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The Caravan Tales are derived from “The Far Cry” novel series. These stories take part in 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 deeply and you may unlock your own secrets and let in fear that will connect you to them.
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A mid spring storm had brewed from a mild shower to a dark gale force that swept across the night sky. Thunder rippled in from all around and lighting flashes pierced the night sky. We traveled through the Corran Forest, then up through the pass that led into the Tejon Highlands. The forests of the Highlands and bordering mountains held towering trees of mighty redwood, yet the rain penetrated the deep forest and created thick mud on the road. We had made it up the valley and into the wooded hills when we ran into trouble. My husband, Jacob, combated the storm all the while. But now he struggled to free our carriage from a deep mud hole, which then forced the carriage’s direction into a large mound of earth and rock.

I felt the carriage lunge quickly forward at the shout of my husband’s command. Then a loud crack could be heard from underneath and the carriage suddenly pulled to the right. He called for the horses to stop and cursed aloud the damage that was done. Moments later, the door came open and a brutal gust of icy air with sprinkles of rain sputtered into the carriage as he hopped inside and closed the door. The single lantern light warmed his solemn face with his ill news, “The damned left axle to the carriage broke. I’m afraid we’re stuck here for the night.”

“For the night? We’re miles away from the nearest town. Will you be able to fix it on your own?” I reached for a blanket, opened it up and wrapped it around him, then swept the water from his face gently with my hands. Water still ran from the top of his hooded cloak.

“I don’t know.” He sighed. “To be honest with you, I’m just so frustrated that I didn’t see that mud hole! All this rain! I’ve never seen such a storm downpour like this up here before. Perhaps to the southern realms, but not here.”

“You can’t blame yourself Jacob.” I hugged him tight, “How could you possibly see anything out there in a storm like this.”

His silence with his thoughts seemed unrelenting. He shook his head then looked me in the eyes, “No Marla, it’s not just the mud hole... It’s me. I pushed moving to Ilith too harshly. It’s just that the fishing colony up there pays so well I’ve heard, over and over again. I was in just so much of a hurry to provide a better life for us. I’m wondering if the gods are punishing me for not being tranquil... Instead, my greed now has us stranded on the outskirts of the Tejon Highlands with this cursed icy storm.”

“Don’t say that, Jacob. You are, one of the most giving men I know.” I kissed him gently on the lips to pass some of my warmth onto him. “That is one of the reasons why I married you. It’s not greedy to want to provide better for your future family. You’re a good man, and I love you... no matter where we get stuck.”

Finally, a subtle smile broke across his face... warmth had returned to him. “Aye, and being the loving partner that you are. That is why I married you... beautiful lady.” He threw back his hood and shook his head violently, which showered me with rainwater that had drenched his hair. He laughed as I tried to defend against the water.

“Stop!” I laughed with him as I pushed him away from me.

He stood up and grinned,” Just a taste of the outside love.” He laughed then reached passed me to some of the cabinets. “The horse blankets are in here, right?”

“You have to go out there again?” I contested, though I already knew the answer.

“If they are to survive the cold, I’m going to have to get them loose from the carriage, tie them up at one of the trees and cover them. Remember, those horses rely on us, just as much as we rely on them.”

“Just be careful out there.”

He recovered the two horse blankets from the lower cabinet. Then he gave me a peck on the cheek, “I will.” He set the blankets close to the door as he opened it and hopped down. “I’ll be back for these once I tie up the horses.” Then he shut the door.

* * * * *
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Time seemed to pass slowly, but I busied myself in organizing the carriage for our sleeping arrangement. The carriage was fairly large, yet with everything we owned now in it, room was scarce. I figured that we may have needed to stay in the carriage for a night or two, but on a night like this, I wished we could stay at an inn.

