saladin, the silver haired warrior, and Miyumi, the brown haired mechanic from another world, looked to the doors with anticipation. The guards, of course, allowed their spears to cross, blocking the entrance, as a small door carved within the main doors that had been designed to allow sixteen feet of headroom, for processions and the like, opened to reveal an old, greyed man, wearing the same armour as the guards, though without a tabard. Unbuckling the scabbarded sword from his hip, to pass it to one of the guards, who had moved their spears upon seeing the man, he then walked towards the dais. His manner was one of quiet confidence, and despite having a head full of grey hair, he had the feel of a man solid and strong. Kneeling as he reached the foot of the dais, on one knee, left palm on the marble, right on heart, he rose a moment later, with all the surety of a man much younger than himself.
"Simti, Simtar, I bring news of Zerel's arrival. He is back from the Academy." He had stood to firm attention, his entire body erect and still. Saladin, however, waved his hand to signify he could stand at ease. Relaxing, the man still stood much like a rigid structure, his hands folded behind his back, legs just over shoulders' width apart. Saladin placed a glance at Miyumi, sharing a smile with her. He had always loved that smile, and still it burnt a fire within him. Releasing her hand, Saladin stood and walked towards the newcomer.
He was an impressive sort of fellow, standing at six foot seven inches in height, his black attire, all silk, embroidered heavily with golden thread, depicting multiple dragons, in various poses. His hair was silver, perfectly straight, and fell to the small of the tall man's back. A warm smile creased a face made of lines and planes, and as he reached the soldier, Saladin clapped his shoulder with strong hands rough from years wielding the sword.
"Therous, my friend, must you always be so formal? I remember when you gave me a thrashing with that whip because I failed twice with the weapon." Saladin laughed heartily, and so did Therous, actually relaxing then. The two men had been friends for many years, and Therous had been personal chief aide to Saladin for nearly three hundred years at one point. "And now, you're bowing and scraping to me like you've never seen me trip over myself. Lighten up man, we're friends."
Therous, though, was a man held with tradition, probably due to his age, and he could not help but bow slightly as he spoke, his own shoulder length hair falling to cover a slight blush. "As you say, Simtar. And yes, remember that day I do. You no be sure if I be joking or serious. When your eye started to bleed, you knew me for sure. You passed the third time."
A true laugh, unrestrained, loud, erupted from the old man's throat, and it filled the room. The Guardians shifted slightly, Miyumi grinned, the Warders lowered their heads, fearful, and the guards tensed. Saladin, however, joined in Therous' laugh. "I thought you were going to kill me that night, Therous. You were as ruthless as they came. A good man, nevertheless. I learned my lesson, that is for sure."
And so, for several minutes, the two men laughed, remembering old times, and old battles. Miyumi, who had grown to know the older of the two since her time on Kelante, simply smiled as her husband and his closest friend let rip in public. So rarely did it happen that she found it truly refreshing.
"My love, you should smile and laugh more often in public. The people will love you for it." The message was sent through the link Saladin and Miyumi shared, a link built on the day of their wedding. It allowed a sharing of direct thoughts and emotions, along with always knowing the other's location. Such was marriage on Kelante. Her smile widened as a feeling of nothing but love peeked through the link.
Even the guards and the Warders seemed to relax more with the laughter of two old friends filling the room.
------------------------------------------------
The ride from the Academy had been a long one, three days on the road. Travelling from the harsh desert that housed the sprawling stone building where many generations of Akara had gone to learn the fighting arts, through lush fields, and finally to the metropolis of the capital. And, though given the luxury of a carriage, sat on one's backside for three days led to discomfort regardless of having a multitude of cushions, and a bed.
Really, it was mere protocol, a sign of respect that Saladin had placed to ancestors. Training at the Academy would become a prerequisite for any who would become Simtar. Even if it would be that the Akara line not remain in the position of Simtar, Saladin had often stated that should the armies fail, the Simtar should be able to protect his people. And so it was that Zerel was to be the first in a long line of Sima, princes, to go to the Warrior's Academy to learn the various forms of combat, in preparation for leadership. He was a good student, or so they said, and he had learned quickly, not that he had much choice - his father's legacy was one that impressed most, and stunned the rest. The teachers at the Academy, however, gave no quarter to the young boy, and he presumed that was at the command of Saladin.
The inside of the carriage was not quite ornate, but it was by no means plain. The chair, built against one wall, the full length of the carriage, was made of cushioned red velvet, and on the opposite side, a bed was also made into the wall. The mattress was thick, the quilt and two pillows filled with down feathers. Enough space was between each for Zerel to stand. The front wall held a washstand and mirror, and was such that the boy needed to be careful not to kick it in his sleep. The walls were lacquered black, as was the outside, and a hanging lantern gave light and warmth. Though, this time of year gave good warmth anyway, the early autumn was always pleasant weather.
The young man, only one hundred and fifty years old, held the appearance of his father at that age. He carried the body of an eleven year old Earth child, Kelantans living longer and ageing much more slowly. His hair was from his mother, brown, and he kept it short, half way to his shoulders, and it was straight, like father's. Eyes, unlike either parent's, were a light grey that held the surety of a more seasoned fighter, yet with the innocence of a child who had not yet experienced real combat. He had, of course, been in simulations and small skirmishes, leading his own squad of ten troops, but nothing so serious that he was affected by combat yet.
He was sat in the chair, slightly sprawled, wearing a robe of dark grey, all of one piece, covering a strong body, reading a book written by a writer called Norindah Vanacka, on the intricacies of battle tactics. It wasn't a piece required by the Tactics lessons, but the boy carried a similar zeal to his father's, and was always studying. Of course, however, most of his studies had been completed at home, where Saladin taught the boy, and had done nearly since the day Zerel could walk. For Zerel, life was about battle, and fighting, and learning. For a boy so young, however, he had a good understanding of why his life must be this way.
"Sima Zerel, the Tower is in view. We'll be home in about an hour." The voice was that of a woman. Alynne Zelanah. One of the Battalion Kinva of the Quietus Necatus Gentis Chapter of the Warriors' Guild, a woman renowned for her skill in battle. It had been her job, since Zerel was a young boy, to act as his protector. Saladin, it was said, had chosen the woman because of her prowess in battle, but also as she was known as a caring individual. "You should get yourself ready, darlin'. You know how your da is when it comes to protocol."
Despite her accent, Alynne's voice was like music, and Zerel could not help but smile when he heard the comment about his father. The boy had come to consider the woman a good friend, and though she would say such things when it was only herself and Zerel, she would never be so informal in the presence of the man who was revered throughout the planet as the man who had succeeded in bringing and maintaining peace for nearly a thousand years.
No one, it was said, ignored a summons to the Tower of Peace, and Zerel had indeed been summoned. Supposed to have been at the Academy for the duration of the winter, Zerel was rather surprised at the overly formal request sent to the Academy that Zerel return home immediately. An hour was given for packing, then he was in the carriage on his way home. The lad wondered, as all lads do, if he was in trouble for some deed or other. Alynne had assured him that everything would be fine, but he was still unsure. Either way, and regardless of his worries, he made preparations to get ready, putting his book down, and moving to the washstand whilst removing the robe. "Thank you, Alynne."
It took forty minutes for Zerel to get fully ready, but when he walked onto the small step at the back of the carriage, that led to the ladder that gave the driver's seat, he was certainly prepared. His clothes were just as formal as the summoning he had been given. Trousers and tunic of black were accompanied by boots and a cape of the same colour. The cape and high collared tunic were heavily embroidered, as were his father's, with golden dragons, and his own insignia, a leopard's claw, was on each side of his chin, in silver, on the collar. At his left hip was the sword, an exact replica of the one Saladin carried, only scaled to be the perfect size for the young boy. Hair was tidied, and as he reached the roof of the carriage, Alynne smiled at him.
"Boy, when you're older, watch yaself. The Gentis will be hounding you." Both laughed, and even the driver, his whip cracking just above the horses' heads, chuckled. Alynne was always quick to note that Zerel would likely be a handsome fellow when he reached adulthood. It was a sign of their friendship that a middle ranked soldier would speak to the Sima in such a way.
"Ballation Kinva, you are a rogue." Zerel's voice held a fake regality when he spoke, through stifled laughter, and Alynne simply placed a hand on the boy's head with a grin.
Zerel looked at the path ahead, and a quiet respect filled him, as he looked upon the Tower of Peace. It was a magnificent structure, one that loomed even before the rest of the city came into view. It was symbolic of the peace that had been held for all but the few months Saladin had been exiled, and also a sign of the respect the people of Kelante held for their leader. For Zerel, it was home, and he was glad to be in its shadow again, though he was always reminded of the responsibility he would eventually carry whenever he looked at it. Nevertheless, he smiled. It was certainly good to be home.
------------------------------------------------
As both of the doors opened into the throne room, the guards made no move to hinder the path of those entering. Even the guards would not be so cautious as to deny Sima Zerel and his companion free access within the Tower of Peace.
First to enter was Alynne, who was dressed in formal attire, rather than her usual figure hugging clothes. A blue robe, bearing the crossed naginata of The Gentis on the left breast, under which were three knots of black, to signify her rank. Kneeling half way to the throne, in the same manner as Therous had, though he had left now, and Saladin was once more sat on his throne. "As commanded, Simtar Saladin Akara, I bring into your presence Sima Zerel Akara. Shower unto him your mercy and wisdom."
It was a formality that needed to be honoured, even for Saladin's son; one that preceded even Saladin, some rumoured it had originated before the clans joined to form the land of Kelante. It had been met, however, and now Zerel entered. He looked much like his father in his manner - confident, sure, regal. He was every bit a warrior, despite his young age, and he somehow looked dangerous as he nodded to the guards and eyed each person in turn. When his gaze fell upon Miyumi, all that poise and properness faded as he ran to her, offering her a big hug, which she accepted and returned kindly.
Saladin, on the other hand, looked deathly serious, his face devoid of any emotion. Alynne noted this, and her face showed some of the same concerns Zerel had had. She was, however, also acutely aware that it was no business of her own. Quietly, she moved to the edges of the room, and stood ready to defend, not that the need would arise this high in the Tower.
