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The Caravan Tales are derived from “The Far Cry” novel series.  These stories take part on a fictional world, named Ryden.  It is a fantasy world of magic and mythology... swords and kings... good and evil.  These tales are told from a single character’s point of view and their accounts; some you may cheer, some you may loathe, but within these stories will come a sense of reality in the events they face.  Brace yourself, for not every story will end up a happy one.

The realm of Ryden is treacherous.  Many creatures of unknown origin lurk about.  Make no second guess for what you read, intuition will serve you well, but do not rule out the unexpected.  In this world, power struggling demi-gods exist with only the ability to influence material plane dwellers... unless of course, they are invited.  Look for details in which to solve and discover the secrets of each story.  Tell tail signs could solve every mystery.  Beware though, think too deep and you may unlock your own secrets and let in fear that will connect you to them.
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The Tale
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~Del Rek is a quaint little town nestled in the Oserik Forest, near a large River, fresh from the Vallatta and Borsa Mountains. It’s absolutely beautiful from morning to night... At night, it’s best to be within the town’s walls. And when travelling, leave in the morning, and be sure to arrive before night fall. When the mist comes in... and it always does, you know you’ve lingered too long... ride, run, get to town, or out of the forest, for all manner or persons have been taken by it, where the shadow lingers.
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I was warned, I knew to make sure I left with plenty of time to reach Del Rek. But the days are shorter in this season, and I underestimated my travel time. I cursed myself, “Thenisen, you fool. All you had to do was not take the wrong river path.” But of course, it wasn’t until I realized that the sun wasn’t lowering on my right shoulder, but at my back, that I knew I was going in the wrong direction. “You should’ve just gone back to the City of Roderick. Then I wouldn’t be in this nightmare.”

This day was just one bad event after another, I woke up late, bought stale bread, the stable-keep tried to grift me for two nights instead of the one. Then I took the wrong route... I sighed, then in my own stubbornness, I pushed Chloe in racing down the heavily root-woven road. The sun was low, shadows from the trees. I didn’t have to push her so hard. That snap when her hoof slipped in between a couple protruding roots. She didn’t deserve that. She was a good horse. And here I am, nightfall, in the very place and time I have heard not to be.

I kept my wits about me. The torch cast shadows everywhere. I swear I saw a human silhouette among the trees.  I stood still as if to hide within the flickering firelight I held.  I listened, but could only hear the beating of my heart impacting against my chest, begging to get out.  I wasn’t alone.  Walking through this daunting forest, the rustle of leaves caught my attention to my left. Fear of the unknown unnerved me. The stories are always vague, yet many travelers have fallen prey to what many would call, “Shadow.”  It’s as if this forest cursed me from the start of my day, as if it knew I was coming, and delayed me at every step so I would be here now.

The crisp night air didn’t provide me with any comfort against my shivering body.  The swelling mist from the ground only aided to the creepy atmosphere of this dank forest.  Even more, there were no sounds, no crickets, no owls, or random cries of wolves in the distance...  not even the hint of a breeze to brush across my ears. Life simply didn’t exist in this place. I was the only living soul around.

My eyes twitched with a sudden flicker of the flame. My pupils readjusted, and it was gone... the shadow. My heart pounded. I raised my torch higher and scanned my surroundings. I twisted my body around in haste to find this thing. With this sudden encounter of fear over mind, I had forgotten my sword. I switched my torch to my left hand and pulled my trusting blade. What a beautiful sound the blade made as it withdrew from its scabbard. Certainly, this thing has been warned that I am ready.

I looked to the stars above...  the moon, with its crescent grin. The light was foul, and that eerie mist played me for a fool as the broken clouds threw huge shadows of their own.  I knew that whatever it was I saw...  I was definitely in its territory. My wits were my only advantage.

I swallowed my fear and pressed on, down the path to my destination, wading through the rising mist like a weighted boat through water. I was miles away from the quaint town of Del Rek. It was really of no importance other than having a place to stay for the night.  Now all I had was a small pack of items slung over my back, a small pouch of coins and my sword. If it were just thieves, I was so poor, I would be a waste of time. I knew though, that what I faced was something that cared not for money or possessions.  The mist wasn’t a convenient cover for brigands; it was a blanket for the dead.

Ten, twenty, thirty steps... I continued to look over my shoulder as I continued.  The mist had reached my chest like floodwaters and as odd as it seemed, it became harder for me to walk.  I looked to the trees, to define what they were; Sequoia, Birch, Oak...  I really didn’t know, but they were nothing like I had ever seen before.  The bark seemed unnaturally thick, brown with a lite cover of green moss that had formed at least thirty to forty feet high. I could only deduce how damp this forest could get, and now it became ever so clear to me that I was going to be swallowed whole by this ever-rising sea of humidity.

I stopped for a moment to silence my own steps in an attempt to catch anything following me off guard.  What I could sense after I halted was a backwash of mist that filled in behind the movement of my body, like a wake of water. The trailing mist passed over the top of my shoulders like a sweeping milky overflow that curtailed back into its own mass, which sent chills throughout my entire body.

I quivered uncontrollably with a great sense of dark underlining uneasiness. The metal of my sword grew cold, all the way through the hilt. My hands had become chilled and clammy; even the leather wrapped handle of my sword seemed to be a little moist and slippery. There was no doubt in my mind that I was surrounded by a presence of evil.

I lowered my torch to warm my sword and hand.  As the torch reached the surface of the mist, it flickered away in fear and a puff of steam rolled off the wood to where the flame shuddered.  I quickly rose the torch again to save the flame.  This was madness! A mist so thick to dowse a hot burning flame!

Then, “Uoy llik lliw eh...  yawa nur...” whispered behind me. I snapped my head back to see a silhouette of a woman formed by the mist itself standing before me.  I gasped and stepped back in fear, yet she was so beautiful... The milky white mist seemed to twirl within the embodiment of this creature.  Her eyes were focused on me, her hair flowed freely and wild even without a hint of a breeze.  She was adorned with a gown, given the detail of this apparition.  Her angelic voice spoke once again more vehemently as she pointed forward over my shoulder, “Uoy llik lliw eh!  Yawa nur!”

I was so taken by this; I was caught in silence without a thought. Then she suddenly rushed forward. I cried out in anticipation of the worst yet only felt a great chill as her presence passed through my body. I turned back around to see her body slowly sink into the ocean of mist. I couldn’t make sense of it, yet I believe that she was trying to warn me. I wasn’t adverse to such a notion. I looked down into the rising mist and noticed thicker clumps of mist swirl around my lower body. I sheathed my sword and ran, holding the torch as high as I could.

I ran with almost reckless abandon as I peered into the thick of the mist.  I didn’t know what I ran from, but there was a growing feeling in my mind of danger. The mist fought against my sprint, yet I still moved with bounding speed. Everything was a blur. The mist became almost blinding as it rose up to my eyes. My mouth inhaled the damp moisture and exhaled steam from the boiler of my lungs. I was weakening, but I would not give up so easily when I still had strength left.
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