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The sun begins to rise in the land of Steinland.

In a village outside of the Kingdom of Fortentia, Orlan Kinvay, a retired Knight of the Kings Army, looks off into the horizon. As he enjoys the sights and the sounds of nature he sees his breath because of the chilled air.

As he sits in peace he hears a child crying in the background.

Walking towards the sound he entered the hut to see his wife bouncing and singing in a soft soothing voice.

Orlan approached his wife.

"How is the boy?"

His wife Jane turned around with the newborn in her arms.

"Xander is fine my love, he's just a little hungry."

When Xander falls asleep, Jane puts the young child in his crib. As she stands upright and looks at Orland she notices a stressful look on his face.

"What is wrong?"

He shakes his head with a deep sigh. "I do not think we should go with the caravan this year."

Jane shrugs her shoulders. "Why?"

Orlan sat down by the fire.

"Well, with the recent sightings of Yetis this year and winter steadily approaching I don't think we should take Xander on this trip."

She knelt down and caressed his face.

"My love, some journeys are dangerous. Some journeys are fun. It may be dangerous, but I know you will be there."

Leaning down, she kissed his forehead.

"Besides this year I have new fabrics to sell, and the harvest has been the best we have had in a long time. We must go!"

With a half grin on his face and still doubtful Orlan pours himself a cup of ale when they hear loud knocking at the door. Jane opened the door to see a warrior-like man in the doorway.

As the giant of a man stands there in the doorway freezing, Orlan squints his eyes. "Zolo? Is that you?"

"Yes, yes it is. It's been a long time, my friend," Zolo grins.

"Please, please come in and get out of the cold!"

Zolo entered the hut and Orlan led him to the fireplace.

"Please sit, you look tired," Jane said softly.

As Zolo took a place by the fire, Orlan handed him a cup and poured the ale, joining him there while Jane prepared their old friend a warm plate of food.

"What are you doing back in Steinland?" She asked, placing a plate with various cuts of meat and bread in his hands.

"Well, I am now a Mercenary." Zolo answered. "My men and I were hired to help you with the caravan and get you safely to Asborjn. They say that the beasts have been very active lately. I have business there anyway so it all works out."

With a half smirk on his face Orlan chuckles. "A mercenary you say?"

Zolo sat back in the chair. "Aye, I want to die on the battlefield, Orlan. My men and I now travel to help people when in need."

While they sat talking of new stories and old war stories, Zolo turned and as his eyes fell on the crib, he looked back at Orlan in surprise. "You have a child?"

"Aye, that is Xander. He is a good strong boy," Orlan smiled proudly.

"I give my congratulations to you both," Zolo smiled, holding his cup in the air. "To young Xander! Skål!" He shouted and Orlan joined him, raising his own cup in honor of his child.

With that Zolo stood up and Orlan stood up with him. He handed off his cup to Jane and made for the door. "The time is late my friend and we have a long journey ahead."

He thanked them for their hospitality but Jane stopped him at the door.

"Wait, before you leave, may I ask you a question? Jane asked reverently. "Have you ever seen the beasts before, Zolo?"

"Aye, my men and I had a run in with the beasts near Valley View Village about a year ago."
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──────⊹⊱✫⊰⊹──────

With their preparations complete, Orlan turned to Jane. "Ye make sure that little one is wrapped up nice and warm. Winter is coming fast. I hope we can make it there and back or we will be buried in this god forsaken land."

A day into the journey, the caravan had reached past the halfway point, just miles away from Asborjn and continued down the rough road without caution.

Without warning the lead wagon stops and the driver yells, "All halt! We have busted wheel lads!"

The men step down from their wagons while the women attend to the children.

"We will keep an eye out!" Zolo hollered.

As the men prop up the wagon to repair the broken wheel Orlan approaches Jane and whispers, "Something isn't right. It feels like we are being watched."

Suddenly a group of Yeti's leapt from holes they had dug in the ice using their pelts to camouflage themselves.