Then, Saladin stood. With his obvious mood, all jollities subsided, and he raised a single hand. Before them, in the centre of the room, a tall, thin sliver of silver light appeared. Slowly, it seemed to turn, as watching a door open from the side. It was like a window, a window into another world. Likely, it was another world. Alynne knew of these Gateways, but she was merely a warrior, and she could never reason out why such things were possible.
"Sima Zerel Akara." It was rare that Saladin used Zerel's full name including title, even in public, and Alynne could not help but frown as Saladin went on. She had no children of her own, and likely never would. Zerel, however, she imagined was like a son to her. "You will come with me now. Step through the Gateway immediately."
Such harsh words. Not even a welcome. Saladin, it seemed, was in perhaps the worst mood Alynne had seen him in since she was placed in charge of Zerel's well being. Regardless, Zerel broke from his mother's embrace, Miyumi giving him a comforting smile and a hand to the cheek in gentle caress. The young boy looked worried, but he walked through the Gateway anyway, sparing a glance, Alynne noticed, for herself. It held a hidden pleading. She hoped the boy would not be in too much trouble, whatever wrong he had done.
------------------------------------------------
Saladin watched as his son stepped through the Gateway, and adeptly held back a smile. That there was a good boy; he would certainly make a good Simtar. As the boy stepped through, Saladin followed, his face kept to a stony expression, as though thoroughly unimpressed at one thing or another.
A single thought came through from Miyumi, and he was glad that he was already through the Gateway. He had to smile. Be kind to our son. Saladin had even managed to express his falsified displeasure through the link between his wife and him. As the Gateway began to fade, Zerel turned, watching his mother. Then, his grey eyes turned upwards to Saladin.
"W-w-w-what did I do, father? I'm pretty sure that I've done nothing wrong. Are... Are you mad at me?" The boy was obviously nervous. And with the Gateway now fully closed, Saladin could smile at his son, and lower himself to give the child a warm hug. He could not help but chuckle as he hugged the lad.
"No, son, I'm not mad at you. But, I had to make sure people thought you were in trouble." As he stood, Zerel looked at Saladin questioningly, but simply nodded.
------------------------------------------------
Zerel took the opportunity then to look around the place they were in. Turning slowly, he took in their surroundings. Wherever they were, it was a beautiful place. The sky was a clear blue, the sun in the sky giving off a gentle warmth that was joined by a cool breeze. The grass beneath their feet was perhaps the deepest green Zerel had ever seen, especially after spending the last few months in the desert. Flowers of all kinds, some he recognised, others he did not, scattered about the field they were in, making a brilliant collage of myriad colours and hues.
Gentle, rolling hills were in the distance, and on the horizon, formations of clouds could be seen that spoke explicitly of a mountain range. One thing, a strange thing, Zerel noticed was that no smoke could be seen in the air. There was always smoke visible on Kelante. He looked up at his father, who also seemed to be taking in the view.
"Where are we? And why are we here?" He was not as nervous now, and it showed in his voice.
"We are on a different planet. And we are here for two reasons: One, according to Fred, this planet is empty, no one lives here. Two, you are going to learn the greatest power at your disposal." For Zerel, his dad was a real hero. Always so sure of himself and the words he spoke, the ruler of Kelante was a figure of solidity for Zerel. The boy could not imagine his father ever being weak of mind, or weak of body. He admired the man, and aspired for nothing but to be like Saladin when he was older.
Zerel nodded slowly, and asked no question, still taking in the magnificent view. Overhead, birds flew, a whole flock of them, moving in unison, as though sharing a single mind. Zerel sometimes wondered if they really did share a single mind, the way their movements were perfectly synchronised. Some two hundred or so fowl in the air, never once colliding with another. It made him smile.
Fred, of course, would know about the planet. Zerel wondered if he should ask for a Fred link at the Academy, but he knew he would never receive it. Fred was the AI created by Miyumi, and though many were apprehensive of something created by a human hand being so intelligent, he had so far never been wrong about anything he said. Miyumi had managed to create several Fred units, mainly for communication between the Guilds and different military units. Her own power with Electricity, that had been realised when married to Saladin, meant that each Fred unit would be powered for over a thousand years. Zerel had even heard word that the technology his mother was so used to had been discussed as weapons on Kelante. Though, no proof had been seen.
"The Will and the Word, son, is so great a power that, once you have learnt it, you must only use in the MOST dire of situations. That is the first lesson - this is to act only as a last resort, when everything else you have learnt will not save yourself, or your people."
Zerel stepped out of his reverie with a slightly startled jump, his eyes widening slightly at the words of his father, and the seriousness they carried. It was very rare that Saladin spoke with such seriousness that Zerel spoke without truly thinking, "Yessir."
Saladin simply nodded, as though expecting such an answer. Zerel was slightly thrown back by the severity of those words, and something told him that the power he was about to learn was both magnificent and terrible at the same time. He had never heard of this power and wondered exactly what it was. "Come, let's find a suitable place to begin your training."
Zerel spent a moment watching his father walk away, and wondered if he could ever emulate that self surety, that confidence, that poise. Following only a few steps behind, Zerel tried to copy his father, not knowing that he already did such a great job. He allowed his mind to wander again, knowing that training would begin soon, and enjoy the beautiful landscape of this empty planet.
***
Awakening
Another introductory post, this written in December 2008. Certainly not my most well written piece, but I enjoyed using repetition here to set a theme that ran throughout the story of this particular character. It was something I'd seen other people do and was experimenting; I'd have to say I was pleased with the end result.
Tick. Tick. Tick. Tick.
And so it was that time continued on, as it always had done, relentless, unstoppable, paying no mind to the whims and wishes of Gods and Mortals alike. So had it always been, so will it continue to be. Seconds transpire into minutes, which morph to become hours; hours incessantly become days that bring us our months. In turn, months extend to become years, the purpose of which is to bring us our decades. And so it is, inevitably, time carries onwards.
And who shall resist its flow? What fish can resist so powerful a tide? Are we not all, at the end, powerless to the will of time? It matters not that we stand still, that we maintain some observation, or that we close our eyes. Time will continue its steady, unchanging pace. And as it moves, we too are forced to shift with it. Choice is not a factor. There is no bargain to be had when dealing with time; no trading, no barter, there is only obedience.
Tick. Tick. Tick. Tick.
And though we believe ourselves the masters of our own destinies, and our own demise, we each are sadly mistaken. Even Gods, sat within the confines of heaven, watching over the mere mortals that populate the endless universe, must succumb to the whims of that merciless, uncaring force. Time. It continued on. It continues on. And continue it will. Naught can any being do to change this, only acceptance can one offer forth.
Tick. Tick. Tick. Tick.
Some, it is said, can cheat time. To stand still, in a strange remembrance of slumber, unaffected by time's unwavering movements. They say, that such a person who could master this possibility would gain a power that surpasses that of a God. For to go against the will of time is a feat not even the Gods can attain, nor do they wish for it. Knowledge granted to those who watch over the Mortals, explains that challenging time, attempting to go against its will, is to prepare all for desolation. Those who believe cheating time is to become a God are so sadly mistaken, pity could almost be bestowed upon them.
Nay, time can never be challenged. And, though one may stand the distance, in some synthetic slumber, time will still charge its price, reclaim its debt. Life and death mean nothing to time, it notices it not, but balance in all things will always be achieved. Today, perhaps, the time for balance would come.
Tick. Tick. Tick. Tick.
And so it was time continued on. Mortals and Gods alike always had a strange fascination with that which has passed. History, it would seem, was of utmost importance to them. Somehow, they believed, the past held the answers to not only the present, but to the future also. The past holds in it many things lost, but time grants us loss and gain in equal parts to maintain a balance the universe demands, for without both, progression would never be made.
The most prevalent of these patterns is that of memory. Events, people, opinions, beliefs, emotions; all are gained, and in time are lost, to be replaced anew, and so it is that the cycle maintains itself in a self sufficient manner to bring forth the passing of time. Ironic, perhaps, that the very thing time causes is that which causes time. Mayhap it is much more simple, or much more complicated, than any mind can comprehend.
However, somewhere in the slums, where humankind has forgotten much, a memory is returning. A memory that has been granted to only a few. A memory that even the subject has not been granted. A life that was of some relative fame before time brought, with its steady pace, an unimaginable change to the world. A single man, master of an art long lost, slumbers within a shack that has long been masked by foliage and age.
Something, in a time long forgotten, an age before humankind was reduced to a lowliness none would have considered possible, was beginning to be awoken. Trapped in a forced defiance against time by a creature of immense power, its defiance is soon to come to an end. Perhaps it would be abrupt, perhaps it would be a gentle, gradual unlocking of awareness. As of this moment, none were aware, not even he would soon find halcyon dreams desisting to reveal a world of immense difference.
Tick. Tick. Tick. Tick.
So it was that time continued on, and its passing was heard within the mind of one once considered great. Unbeknown to him, however, was that greatness would never again be granted to him, for such was the world now. The gentle, rhythmic beating of time began to resound in his mind - Tick. Tick. Tick. Tick. - and so too did awareness of existence commence its return. It would be an undefined passing of time before movement was possible, but the man continued to hear the beat.
Filling his mind, it became a burden that weighed down on conscious and subconscious alike, unbearably heavy, pressuring against thoughts and processes, until the mind could take no more."Aaaaarrrrgh!"
And, in that second, which would morph into a minute, which would shift unto an hour, ever moving, ever continuing, did the man break free of the defiance against time. His body felt the same as it had, a middle aged figure of small stature. Hands moved first, aware of a softness beneath flesh - a bed. Then moved legs slightly, and it was familiar, the slight heaviness of a man heading towards agedness. Hands moved to float above eyes. Nothing. Head moved from side to side. Nothing. So, it was just as before.
Rising to sit, the softness beneath the fellow shifted only slightly. Muscles of the face were felt contracting as the defiant one sensed the air around him. That was not the same. It was undefinable, something beyond his understanding, small, nearly insignificant, but something was different in the air. He knew not what it was, or what it meant, and only wondered on it for a moment before the thought passed away, drifting to a place beyond the subconscious.
"The same as what?" The voice held a deep curiosity, it tainted the otherwise calm tenor voice. And so it was that he had awoken, after some 5000 years or more, from defying time itself. And, it would appear, had anyone been in attendance to observe, that he had defied without effect.
However, it was fact that this could not be. And, somewhere, from a place he was unknowing of, he was aware of this fact. "Jemetai Hilrontere."