I then heard another voice outside hail to my husband. I heard my husband reply, but with the heavy downpour of rain against the roof of the carriage, I could not make out the words. I listened carefully, yet the rain was all that followed. The tension in the air grew thick around me. It was odd to come across another traveler in this kind of weather. Silence only fell to the rain... Who could it be? Only the wicked would travel at a time like this, other than fools like us. I waited... I know, only mere seconds, but seemed an eternity. I came closer to the door. If it weren’t for many wares that we stored on the walls I would have listened from the wall. Yet, against my better judgment, I put my ear to the door.

Still, the pelting rain echoed through the wood, and beyond that was an eerie void. A void that was quickly filled by the pounding of my heart. Then a sudden twist to the handle of the door and a rush of air pulled at me with the quick withdrawal of the door. I gasped, but there stood my husband, and there just beyond him was an elderly gentleman covered by a dark hooded cloak on horseback.

“What are you doing so closer to the door Marla?” Jacob asked after he was shocked at my sudden appearance.

“I heard a stranger beckon you. I...” I eyed the stranger.

“It’s alright darling, this is Mr. Hathenfer. He has a house just up the way from here.” Jacob explained.

“Please,” The gentleman corrected my husband, “Call me Lucas.”

“This is my wife, Marla.” He looked back at the elder.

“Pleased to meet you my lady,” Lucas gave a subtle smile and a quick wave.

“He’s offered us a room for the night and to help me with repairs tomorrow.” Jacob smiled. “We’ll lock up the carriage and get back to it in the morning.”

“My house isn’t very far from here I assure you, my lady.” Lucas’s voice was, in a way, comforting, like that of my grandfather. From what I could tell from his appearance, he was of average build and height, slender, light skin, shaven, narrow aged eyes, and a slim nose. He seemed to be at least sixty years of age, but still in moderate shape. I couldn’t tell much more, but he seemed to be genuine and sincere.

My husband pulled me out of my brief trance, “Come on, just grab a bag with a few things and we’ll take the horses. I’ll get them ready.”

He settled the door closed and I went into action in gathering some clothes into a sack. It may not have been graceful, but this was only going to be for a night. As I gathered our things a sudden feeling swept over me, as if I were leaving this carriage for good. Odd, I shook my nerves as I went through a list in my head of the things we would need.

The door pulled back open, and Jacob inquired, “Are you ready Marla?”

He was on horseback and had brought the other horse up close to the door, so I didn’t have to get my feet muddy. “Yes... Yes, I think I have everything in here.” I hoisted the sack towards the door.

“I’ll take that,” Jacob leaned across my horse as I handed him the large bag. I threw on a hooded rain cloak and then climbed onto my horse. I prodded the horse forward so Jacob could close and lock up the carriage. Soon after, Mr. Hathenfer led us down the road.

Lucas started some small talk as we followed, “You folks are fortunate my last set of traps and snares were to the west. When these larger storms hit, I like to clear and disable them because these storms can last for days, and I won’t be checking them until it clears. I don’t want any game laying out any longer than it needs to. I won’t be checking them until it clears.” He hoisted up a thin rope affixed to his saddle horn with two dead rabbits tied to it, “We’ll be able to enjoy these tomorrow night.”

Jacob engaged the topic, “You set your traps and snares far from your Home? Seems a late hour to go out in this.”

“Yes...” Lucas explained, “The thing about hunting small game with traps and snares is you have to set a lot of them. I don’t like setting them any closer than say a half-mile out from home. I don’t them getting wise that our scent can mean death. This storm intensified quickly, so I had a late start of it. My wife hates it, but I’ve been in these woods for over forty years. I know my way around in the dark.”

* * * * *
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The rain was heavy, and the echo of thunder rumbled in succession. Then up a small hillside, beyond a staggered line of trees was a clearing and there perched at the top of hill was a large two-story house. A rod-iron fence about seven feet high, surrounded the establishment it seemed. The double door gate stood closed and strong. The house itself seemed old and grim with the rainy night but seemed well maintained. Mr. Hathenfer unlocked the chain to the gate and let us through. My nerves crawled with the sight of this house... sure to be
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