The caravan, now surrounded by the vicious, dirty, foul smelling beasts fell under attack.

"Mount up and run! We will hold them off!" Zolo yelled even as a Yeti yanked him down by his ankles.

Orlan watched as his longtime friend was drugged violently into the hole.

He turned to Jane, fear marring his rugged features. "Hide Xander quickly my love!"

Orlan drew his sword to help fight off the beasts. Jane picked up Xander and placed him in a chest in the back of the wagon. Then, she quickly secured him with warm blankets.

Closing the chest she heard the sickening sound of a man having his throat ripped out.

Jane whimpered in terror as a blood soaked beast broke into the wagon, dropping to her knees as the screams and wails filled her ears.

While she prayed to the Gods to protect her child, the Yeti slashed Jane's stomach with its claws, completely disemboweling her.

In the agony of dying she had a fleeting moment of hope as she heard the horns of The Northmen of Asborjn blowing in the distance.

She passed into eternity knowing they were coming to help.

Hearing the horns the Yetis turned and ran away but the Northmen were too late.

Going through the rubble to check for survivors, Lord Kasamin hears a sound in one of the wagons.

He draws his sword and steps into the back of the wagon approaching the chest. He opened it to find a wiggling bundle of blankets.

In the blankets, he discovered Xander.

He reached into the chest and picked up the frightened child.

Lord Kasamin stepped out of the wagon and a warrior approached him shaking his head. "Lord, we found no survivors."

"We have one," Kasamin responded, looking at the child in his arms.

Minutes later a captain approaches Kasamin, “lord, what do we do with the bodies?”

Kasamin looks around and studies the damage, “We must leave before more Yetis come back, and we become outnumbered!”

Lord Kasamin gives the order to retreat back to Asbjorn, even though he is frustrated for not allowing a proper burial for the dead. 

After mounting his horse a fighter hands him the child and as they begin riding back he looks down to the squirmy child, “you are safe now!”
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Fifteen years later.

At the ports of Steinland, merchant ships come in to dock, bringing in new supplies and other exotic materials from other lands.

While crew members unload their cargo a man in a grayish robe pays the captain in silver and departs the ship.

The robed stranger approaches the nearest merchant stand.

"May I help you?" The proprietor asked.

The stranger mysteriously pulls back his hood.

"Is this Steinland?"

The dealer pulled the cigar from his mouth in open adoration.

"Yes, and if you head north about two miles you will reach the Kingdom of Fortentia."

"Fortentia? I must go to Fortentia," he whispered cryptically, "and speak to the King."

The merchant laughed out loud. "You won't be able to see the King today.

"Why not?" The cloaked stranger demanded quietly.

"Because he is planning his son's birthday celebration."

The Merchant saw a look of eagerness on the stranger's face, before he hid the expression behind a mask of indifference.

"Look, before you say anything, I know someone who has a lodge, and has rooms available. Why don't you stay there, and in the morning I will take you to the gates."

The stranger sighs. "That will suffice. I am a little tired from the long voyage, but first you must give me something of great importance, so I will be sure you come for me."

The seller grinned, sticking out his hand. "Look, I will come for you. My name is Rüss," he added, his hand suspended toward the man waiting for him to shake.

The stranger shook his hand. "My name is Onyx."

"Ahhh, and do you like to drink Onyx?"

Onyx, with a big smile on his face nods. "Of course, who doesn't?"

"Good then. Get yourself settled. Later I will take you to the best tavern in town," he said with a sly smile.
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──────⊹⊱✫⊰⊹──────

In the Kingdom of Fortentia, King Solomon prepares a birthday celebration for his son, Herald.

As the King is looking over the decorations his young Prince enters the hall.

"My Son, are you excited for today?"

"Yes Father!" The Prince exclaimed.

The King hugged his son tightly. "You have grown up so fast my son. I am so proud of you. One day you will make a fine King."

Footsteps echo through the chamber leading the King and Prince to look towards the entrance. Zorian, the King's most trusted knight, walks into the chamber.