He nodded to himself as the name given to him by parents long dead was repeated. It sparked in him a movement, and as he stood, he outstretched arms, feeling his way, wondering if his staff was somewhere near. He felt for it, but at the moment could not find it.
"A staff? Whatever do I need one of those for?" It was the musings of an ageing man who possessed great intelligence, and as he dismissed any purpose for a staff, he continued on through the dilapidated building, feeling for the door that would lead to the outside.
Tick. Tick. Tick. Tick.
And so it was that time continued on, as it always had done.
Tick. Tick. Tick. Tick.
***
The Vyshe Academia
Written in December 2008, this is an amalgamation of several posts. Their purpose was two fold: To introduce the situation of the story and its cause, and to introduce two characters. The amusing thing about this particular story/Role Play is that it blossomed in my mind in the space of about ten seconds: Every detail and piece of back story.
From the western ranges of Jielon, a warm wind begans its journey, passing over the few clan houses, blowing between peaks to create a gentle whistling that filled the air with its foreboding tones. This whistle, one that occured due to a particular alignment of fronts in the ecology, happened only once a year, and signified the begining of the transfer between Summer and Autumn. The Jielon tribes would shortly be closing off the mountain passes, even to traders, and retreating into their caves to stave off the chill of what was sure to be another particularly bad winter.
Of course, though, the wind continued on, drawn south and east, to pass over the smoke filled skies of Kabron, taking with it remembrances of the darkness that forever seemed to stain the sky in that land, a constant insult to a peace that had, for a long time, been as good as forgotten. The cries of mothers, daughters and sisters, mourning the loss of fathers, brothers and sons too was carried by the wind, giving it a burdening weight, such as would shift the path of the wind.
And on it went, to the west, along the coast, pushing the sailboats of the Sea Farers towards the port city of Belian, home of Queen Firgese, the beautiful ruler of the richest kingdom, Niran. The salty air refreshing as the effects of the impending winter were yet to be felt, the many balconies of innumerable palaces and castles were filled with people enjoying the early evening sunset, the orange sun casting its light upon the calm sea, in a view many would argue was the best in all Illiakan.
The wind, however, heedless of the momentary, temporal musings of mortals, continued its journey with a little less ferocity as it headed inland, past various battles, skirmishes, villages, towns, until reaching a place of relative peace, where the stone houses, their roofs tiled, had lights emiting from them as candles were lit and fires were kindled, ready for a pleasant evening of reading or idle conversation over a pipe of tabac or two, into the city of Keraan.
The cobbled streets of Hirnla's capital city began to empty slowly as the sun set, the people retiring to homes, taverns, or any other place out of the dark and chill of late summer evenings. Watchmen go about their duties, closing gates, lighting street lamps, and ensuring no shenanigans occur within the walls of the city. Overcasting the landscape, towards the north, was the long building that housed the governmental rulers of the nation, the many lights in the elaborate, ornate stone structure never dulled, and some of the common folk wondered if their rulers ever actually slept.
The wind reached this part of the city, passing over the building without a care, weaving between the close collection of libraries, schools and places of interest to the learned or learning, throwing itself into an open window of some narrow, scantily lit room in the upper western-most chamber of the Dimjent Institute. The Dimjent Institute was one that specialised in the study of ancient texts and works of art, including architecture and various cultural aspects alluded to in these texts and art works.
This particular room, however, had a distinct musky smell about it, much more so than even the rest of the building, and sat on a plain wooden chair at a small, equally plain desk, was a goblin. In truth, it would have been quite a sight to have witnessed, the green fleshed figure of a three foot tall goblin, dressed in a rather astute leather jerkin, the light of two candles reflecting against glass lenses as he read intently a rather old tale of some flying beast or other, his nose near enough touching the aged, fragile paper as he whispered each word aloud.
The wind had set off a bit of a chain reaction in the room, unfortunately. The small desk was cluttered with many piles of loose paper; articles, essays, and other such things, and as the wind whipped up the sheets and the candle flames, a single corner of one piece of paper was set alight. The goblin looked up, hearing the rustling, and seeing the flames, he panicked, knocking the pile on the floor, leaping over the desk to jump up and down on the loose sheets with bare feet, hoping to extinguish the flame. In a building full of paper, one has particular reason to fret over a rebellious fire. However, as thin arms flailed in the panic, and legs that looked like the goblin had spent his entire life sat on a horse's back folded and unfolded, bookshelves were knocked. Once, twice, and a third to bring a full shelf to fall, its contents pouring onto the dusty floor in a darkened part of the chamber. Stopping at the sound, our clumsy little friend, his back stooped, making him seem nearly a full foot shorter than he was, just like all of his kind, went to take a look at the damage caused.
Shaking his almost triangular head, the green fellow punched himself in the face rather ferociously. "What a stupid, dull minded, halfling-like thing to do, you fool, Nesumd."
Our clumsy focus chastised himself with a near comically high voice, though, despite the pitch, it held a vicious, biting intonation. Sighing heavily, Nesumd got to work picking up the books, smoothing the creases and folds that had been caused by the books dropping to the floor in a heap. All the while, he grumbled away to himself, chastisement continuing as the seemingly endless heap was transferred to neat piles upon the floor a short distance away.
"What happened, professor? Would ye like some help?" It was a rough, deep voice that spoke to Nesumd, with a friendly, familiar approach. The dwarf, his long red beard plaited and tucked into his wide belt, was looking at the goblin with only mild amusement on his face as it took a moment for the native-tongued grumbling and cursing to stop. Nesumd, bearing teeth crooked and black, snarled at the dwarf.
"It'd be nice, Tasoda. I guess you heard the noise. Blood and ashes! It'll take all night at this rate." And so it was that, after the biting reaction, the two friends got started on working through the many books, fixing broken spines, unfolding folds, sorting ready for a new shelf, by author, then title, then volume. On they went, until the candles extinguished, only to be unnoticed as the light of the dawn illumed the chamber sufficiently for eyes designed for darkness.
They had reached the final stretch of books an hour after first light, and as they were moved to be neatened, a strange thing occurred, or rather, had occurred some hours before. Seemingly unruffled by the falling shelf, a single book, the paper a near orange colour, the text faded, laid on the floor, opened perfectly flat against the once polished wood. The title of the page, visible clearly, read: "The Academia of Vyshe: Restorative Legends of Mortal Achievement."
The two friends, after hurriedly sorting the other books, sat down to read the few pages on the subject matter, their curiosity being piqued by the strange coincidence. The pages were, in summation, amazing in their content. Chaos had, much like now, taken over the world, and those who inhabited it were on the verge of self destruction through wars and natural disasters. Nine of the greatest in the world, not just the studious, but warriors, sorcerers, politicians and musicians, gathered, knowing that the demise would be truly final. And so it was that they each wrote a book, and travelled through all the land, allowing the leaders, and other prominent figures, to read them. The words in the books, it was said, were enough to inspire the very hearts of all. Peace was regained, along with order.
There was little in terms of detail, and the language was an old one, though the structure of the writing itself gave tell that it has been translated over and over again. Just how many generations of language had this story survived? The final few words, however, spoke of something that made the eyes of both scholars shine. It was prophetic not only in its content, but also wording:
When needed most, when all hope seems lost, all races fearing extinction, The Academia will be brought forth of Their own accord, by the simple necessity of continuation, and so shall these Academia call upon Heroes both Mighty and Weak and those Heroes will bring to the world once more...
Tasoda and Nesumd went to the government with the literature that very day, putting forth the possibility that maybe this prophecy could bring, if true, peace to the world. The similarities between the current world and the one told of in the Legend were too close to be mere coincidence. Thankfully, the government agreed, yet knew that prudence would be needed, though action would indeed be taken.
------------------------------------------------
Six years have passed since the discovery of what has now become a legend of its own accord: The Legend of The Vyshe Academia. The Government of Hirnla, rather secretly, sent out scouts to scour the world, searching for clues of the fabled books, or of the so-called Heroes. Men and women, of all backgrounds and races, were sent out; warriors, scholars, housewives, even children, to keep a vigil, to report back any possibilities, and to, ultimately, find the books and bring them back.
Tasoda and Nesumd are highly regarded, and keep all records in order, in what has been dubbed by those involved, as the 'Vyshe Expeditional'. It is a name given in fondness by those chosen, and over the years, the so-called 'Expeditionists' have grown in number, now not exclusively citizens from Hirnla, new people being recruited on a sparsely regular basis.
------------------------------------------------
And so it was that Athet Dunhard, a lesser scholar from Keraan itself, found himself topping a hill to overlook the capital city of what was decidedly the richest nation in the world. It was late afternoon, and the low sun created an amber glow to the city - all marble and gilt; to his middle aged auburn eyes, the view was beyond words. The city seemed to be on fire, an aura surrounding it, as though it was a living being.
Eyes had not even rested on the sea at that point, but as they did, and the sun reflected upon it, illuming the tops of lighthouses on the Kimellan Islands, Athet was left breathless. "Amazing!"
His deep, exasperated voice still held a quiet genuineness as he offered, to no one in particular, for there was no soul nearby, his unbridled opinion of the view he was still looking, no, openly staring, at. The rumours he had heard, then, were certainly true. If the city was as beautiful up-close as it was from this distance, he would certainly enjoy the time here.
With a smile creasing unshaven cheeks, Athet threw back the cowl of his dirty, once near-white cloak and kicked his heels to go down the hill at a steady canter towards Belian. There still was about two hours ride to the city, and he would want to get a room within an inn, and definitely a wife-cooked meal; a diet of bread, cheese and dried meat was rather boring, and after three weeks, Athet had grown tired of it. Yes, certainly, a nice hot meal cooked by an inn keeper's wife, rather than some hired hand, would be like a meal suitable for Firgese herself in comparison to another course of dried meat.
He kicked his heels again, and rushed into a gallop, yes the horse would be tired, but there was going to be lots of rest to be had, so it did not matter. The thoughts of a meal, a cold mead with a pipe of fresh tabac followed by a hot bath and warm bed drove Athet forwards with a haste that was perhaps foolish.
However, as soon as he reached the city gates, he jumped from the stead and asked for direction to a nice, homely inn. A rather old looking guardsman, his beard white and scraggly, eyes seeming dull, gave him directions to an inn he recommended. No worse lead than any, that was for sure. And long term arrangements would need to be made in the upcoming days anyway. So, as he set off down the streets, the sea air cool and fresh on his face and in his lungs, Athet looked the epitome of good cheer, almost kicking into a skip at one point.
As he rather relaxedly wandered towards the Inn the guard had directed him to, Athet seemed to lose any desire for haste. Even the most rudimentary of buildings in this wondrous, beautiful city caught the eyes of the fellow as he led his horse through the narrower streets and roads. White walls, barely blemished, with the occasional sparkle to hint at something a little special, gave the place a near ethereal feel; the streets, cobbled as most city streets were, had about them a cleanliness one would not expect to find in any part of Keraan.
It was plainly obvious that Niran was the most wealthy of the four nations, and that wealth, it seemed transcended mere materialistic ownership. About all of the people was a distinct air of dignity, a defined self worth and confidence. Perhaps this was the arrogance and haughty attitude Athet had heard so much about? He admired it, regardless of what the general consensus said. Even two young boys, playing swords near a corner, a cape over each shoulder, and a humorously too large straw hat on one of their heads, carried a quiet dignity. Smiling at the two playing pretend at killing, Athet was sure he'd seen the hat when he entered the city. Shrugging, he continued on towards the destination, still admiring the scenery of Belian.
The architecture was of brilliant craftsmanship, and as he continued to be distracted, stopping almost mid-stride in the middle of the street, a hand resting on the neck of his bay, a few disgruntled citizens mumbled for him to stand aside. He chuckled each time he realised he was probably looking much like a country bumpkin, whose experience of culture was limited to the soldiers protecting the border of Hirnla. Of course, his travel stained cloak and face, coupled with a mass of knotted, dirty, shoulder length hair only added to the appearance. Shaking his head, Athet patted the rump of his stead and continued at a faster pace, keeping his eyes focused on the cobbles underfoot.
Finally, the Inn was reached, and the sounds of laughter from inside bode well for Athet; he would hopefully be able to find someone willing to play a little game of stones. The burly fellow at the door saw the cloaked, filthy looking man, and offered a grunt as Athet passed, a thumb pointing to what Athet assumed would be the stables. These men were never ones for conversation, so the dirty fellow simply nodded and tossed him a silver piece as payment. Turning the corner, Athet didn't see the reaction, but was sure it would have been rather comical. It always was.
Right now, however, the smells from the kitchen made his stomach grumble. The aroma of lamb roasting was far too enticing to take the usual, personal, care of his horse, so yet another flash of silver leaped through the air, directed at the stable hand who clumsily managed to snatch it from the air. "Take good care of the animal, young one, and you shall receive twice as much when I depart. I'll grab my things, inform the hosts I will need a comfortable room, a fresh meal with a mug of your coldest mead, and a quiet corner in the common room where I may eat and maybe find another stones player."
Yes, Athet was a friendly sort of person. He had experience of the poverty boys like this blonde stable hand endured day after day, and so held a sympathetic ear and purse. Expeditionists, for all their troubles, were well paid by Keraan, enough for a more than comfortable lifestyle. Athet was a simple fellow with his wants, however, and knew that a loose coin or two made life pass much more smoothly, so had no qualms giving such staff members a little added motivation. "Yessir. Right away sir. I guess ya don't got no board for that there stones game ya's aft'r?"
Athet chuckled at the slight nervousness of the boy, who was probably about fourteen or fifteen years old. Shaking his head, he confirmed the boy's assumptions. Speedily removing saddlebags and his other belongings, Athet moved with a well practised accuracy; as an Expeditionist, travel was a way of life, so one became accustomed to the rituals associated with it.
Wandering towards the sounds of the common room, the scholar wished he had taken his cloak off; the heat from the large fire against the far wall worked with the presence of more patrons than expected to create small beads of sweat on Athet's forehead - Perhaps this place was not as quiet as the guard purported. A small groan escaped Athet's lips, but was drowned by the noise as he looked around, he didn't like such busy places, but now was committed to this Inn, "The Swaggering Cat," according to the sign outside; perhaps named after the tom sat on the mantel piece, so would have to tolerate the noise.
The barmaid seemed hard at work, not only handing out drinks, but deftly dealing with the suggestive, rude customers who let loose whistles and and tried to pinch at her hips, only to have their hands slapped away with a forced smile and wink. The table with far too many men leant over it to be comfortable was likely the dicing corner, especially judging by the occasional joyous exclamations and thrown up arms. Athet smiled as he watched the bustling community of patrons, always finding wonder in the equilibrium such places had.
A hand touching his arm broke the musing, and revealed a short, balding fat man in an apron, his smile as broad as his face, but genuine. It was obviously the Inn Keeper. Good, he was fat. Always a good thing. Athet smiled at the man and as his mouth opened to speak, the short fellow started to speak,
"Welcome, good friend, I'm Jisten, owner of this 'ere tavern. Well, I say tavern, but we're an Inn, as we give lodging, but I am sure a man of your stature already knows the way of these things. Either way, you'll nay find an establishment quite like this, we welcome you with open arms and a full plate. Times are tough, but here in Belian, we have plenty so your belly will be filled, and your thirst quenched. The boy 'ere tells me you do want a quiet corner and a game of stones. Well, I 'eard tell that Queen Firgese herself, may fortune hold her dear, is quite a stones player. Aye, that there lady is as good a ruler as any man could wish for, may fortune hold her dear, never a truer word spoke from mouths of us 'ere normal folk. You don't look like you do be from 'round 'ere, where might you be fr..."
Athet raised a hand after hearing the man speak for about a minute and half, raised it with a smile and a chuckle. Good to know that, wherever you go, certain things are constant. The other hand grasped that of Jisten, leaving in it a golden coin. "My friend, I am weary from travel, a quiet corner would be perfect, and I trust you have hot water, for I shall need a bath; my odour is quite unpleasant."
Jisten eyed the gold coin, stifled an exclamation, stuffed it in his pocket and began to speak again, much quicker, but making more sense. Athet concluded that Jisten wanted to be followed by the still dirty scholar, so signalled for the way to be led. A few steps behind the Inn Keeper, it seemed to Athet that he was being taken to a private chamber; not ideal for his purpose of being here, but a single night without work would probably be a good thing.
Not able to stop, only a brief note was taken of a rather bedraggled looking elf woman, soaked to the bone, looking decidedly worse for wear. A most interesting sight, that was for sure; Athet would make note of the elf, and perhaps attempt to discover the cause of her apparent misfortune.
But, before he could make note of features beyond race, he had reached the door to the chamber, Jisten's near constant chatter incessant in his ear, about the good Queen, may fortune hold her dear, the different business engagements taking place around the city, brief mention of the room Athet would occupy, and all manner of other things that bore no relevance, distracted Athet, but he followed into the chamber regardless. After all, such men were a good source of information. And amusement.
Athet had entered the private dining room, quickly followed by the fat inn keeper. Being quickly sat down at the long table, Athet wondered how often the table was filled. A good fourteen seats in total, all with ample space to eat comfortably. Removing the cloak, and allowing it to drape over the high back of the chair, Athet was positioned at one end of the table.
"Good sir, do ye be requiring anything else before your meal? 'Cept for the mead, of course. We do offer the best of service here, and I can assure you that what we serve would be worthy of the good queen Firgese herself, may fortune hold her dear, so ye can be assured that satisfaction will be yours. Ye do have coin, I take it? I know the boy spoke of an 'efty tip at the stable, but in these times one must be sure, as a man of your stature can 'preciate." The ramblings of this man, incessant, mindless, was a great comfort to Athet. And though he had no particular desire to engage in conversation with the man, he did find some minor amusement from the rather one sided idle chatter.
"Friend, I have plenty enough coin, do not fret. And, once I am filled and washed, I'd like to discuss extended lodgings here." Another coin was deftly flicked at Jisten, who caught it quickly with a grin. It was obvious that a man who threw coin about almost carelessly in these times had ample funds for a night in an Inn.
Jisten nodded his assurances of trust, and spoke of haste in the meal being brought to Athet, then a young barmaid, different from the one being groped and whistled at earlier, shyly entered the room. She spoke quietly with Jisten, who instantly bellowed in great protest. "Nay! Nay, nay, nay, my dear! You tell that wife of mine we do no be a charity. All pay for food and lodgings, we no be making offerings of charity to strays, no matter what their condition might be! The wench must pay, else I'll turf her out myself! You tell that wife of mine not to argue this point."
Athet tilted his head, watching the outburst of Jisten with a quiet curiosity. Dignity, it seemed, was thrown out of the window when profit margins were threatened. However, just as Jisten turned to storm out of the private room into the main area of the Inn, our Expeditionist could not help but wonder if it was the elf woman who had been offered what went directly against the Niran way of operating. "Jisten, attach her bill to my own, friend. I will arrange repayment myself with the poor woman."
For a moment Jisten's eyebrows raised, and he just managed to not let his jaw drop. Maybe it was the shock, or maybe the retraction of an opportunity to let loose with some colourful words, but Jisten simply grunted and walked out the room, in a display that seem uncharacteristic. Athet shook his head, chuckled for a moment, and began to wait for his meal.
------------------------------------------------
In the southern lands of Kabron, however, a rather amusing sight was to be had. Something so very rarely seen, an event drawn on by sheer necessity. A duty to fulfil, and a payment to be had at the end of the month.
A dwarf on a horse, galloping with such speed the sparse trees seemed as blurs as he passed them. Whilst the premise itself was lacking in humour, the appearance of a stout, proud dwarf, so much more accustomed to using his own legs to carry him, bouncing up and down upon a saddle, trying with earnest and obvious effort to not fall off was immensely amusing.
For Bhof Blackcut, however, the situation was far from amusing. The red haired dwarf, still wearing his armour, helm and carrying the lethal looking axe, was barely able to reach the stirrups of the saddle, despite them being pulled as far up as possible, his balance was all out of synchronisation, and with each bounce, he could feel the chafing of saddle against fabric against flesh. He'd be in pain for at least the next week, not taking into account the bruises he surely would have.
And so it was he travelled on, going south through what was, at the moment, a relatively peaceful area of Kabron. Well, an area of Kabron not currently acting as a battlefield. The further south he travelled, the hotter it got, the drier it became, and the more fatigued Bhof felt. This journey was one he certainly would not have taken had he any choice in the matter.
However, for his Sire, the dwarf had to arrange lodgings for a small mission gathering information on the happenings of the southern most area of the nation. Bhof so very rarely took any interest in the political activities of Kabron, but had been in the service of his Sire, the knight Isaiah Lobo, for near on twenty years now, and was indeed a faithful servant. Isaiah treated Bhof well, and provided amply for him, so in kind, the dwarf served with complete loyalty.
Finally reaching a small village on the very border of the desert, Bhof brought the horse to a rather clumsy stop, jumped off the beast and wandered into the village, dragging the horse with him. His pain was plainly evident in the way he walked, and it would be obvious to anyone that the poor dwarf was wholly unused to travelling by steed.
As he got further into the village, Bhof began to ask about potential lodging for himself and a Knight, but there was, apparently, no Inn here. That was an annoyance, to say the least. For now, however, still another two days before Isaiah would arrive, the red haired dwarf wandered back out, and began to make camp for himself. After that atrocious journey, doing something natural to his race would feel pretty good.
***
Commencement of Learning
A much more detailed and lengthy piece of writing written in January 2009. Designed as a 'solo' Role Play - one completed on your own, my intention was to delve into a brand new character to gain a muse for him. I certainly acheived that. The location and Queen are product of the various writers over at http://www.althanas.com who have developed a whole world for people to Role Play and write within.
Scara Brae. At last, the city famed for being the place where adventures began and friendships were forged came into view as Rardaag Dewwit stood at the edge of the barge from Corone with a mild anticipation.
Years spent at the various schools of the Istien University, lost within the realms of a secluded academia of ancient and modern texts, had provided Rardaag with all the knowledge and understanding he had thus far acquired. A vast amount, indeed, but the elf had been raised in such a fashion that an insatiable hunger for knowledge left him yearning for more. The various histories and articles within the libraries of Istien's academies had been fully exhausted; no further knowledge could possibly be gained from them. Which had bought him here. To Scara Brae. Logic inferred to Rardaag that, should he want to learn more than he already had, he must step away from texts and diagrams, and gain knowledge from experience.
This place, seeming to grow upon the horizon, was as good as any to begin Rardaag's quest for further knowledge.
Gazing forth to the harbour, Rardaag allowed a deep inhalation of sea air to fill his lungs. The freshness, the cool cleanliness passing his throat, was exhilarating and as he exhaled with satisfaction a smile adorned his face with genuine glee at the sensation itself. It was rare to see the scholar give such an exuberant expression of emotion but such was his enjoyment of the sea and its air.
The gentle crashing of waves upon the water's surface carried an arrhythmic charm that, to the ears of Rardaag, was much akin to music. Despite not having a Bard's ability, beyond very basic healing, the elf very much was driven to break into song because of his adoration of so tranquil a sound. However, he refrained; it was not the most pertinent place to break into song, when stood at the end of a rather full barge of people not all travelling for simple learning, but on business and things that held no interest for our turquoise haired elf. Regardless, restraint was likely most prudent - he had no desire to be pushed off the vessel before reaching shore.
The barge was a simple vessel, some thirty feet long and ten feet in width. Rardaag doubted that any saw below the open deck, given the number of oars, pushing the barge towards its destination, protruding from both sides of the vessel, creating a nice foamy froth around the boat and its trail. Of course, had access been given to the lower levels, there would surely not be quite so many men, women and children all packed in with barely room to move filling the rear twenty feet of the barge.
Rardaag, willing to pay a little extra coin, had been given position on a dais that covered the first ten feet of the ship, where the captain and a few others stood with a rather smug expression upon their faces. Had he not been engrossed in the gentle crashing of waves and diamond-like sparkles of spray being lit by the mid-afternoon sun, Rardaag may well have stepped off the dais, into the crowds, just to experience such a situation. Perhaps on his departure, he would stand with those less fortunate, but for now, his enjoyment of the ocean was a little too much to contain. Not breaking into full song, Rardaag did begin to hum gently; a tranquil melody, soothing and calm, grasping a tone of pleasure and innocence. The captain of the barge and the others on the dais all looked at the grey clad elf, mixed expressions on their faces - surprise, distaste, joy, curiosity - and one or two began to tap fingers against railing or leg or arm, in time to the quiet tune. Rardaag, though, was far too engrossed in his admiration of the beauty of nature to notice anyone or anything else.
That was until a shriek was heard from the approaching shore, and a small speck of black against the azure canvas of sky began to grow slowly, as both it and the barge drew closer. The sound broke Rardaag's reverie, and as he looked up to the sky, he smiled, and raised his arm, slender and yet strong, into the sky. A shrill whistle trilled through pursed lips and a moment later the falcon was perched upon the wrist of Rardaag. A few seconds were spent stroking the feathers of the bird, then a hand went to a small pouch at his waist, from which was pulled a small piece of dried meat. "Not fresh, I'm afraid Eleanor, but here you go," gently spoke the elf as he brought the meat to the beak of the falcon, who quickly snapped it up.
Rardaag's voice was serene, much like his demeanour, and held to it a musical quality typical of elves. Perhaps it was the serenity of his voice or the quiet confidence that was held within, but speaking to the bird seemed to break the invisible barrier that had prevented any of those on the dais interacting with the elf. It was a young human girl, perhaps nine or ten years old, blond curls bouncing as she jovially skipped from the other side of the barge towards the elf. Stopping a couple of feet away from him, hands were clasped behind her, gripping loosely to the silk of her her light green dress, "'Scuse me, mista', but wha's tha'?" Kneeling down to level himself with the girl, Rardaag smiled with enthusiasm, more than happy to answer the girl's shy enquiry.
"This is Eleanor, little one. She's a falcon, a friend of mine," his tone was again friendly, and the little girl seemed to relax, her hands moving to her sides. Moving the bird closer to the girl, Rardaag ruffled her shoulder length curls with his free hand in the sign of friendliness he had seen human adults express to children before, "You can stroke her if you want to. She won't bite you."
"Really, mista'?! Wow! I've nev'r touched a bird afore." The yelping excitement of the child caused Rardaag to laugh wholeheartedly as the girl nervously moved her hand towards Eleanor with slow, broken advances. The bird, sensing the nervousness of the girl, shifted a little, and the child's hand stopped as she looked up questioningly at the elf, momentarily wondering if the animal was as safe as he said it was. Rardaag just nodded with a reassuring smile. The girl grinned and finally found the courage to touch Eleanor, stroking her feathers for only a moment before moving her hand back and regaining her nervous posture. "Sh-she's beau'iful, mista'. And so soft!"
"Pardon my daughter, good sir. She is young and curious, she means no offence or bother to you." Rardaag rose as the human man placed a hand on the shoulder of the girl. A well built fellow with perhaps a few more pounds of extra flesh than he had in his prime. He spoke politely enough and seemed respectful, and his hand was a gentle one atop the girl's shoulder; a friendly man and good father, Rardaag surmised.
"Nay, good friend, no offence. And it is certainly no bother to satiate the curiosity of youth, I was once like that. A beautiful daughter you have, though." Rardaag was sure the final was an acceptable statement when speaking with a human for the first time and hoped that he did not offend or unbalance the chap. "Ah, well, it looks like we're about to dock. I must arrange my belongings. Do excuse me sir." He nodded to the fellow, "Little miss." A repeated ruffling of her hair was replied with a quaint little giggle. Rardaag smiled as he moved to grab his belongings ready for alighting.
Raising his arm in a smooth, swift motion, Eleanor left her perch and flew off into the air; likely she would be hunting for some food other than dried meat. Grabbing his satchel, fastening his belt and quiver about a slender waist, the elf utilised his unstrung bow as a walking stick and waited for the barge to finally stop before nimbly jumping onto the pier.
The crowds of people from the barge and other ships, all heading towards the city of Scara Brae, acted like a raging river, leading any who was caught in its currents closer to the city, which seemed to be bustling at this time of day. Or, rather, what Rardaag could see of it, he could make no real estimation of the congestion further inside the city. Having no immediate plans or goals the elf moved with the flow of people and silently wondered where the torrent would lead him.
Thankfully, the rushing torrent of people quickly dispersed, leaving Rardaag now in a street only quietly busy. Not quite sure where he was in relationship to the docks, he still had no real plans or goals. Severals inns and taverns had been passed whilst in the almost wild throng of bodies, but the pace of the crowds was too much for any real observations in terms of names or suitability. Taking a moment to orientate himself once more, the elf made mental note that books were much easier than cities but did not allow his pleasant mood to be compromised.
Finally, he would be able to experience the real world: the people, the scenery, the wonders, and most importantly, the knowledge. There was such an abundance of knowledge for him to absorb that he wondered if elven years would suffice. People, mostly humans, passed by him as he once more dropped into a reverie of gentle contemplation, but he did not notice them going about their daily routines. At least he was not being obtrusive, and whilst he considered that which was ahead of him, Rardaag leaned against the wall of a tailors' shop, just inside a small alley betwixt the Tailor and, judging by the shouts of a middle aged human voice, a general hawker's shop. Whilst he felt wonder at the opportunities ahead of him, the elf was also aware that he would need to arrange accommodation, possibly for an extended period; he planned on spending some considerable time in Scara Brae, to not only plan his subsequent journey, but also to begin his quest of learning. So, by spending time here, two proverbial birds would be killed with a single, just as proverbial, stone.
Breaking from his contemplation, Rardaag looked around the current area with keen azure eyes. The city of Scara Brae, he noticed for the first time, was a very friendly place. The streets were filled with an air of helpfulness and acceptance, shop keepers spoke to customers with a genuine concern and honest expression, strangers approached locals who readily gave information and guidance. Strangers laughed with other strangers as they realised both parties were lost, but wanting to reach the same destination. A smile began to crease the face of Rardaag as he observed this for just a few minutes; he had heard of the friendliness of Scara Brae but did not fathom such a thing would be so near to tangibility. He surmised that the time spent here would be enjoyable.
So, first things first, he knew that lodgings would need to be found, and the easiest way would be to visit one of the many inns at the docks; which would have to wait until later, lest Rardaag find himself lost inside the raging flows of those leaving and entering the city by boat. Once the sun falls, the docks should become less busy, surmised the Elven fellow. Which meant nearly half a day to spend searching for a few places he had wanted to see for some time.
A decision reached about accommodation, Rardaag was now free to go about the more interesting activities he had planned. He moved from the alleyway, back into the wide avenue, looking both ways, he noted a group of the City Guard, they were likely either on patrols or dealing with some miscreant or other; they weren't of any real interest, all truth considered. Rounding the corner, the elf opened the door to the tailor's shop, hoping the friendliness extended inside as well as it was displayed in the streets.
Rows upon rows of draped material, silks, cottons, more expensive materials, of all hues, qualities and widths lined the rather spacious shop, and as the main counter was approached, the end of the bow acted as a counter-beat to the near silent footsteps of Rardaag as it struck the well swept wooden floor. The counter was long, maybe stretching six feet to the right, two feet wide, and in the open space at the right, three mannequins were wrapped in silk of vibrant hues, a contrasting embroidery along the hems, as though in emulation of the elven crafting of his own attire. Leaning the longbow against the counter, the elf placed his satchel on the floor and picked up the small brass hammer left on the counter. Striking the hammer three times on the bell beside it, Rardaag waited for the tailor to emerge from the workshop in the back. Several minutes passed and Rardaag did not want to be rude, so merely waited. As time went on, he began to walk up and down the many racks of neatly folded, uncreased fabric. Stopping occasionally, the elf would pinch at a corner of fabric, rubbing thumb and forefinger together to get a feel for the quality of the goods. Each stretch of fabric seemed of exquisite craftsmanship and each time the elf stopped and pinched, he gave an approving nod and carried on.
Perhaps the tenth stretch he stopped at, Rardaag did more than simply pinch. The material seemed alike silk, but of smoother making, and along one edge for maybe a third of the stretch's width, a most intricate pattern was embroidered in golden thread on the backdrop of black. Eyebrows raising, Rardaag lifted the material, allowing the light from the shop window to pass through. "Wow!" Exclaimed the scholar, noticing not a single stitch out of place. A truly magnificent piece of work, one of the best he had ever seen, even rivalling his own garb.
"Impressive, eh? All the way from Raiaera, though cost me a fair penny, ma lad. So, no cheap garment from this, I'm afraid." The voice was surprisingly motherly - soft, comforting, yet holding a power of one who decided on whether you ate supper or not. Rardaag turned to face a plump, greying human woman whose head only reached to his chest. It was quite possible that she was as wide as she was tall, and her more than ample bosom was on display thanks to the low cut design of her dark blue dress, simple lace at the hems. The woman's cheeks were rose coloured, to match the hue of full lips that held a friendly smile. It was obvious by the thin strips of material draped over her shoulders with hundreds of rows of needles woven through that this woman was the tailor who owned the shop. "The name's Illias Hyrn, how may I help you, ma lad?"
Certainly as friendly inside as out, should this woman be representative of the rest of Scara Brae. Her confidence and self assuredness was refreshing and Rardaag could not help but smile as his azure met her auburn. Her hair, he noticed, was probably much longer than it appeared, pulled tight into a net at the nape of her neck where it was wrapped around itself into a small bulbous collection of grey.
"I need not garment right now, Mistress Hyrn," Rardaag hoped once more that he was addressing the woman in a manner that would not offend, "though I may well return for something made in this." He lifted the material to signify what he meant, and Illias smiled broadly, obviously feeling her pitch successful. "I'm actually hoping you could direct me to The Dajas Pagoda; I'm hoping to see it on my first day in the city."
The woman chuckled, and as she did her body seemed to move in waves, an almost hypnotic motion that the elf had to focus on not staring at, for that would surely be considered rude. "The Pagoda, eh? You're on the right road, at least, ma lad." For some reason, she shook her head, as though musing at the folly of youth; perhaps she hadn't noticed Rardaag's race. "Just go out of here, and head north. You'll not get in, mind. No, the gates are sealed shut and City Guards stand watch at each of them. The Pagoda is still clearly in view, mind. If that's all you're after."
The elf lowered his head momentarily in a show of respect for the information given to him, "Thank you, Mistress Hyrn. Hopefully I will be back for some of that material. The day is ageing, though, and I have a lot to do, so I bid you farewell." With that, he weaved past the tailor, quickly grabbed the satchel and bow, and left the shop to enter the street once more.
North, north, north. Rardaag looked left and right, then up at the sun, to judge the direction he needed to travel along the avenue to reach the pagoda. Yes, that's it. He turned off towards where the group of City Guard had been when he entered Mistress Hyrn's shop, though they were now gone; probably evidence it was simply a patrol squad rather than sign of trouble. With a more defined pace now he had a clear purpose and goal, Rardaag walked along the avenue.
He looked now, without the initial distractions, every inch an elf. His stride full of confidence, bordering on arrogance, posture coupled with the single piece robe only serving to highlight the lithe build of the young elven scholar. And with head held high, bow in hand like a staff, one unlearned could easily mistake Rardaag for someone of more importance than he actually was. Had it not been for the satchel.
The walk to the Pagoda was an enjoyable one, though much shorter than expected. Occasional people offered a smile or a nod to Rardaag, and everyone had the air of cheer about them. The elf returned any smiles or nods, and found himself also being in good cheer - even more so that he usually was. The time spent here would certainly be enjoyable.
The cobbled avenue down which he walked was wide and spacious; away from the docks, the streets were much calmer, and as groups of people stood to idly gossip or discuss current affairs, Rardaag mused at the manner of men. For him, it was almost confusing that such chatter would be of interest. Surely the time would be better spent in learning and expanding knowledge, though he could admit he was a little different to most others. His steady, purposeful pace began to slow slightly as he took the time to absorb the scenery. The architecture here was far from elaborate, yet possessing a simplistic grace that the elf found enjoyable to observe. The buildings all were certainly sturdy, and many held an aged feel to them that implied the sturdiness was more than a clever design trick.
He stopped once in a while, to take a moment looking at the leaves of a tree, or to take a closer observance of a particular building. He even stopped for a moment to purchase an apple from a young hawker, allowing a moment to engage the young man in idle conversation before continuing on. The apple was fresh, juicy and crisp, seeming to mirror the way in which the city was a joy to the senses. The slightly out of tune flute being played by a homeless fellow seemed to accentuate the chants of children skipping with rope, their singing just as tuneless. Everything seemed to justify the slightly slower pace Rardaag was taking to reach the Pagoda, and though used to tranquillity of Istien, the slight bustle within Scara Brae was actually refreshing and enjoyable.
Starting to hum the tune that had been playing by the busker, Rardaag took a moment to gaze up to the sky. As he did, an acute awareness of the time hit him, and he quickened his pace, though did not rush towards the Pagoda; there was still plenty of time but that would quickly change if he didn't take some amount of haste. There would be time for idle wanderings through the city at another time, but he really wanted to see both the Pagoda and the hospital before finding lodgings for the night.
It didn't take long at his new, faster, pace to reach the widespread opening at the end of the wide avenue. As he did, Rardaag stopped, stood, and allowed his mouth to gape widely. The plaza was mostly empty, with a few people here and there either chatting idly or looking at the structure for which Rardaag had also come to see. Past a few paces, the cobbled avenue give way to a paved, mostly circular area, the stones of a pale grey, that was especially clean for a human city, at least, according to what Rardaag had read whilst in Istien. The plaza was much cleaner than the rest of the city though, the elf noted.
It was, however, the centrepiece of the opening that held the attention of Rardaag. A tower, reaching up into the sky with a splendour and poise for which no words could aptly substitute. The structure, standing proud at seven floors, seemed to carry the glory of those who once resided and fought within its still pristine wooden walls. What appeared to be white paint covered the walls, at this distance appearing untarnished by time and lack of use. Each level of the pagoda was marked by a tile canopy, of blue slate and wood, protruding a short distance out from the building, skirting around it, where the floor of each level was situated. According to what he had read whilst in Istien, these canopies were of both aesthetic and structural value - the extension of the floor supports to also incorporate the canopies strengthened the floors within.
Walking closer to the building, Rardaag's bow tapped upon the paved floor in counterpoint to his steps that remained silent as ever, and the Pagoda seemed to start looming over the figure of the elf. The wall surrounding the pagoda was acting as a barrier against any visitors, and judging by the guards stood two per gate, he would not be able to overcome the barrier. A real shame, he would have much enjoyed being able to see the arenas in which many legendary fighters forged their legacies. Harris Langfall, Jinso Hamura, Ezradane Larran, to think of just a few names etched forever in history, were fighters of legendary skill, among all the others who managed to reach the pinnacle of beating the pagoda. Stopping maybe fifteen metres from the wall, looking upwards, for Rardaag it was like a tangible weight as the memories of fighters long since retired or dead poured out of the spirit of the Pagoda.
Approaching the nearest, half rusted, large iron gate, Rardaag nodded towards one of the two guards. "I suppose no one is allowed in there?" Asking with a friendly voice as he always did, Rardaag was a little shocked to see the muscle bound guard simply shake his head whilst letting out a grunt. The man, with a short, unkempt beard was the first unfriendly person Rardaag had seen since entering Scara Brae, and his entire manner spoke of a discontentment that was similarly unusual. Judging the man's mood one that wouldn't suit conversation, Rardaag stood for a moment in silence, simply observing the fellow, tapping his bow upon the ground lightly as he thought.
"Would I be permitted to stand around here a little while, to make a drawing of the pagoda?" Utilising his most polite, friendly manner, Rardaag hoped he would not be met with such abrasiveness again from the guard. However, it was the other who spoke. A man not as well built as the grunter, but with a more friendly face and smooth cheeks.
"A'course, friend. We don' mind people spendin' time 'ere in the plaza. There's benches just over there," the guard pointed off to his left with an outstretched arm, and as Rardaag followed, he saw the guard's words were truthful. "Take as long as ya wish."
"Thank you, sir. Good day." Nodding as he walked off towards the bench, the elf gave a pleasant smile to each of the guards. Quickening his pace slightly, he was only slightly surprised at the return of Eleanor; the falcon had gone to hunt for food, and her return was inevitable. However, she generally was not too fond of cities, so her returning in the centre of the city was a little unexpected.
Eleanor perched on Rardaag's right shoulder as he made his approach to the bench, and let out a small cry of what sounded like satisfaction. The elf raised a hand to the small bird and stroked her feathers gently before sitting down. Taking a moment to relax a little, Rardaag then reached into his satchel to pull out a booklet of blank paper and various sticks of charcoal that were in a small metal tin. Placing the tin on the wood of the bench, and the booklet upon his lap, the elf chose a stick of suitable thickness, and began to study intently the Pagoda, making mental note of many of the architectural nuances, and the general feel of the building; its over powering presence, the grandiose manner of its position in the exact centre of the plaza. Then, with Eleanor seeming to watch him, Rardaag began to draw the building.
It was like a meditation, eyes moving up to the building, remaining there for a moment, then dropping back to the paper, slowly filling with the scratches of charcoal created by Rardaag's ever moving hand. Lost within the calm of duplicating reality, time seemed to lose all meaning as the elf spent time on his favourite hobby besides learning, and no notice was taken of the people walking into the plaza, nor the changing of the guards; a rather ritualistic routine that had been performed for countless ages, yet Rardaag didn't take any notice of its occurrence. For him, at that moment, drawing was all there was. It created within the elf a deep calm and after only a few short minutes, Rardaag was lost within his meditation.
Soon, the page was covered in the grained charcoal, scratches and shadings from his fingers, and he continued on, adding in all manner of intricacies to bring the Pagoda to life on the paper. It had taken nearly two hours for the elf to finish the drawing, and as he brushed off the final loose dust, he placed the third stick of charcoal back into the tin, having used two sticks entirely. Placing the tin back inside the satchel, he pulled out a small silk handkerchief, to clean his fingers of the black dust. With a certain amount of caution, Rardaag placed the booklet back into the satchel; now there was a drawing in there, the booklet was, in the elf's mind, much more valuable than it previously had.
"It's a good drawing, Eleanor. Now to visit the hospital, a fair few people will be there, mind." He looked up at the sky for a brief moment, taking in the full height of the Pagoda, still in wonder of it. The sun had lowered much more than he had hoped; the drawing had taken longer than expected to complete, certainly. "Or not, my feathered friend. It is far too late now, we had better find some lodgings. Back to the harbour, then."
A few passing people glanced as they heard the musical voice of an elf seemingly speaking to himself; such a thing as senile elves was rarely heard of, let alone seen, and though it was disconcerting, the people said nothing. Though, when Rardaag rose, there was a slight nervousness behind the friendly smiles and nods. He didn't notice them, feeling slightly rushed, but still in an excited frame of mind after what was certainly a very successful session of drawing.
Walking back down the avenue, the elf didn't take the same leisurely pace as he had done earlier in the day - now he spared only a few glances at the buildings, a nod and smile to each person, with a slight feeling of hurry behind each and every one. He did, however, get stopped by something he hadn't noticed previously: A flower upon a low branch of a tree. He walked over to the tree, raised his hands to cup the flower gently, plucking a single petal to breathe in the fragrance. It was magnificent, the spiralling petals giving the wide flower a near artistic feel to it, and the scent was sweet and yet not overpowering as some flowers so large could be. Had he the time to spare, Rardaag would certainly have stopped to draw the flower, but he much preferred to be in doors before dark - he had heard stories of the Scourge, and read of their exploits whilst at Isitien, and had no desire to meet with such miscreants. They were aptly named, in the elf's opinion, should the stories be true.
And so it was, after a short while, Rardaag found himself back at the harbour. As he got closer, the smell of salt filled the air with increasing potency, and as he looked out to the piers, a long inhalation ensued, taking in the cool, fresh, air. It was refreshing, and the cool breeze that pounded the promenade gave a slight edge to the already cooling late afternoon air. Rardaag allowed himself a little time to just enjoy this freshness, taking in the sound of the waves crashing against each other, but did not idle for too long as he started to walk down the rows of taverns and inns, looking for somewhere he could stay the night, and possibly get a more permanent residence.
He passed many taverns before reaching an inn, the sounds of rowdy sailors and other workers seeping out of the windows and occasional open doors. The first inn, the 'Jolly Captain,' was certainly too loud for the elf's liking, and the second, 'Traveller's Rest,' was heaving, and Rardaag decided no accommodation would be found there. It was actually several inns that were passed until a suitable one was found - 'The Horse and Carriage.' It was a homely little establishment, a fire roaring loudly in the common room, ample tables free to allow a decent choice. It was clean and generally smoke free, only a few patrons held pipes between their teeth, and the smells of cooking sifted in from the kitchen. Yes, this would do perfectly.
A stout looking man of middle years, judging by his red face and mostly receded hairline, approached Rardaag, "Greetin's friend. M'name's Jain, I own this 'ere place. What can I get you?" Jain was, from what the elf could tell, a friendly chap, his manner much like everyone else Rardaag had seen in Scara Brae so far, save for that one guard; who was probably having a bad day anyway.
"Some water, a meal and a place to stay for the night, if you would be so kind." The innkeeper nodded and walked away towards the bar to fetch the water for Rardaag, who sat down at the nearest table. Though not as extravagant as the dining rooms in Istien, the wooden table and chair were comfortable enough, and as he settled in, waiting for the drink, Rardaag rested the bow against the wall behind him, allowing Eleanor to hop down to the table before she launched into the air and out of an open window - this was certainly too enclosed for her liking. A few moments later, the innkeeper returned, placing a glass and pewter pitcher of water on the table. "We've smoked gammon and egg t'night, friend. Will that be t'your likin'?"
"Yes, that will be fine. What is the bill, including a night's rest?" Rardaag would speak to the man in the morning when the inn would doubtlessly be less busy about extended board.
"Fifteen gold pieces, standard weightings." His voice held a little apprehension as he said the price, as though expecting hesitation from the elf. There was only a little surprise when Rardaag pulled a small pouch from a pocket within his grey attire, taking out the requested amount, and handing it to Jain. "There you go. A good price."
In truth, it was actually a little expensive, but for the added comfort of a peaceful environment, the elf had no problem in paying the extra gold. "I trust business is well?" Idle conversation would help build rapport when the morning came and negotiations would start for an extended stay - the price was okay, but for any length of time, would become rather expensive and beyond the elf's budget.
"Aye, that it is, friend. Ne'er better, in fact. I'll get t'your meal now, the cook is a good one, but sometimes she likes t'argue with me." Jain then stalked off towards the kitchen. Rardaag smiled at the man, he was almost stereotypical to the innkeepers he had read about, though also different in some aspects. It was obvious Jain was not too interested in idle chatter, and he made no effort to reassure the quality of the business he ran. Shaking his head at the strangeness of men, Rardaag settled at the table, pouring himself a glass of the cold water, taking a quick gulp.
Then, he felt a slight tugging at his clothes, and looking down saw a familiar face. Framed by blonde curls, it was the face of the small girl he had met on the barge into the city. "'Ello mista'. Where's ya bird?"
Chuckling slightly, Rardaag ruffled the girl's hair again, "There are too many people here for Eleanor, so she's gone into the woods, I imagine, to sleep for the night." The girl nodded, and from across the common room a voice shouted for the girl, Alice, to come back to her table; Rardaag assumed it was the girl's mother, but could not be sure - humans were strange beings.
"I gotta go, mista', s'a shame ya bird wasn' wi' ya." The Alice skipped off, seemingly rather excited. Rardaag smiled as he took another gulp of the water. An interesting day, that was for sure. And, if nothing else, he had learned that, whilst reading books was good and proper, nothing could compensate actually experiencing the things that were written. It was much more enjoyable, and gave a greater insight into the manner of things.
The meal arrived after only a short few minutes, and was very good. The meat was fresh, and not salted to the point of hiding the taste of the meat itself, whilst the eggs were ripe, and the yolks a healthy deep orange hue. Eating the meal slowly, so as to savour each mouthful, Rardaag found himself rather satisfied by its completion, feeling full and fatigued.
Sitting in the common room for just a little while longer, as was only proper, he assumed, Rardaag felt the calls of sleep and his bed. He asked a barmaid to direct him to his room so he could retire. Guiding up narrow stairs, the teenager showed Rardaag to his room, giving him a key and warmed towel, explaining that hot water was available in a basin, should he wish to freshen up.
Entering the room and leaving the young woman behind, the elf closed the door, locking it. The room itself was a nice one, a pot basin held water that steamed, a mirror above it, plainly adorned. The bed was large, and the quilt looked of a decent thickness, though a little old. The pillows seemed a little flat, but then he was accustomed to the down pillows of Istien. The dark carpet also seemed rather clean, and the blue curtains matched the paintwork on the walls. A plain, yet comfortable, room, much like the common lounge downstairs.
Opening the window to look at the darkening sky, Rardaag had suspicions that Eleanor would return in the night; she often did. The elf took a short while then to go through the various rituals pertinent to the Elven religion, keeping a reverent air whilst doing so. Finishing, he made preparations for bed; washed himself with the hot water, brushed his teeth, and eventually settled down between the sheets. Laying there quietly, he wondered on what he would do on the morrow.
"The queen, I have heard, has a rather extensive library. Yes, I would much like to peruse her collection," he thought before drifting into a peaceful slumber.
***
A World In Ruin
In February 2009 I was asked to 'guest star' in a Role Play to set the feel for the world and its current state. With only a small prompt, I was given a completely free reign creatively; something I happily took full advantage of. My vision was one of darkness and chaos, something I feel I achieved quite well. There is a definite foreboding of evil in this post.
The rolling waves of vast oceans accompanied the gentle whistle of summer breeze on the world of Azure, giving to the world a peaceful ensemble accented by the rhythm of life; the chirping of birds, barking of dogs, calls of the merfolk singing as the sun cast down upon them. Luscious blues and mellow greens created a collage of life that shifted with each moment, as schools of vibrant fish went about their travels beneath the foaming waves, men went about their own work, side by side with mammalians, building, burning, living. It was a gentle balance that allowed peace to reign.
Little awareness, however, was in evidence of events soon to transpire; events that held the potential to alter the world forever, and that would doubtlessly disrupt the balance of peace that reigned on this little, yet beautiful, world.
Dragons, it was said, lived forever. Immortal beings possessing power none could begin to even imagine dreaming of, let alone hope to hold themselves. There was, many millennia ago, or so the stories were told, a full population of the immortals that over-ruled the other inhabitants of Azure; an honourable rule, just, fair. Of those dragons, it was Fafner, ruler of the sea, who also took charge over all other dragons and ensured the other peoples received what was their right: A peaceful life without fear. Even the mighty kraken would not stand against the rule of Fafner, for the sea-dragon was powerful as he was fair. Though, there was one who stood against him. The aptly named Chaos.
Dragon of the sky, Chaos held power equal to Fafner, and often contested his rule; arguing that as the stronger species, dragons should not be concerned with the others, but utilise them simply as tools. Chaos, in truth, had only one desire - the destruction of balance, and the perpetuating of death and suffering. With a heart black as the scales on his flesh, Chaos would often openly fight against the mighty Sea-Dragon, both verbally and physically. Finally, tired of the antics the disruptive, younger dragon so fondly engaged in, Fafner called upon the Council of Dragons: Himself, representing the sea, the forest-dragon, the mountain-dragon, and dragons for each of the four elements - Fire, Water, Earth and Air. This council worked together to seal away Chaos, something they achieved, but only with a price.
The populous of dragons were forced to move elsewhere, whilst the members of the council sacrificed their immortality so Fafner would be able to remain, also sealed, like Chaos. As time continued its careless progression, unheeding of any being's whims, the council members died one after the other, leaving Azure to fend for itself. Fafner and Chaos both were sealed - the latter confined within the clouds, while the sea-dragon was given a forceful slumber, only to awake should Chaos, somehow, break the walls of his imprisonment.
Whispers were occasionally heard among the various elders that Fafner, the great deity, was stirring within the ocean's depths. With quiet rejoice, little did they understand the implications this carried.
------------------------------------------------
High above the soft white clouds of Azure, hidden from the view of mortals, was constructed an island of dense cloud, the combined effort of the most powerful dragons to ever exist. Once, at its creation, it was pure as freshly fallen snow and held to it the appearance of a small castle, now it was an abominable shadow of its former beauty. Black as night, twisted to no longer hold any recognisable form, the cloud, once peaceful, now roiled as though a constant storm filled its confines. Chaos filled it.
For a time immeasurable, the black hearted Dragon of the Sky had been given time to contemplate on his hatred, allowing it to grow. Consuming him, the deity - nay, the anti-deity - had become as distorted as his prison. He could feel his presence, that of Fafner, he always could. The oh-so-loved deity of the people. It sickened Chaos, enraged him, and he spent each day fighting back against this attempt at holding him, restraining him, an attempt at preserving those who did not deserve life - the mortals. The anti-deity's powers had not been removed with the sealing, only confined to the realm of his castle in the clouds, and so a constant bombardment upon the walls had been sustained for countless ages. Of course, as the death of each council member was felt, so too was the weakening of the barriers.
It was not, of course, the efforts of Chaos that caused the tainting of his sky-bound bastille. The hatred, anger and disgust that filled the soul of the evil dragon had become such that it had taken a tangible form - a thick, dark, putrid miasma. Its poison seeped into the very construct, tearing it down, replacing what was righteous with all that was not. As it had done to Chaos, it also twisted, deformed and mutated the fortress. No longer was it truly a confinement, but served as bastion for Chaos' new intentions for Azure - it served him and also suffered a great, insurmountable torture.
------------------------------------------------
And so it is we are brought to the event that finally tipped the balance, a full moon-cycle ago.
The prison, no longer able to hold the evil that was contained, finally crumbled. It still existed, mind, but dissipated into the miasma created by Chaos' hatred. And with a mighty roar to announce his revival, Chaos let the world know that its demise was imminent. As were all dragons, this evil was massive. Fifty feet long, not including a twenty foot tail, Chaos stood at an overpowering fifteen feet. When standing on all four legs, of course. Wings that spanned some ninety feet, leather-like, structured with limb-like bones that protruded from the edges of the wings like claws, were allowed to stretch fully for the first time eons upon eons. Flapping them with a few strong bursts, the stench that was Chaos' taint was forced upon the surface of Azure. This was the beginning of an era that would manifest itself as filled with terror.
Rushing through the sky, the miasma following, as though being pulled, contorted, thinning out as it did so, leaving a streak of pitch against the pale blue canvas of the sky. The constant roar of this immortal filled the air, and throughout the lands and seas, people were racked by fear unexplained, the evil creature's voice disrupting balance and coordination, bringing all to their knees. This was how the world should have been organised.
Then, with true malice, Chaos allowed his designs to commence. Wings folded for but a moment, claws digging themselves into the dragon's flesh, tearing it asunder as the wings opened once more. And so, ten deep, wide lacerations marked Chaos' body, allowing his life-force to pour from his being. The taint, however, had taken such an effect that rather than rich claret, from the veins poured that same awful smog which granted him reprieve from confinement.
As it fell from the speeding form of the flying anti-deity, the smog seemed to grow, spreading as it came closer to the ground, closer to those bound by death. Watching the effects of his blood, Chaos let out yet another roar, this time of joy. This was perfect: the worthless maggots would be driven to be of the same mind as he. From massive maws housing twisted, equally tainted, teeth erupted a foul black fire that seemed to suck the light of day into it. Or rather, perhaps, it defeated the light around it, bringing the air into darkness. This flame was as tainted as the miasma and Chaos himself, and only seemed to amplify the stench that now filled the air.
Oh, how the effects of such an awfully wicked plan were so successful. Despite having not yet drifted to the surface, the effects of the miasma, and accompanying foulness, could be felt - plant life was beginning to wilt, to wither. The consciously aware of the mortals began to twist, horrified and disgusting by the sickly sweet smell of the miasma, insanity creeping in as an insatiable desire to wash filled their minds. Their wails were music to the ears of the bleeding creature in the sky.
Why?! How could Fafner allow this to happen? This is the end! Let me free! We all are going to die!
The screams were exhilarating, and as the onset of insanity and filth was observed, Chaos decided it now was time; the miasma would spread now regardless of what he did - already a full revolution of the planet had been undertaken. So the dragon threw his body downwards, towards a mountainous island devoid of life. Landing heavily, the miasma that had trailed now gathering around him again as a crater cracked and groaned under the pressure of so much evil intent standing on its surface. Near instantly, the rock of the island began to darken as the original miasma soaked into it. Yes, this would serve nicely.
Chaos began to writhe, as though in excruciating agony, roaring out of pure instinct, fire erupting from his mouth that darkened the air, its smoke twirling high above, darker even than that which was spreading through the world, become as to a crown of sorts - a coronation of the world's new leader. Yet, even in so glorious a moment, it seemed as though the dragon was, somehow, being hurt, as he convulsed violently, now upon his back. The deeper smoke lowered, masking the form of Chaos as it finally became obvious that he was shrinking.
With a sonic boom, the cloud of black filth cleared, and where had stood a mighty dragon, now was a vague resemblance to man. Certainly bipedal, but so, ever so, far from being as anything that lived on Azure. Flesh as black as the scales that once adorned his frame dripped some filth-ridden viscous semi-fluid like a slow moving river, and as the thick blobs fell from him, the ground beneath fizzled as it corroded at an astounding pace. A head that was much more like a human's was round, a flat nose exhaling smoke at each breath was highlighted by glowing red and gold eyes and three long, twisted ebony horns. The absence of lips allowed teeth crooked and rotten to be in plain sight. A left arm of heavily muscled strength seemed normal despite five lacerations between the wrist and shoulder that seeped out a more 'concentrated' version of the filth that dripped. The left arm was a deformed monstrosity, however. The shoulder hung low, twisting the immortal's form as the arm extended nearly to the ground, weighed down by the bulbous club of bone that should have been the forearm and hand. Five lacerations also seeped blackness from the wounds.
Turning to the largest mountain, clumsily in his new form, Chaos threw both arms into the air, and the mountain groaned as its tainted foundations began to shift and change, being moulded at the will of this foul, wretched beast. It did not take long before the mountain had changed entirely - becoming a perfect clone of Chaos' prison. The irony was perfect, that he would coordinate the destruction of these mortals from a place identical to that which had been forged to protect them.
------------------------------------------------
The miasma took a full three weeks to spread throughout the world fully, but three weeks was more than enough for perhaps irreparable damage on multiple levels. It, despite what had been believed, lingered, floating just above the ground at ankle height, shifting with the gentle currents of warm, stale wind that now filled the air with scents of the taint and the choking humidity of decay. Even the spray of the ocean could not dispel its effects as it forcibly was dissolved into what had once been clean, clear fresh water, leaving it now dirty, clouded and slowly stagnating.
Its effects on the inhabitants, however, was much worse. People of all races and animals of all species were drawn into the hatred that filled the miasma, becoming as twisted and deformed as had Chaos, all carrying that same black flesh that dripped with filth. Mutated versions of what had once been beautiful, peaceful creatures. Their rage led to mass killings, the hatred overtaking any inherent disadvantages, making them stronger, more brutal than previously they had been. Distortions of creation serving the purposes of the anti-deity. Chaos ruled now; not just the immortal, Azure had been rendered a chaotic shadow of its peaceful former self.
------------------------------------------------
The black rock, crystallised as it absorbed the miasmal essence of Chaos, served wonderfully as a throne to the evil creature who now sat upon it. Armour covered his form; all spikes and protrusions, making the eight foot tall malice-filled monster seem even larger than he was.
"There are... Some... Lord... Who have... Combated your m...ight." Barely coherent, the twisted form of what had once been a beautiful feline mammalian knelt before Chaos, writhing with discomfort - the taint was not without a price - giving report on the current state of the world. She was making reference to those that had, somehow, proven to be immune to the effects of the miasma.
Shrouded in darkness, the throne room held several of these mutant figures, and would, to any other, be lethal for the air was so tainted now that only the miasma was left. Truly, the mountainous island had become the centre of the world's despair.
------------------------------------------------
Though the world was lost in chaos, people wondering if at any time the man or woman or child stood beside them would become another of Chaos' slaves, shrouded by a seemingly unstoppable shadow of filth that tainted even the sky, leaving all in the shroud of twilight, hope was stirring.
Deep under the ocean's now tainted waves Fafner began to stir, feeling the plight of those who he had sworn to protect, sensing the presence once more of he who had stood against him countless times.
------------------------------------------------
In disgust, the raspy voice of Chaos; grating, grinding, akin to sandpaper against rock, decreed the next stage of his design:
"Kill them. Kill them all."
***
In Conclusion
I hope that you enjoyed reading these excerpts from my various writing projects. They certainly were a pleasure to write. Perhaps interest has been sparked in either Role Playing or writing for yourself, I hope so as the written word is a fantastic way to express creativity. Thank you kindly for your readings, I hope you enjoyed each piece.
***
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