Approaching the King he bows. "Your Majesty, the guests are arriving. Many have traveled from distant lands and Kingdoms to join the festivities. They have brought exotic gifts and fare for the celebration."

King Solomon nods appreciatively. "Excellent Zorian. Please welcome them in so we can start the celebration."

As the party progresses King Solomon gazes towards the dance floor watching everyone enjoying themselves. After hours of revelry the time is growing late and finally the tired guests begin to depart in small groups, returning to their rooms for the night.
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──────⊹⊱✫⊰⊹──────

As the new day dawns, the King sleepily sits on his throne from the long night. While he surveys the floor he notices a stirring at the entrance to the hall.

One of his agents is leaning toward the steward, whispering something in his ear.

King Solomon perks up as the steward walks toward him eagerly.

"Your Majesty. One of your agents has some urgent news that you should know."

The King beckons the young man to enter the great hall.

He approaches the throne and kneels before the King. "Your Majesty, we have brought in a traveler who claims to be conveying important news from the Gods."

"Get the traveler and bring him to the council chamber immediately."

King Solomon turned to the steward. "Summon my retinue and bring my son. He is of age and needs to learn the duties of a King," he added firmly.

The King departed to the council while the steward gathered the King's men.

Sitting at the head of the table the King waits with his closest advisors.

Entering the chamber the agent bows deeply. "Your majesty I present to you, Onyx of Uporia," he says with a wide sweep of his arm toward Onyx.

Following the agent is a man with a faded gray robe and hood pulled over his head. With a gray beard hanging close to his chest.

As Onyx approaches the table his staff clacks on the floor with every other step.

Stopping at the end of the table, Onyx removed his hood and looked at the King with a garish scar upon his face from a long forgotten war.

"What are those markings on your staff?" King Solomon asked.

"Your Majesty, I am a medicine man.
These markings represent the potions that I know how to make. Either for healing, death or war."
"Welcome then, to the Kingdom of Fortentia," A council member greeted Onyx.

The King sat back on his throne. "Onyx, what business do you have here?"

"Your Majesty, for months I have been having visions and strange dreams. Of a map and a sword."

"Dreams you say?" The Prince asked.

Onyx looked around the table taking note of the expressions of confusion on their faces but before anyone could respond Onyx explained. "I have the map and the sword with me."

The young Prince stands. "Please, present the map and the sword. Lay them on the table."

Onyx unfolded the map and placed the sword on the table. The council surveyed the map and sword. King Solomon got up from his throne and walked around the table to see the map and sword up close. "Why is there a circle around Asbjorn?"

Onyx looked at the King. "I don't know your Majesty. That is where I need to go."

The King walked to the sword and pulled it out of its scabbard. "This sword is from the Gods. See the gem? This is a Bronimir warrior's sword."

"In my dreams your Majesty, not only do I have these two items, but I am supposed to deliver that sword to someone."

A member of the council stood up. "Who is this person that you're supposed to deliver that sword to?"

Onyx surveyed the table. "Xander Kinvay. The person's name is Xander Kinvay."

"Did you say Kinvay?" The King asked with lifted brows.

"Aye, the very same." Onyx assured King Solomon.

The King put the sword back in its scabbard. "I have not heard that name in years."

"What do you mean, your Majesty?" Onyx asked.

"The Kinvay's died fifteen years ago. They were ambushed by Yetis."

Onyx looked down to the floor with disappointment. The chamber went quiet. "Did they perhaps have a child?"

The King looked around the table. "Yes. Yes, they did but I was told there were no survivors."

"Your Majesty, I have to try. The Gods sent me all this way for a reason," Onyx stated with conviction.

King Solomon nodded. "Asbjorn is a two day ride from here. Why don't you stay and you can leave in the morning with fresh supplies and a couple of horses. Do you like to drink Onyx?"

"That I do your Majesty."

"Well then let us feast!"
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In the village of Asbjorn Stronghold, citizens prepare to plant crops for the season, while the warriors train to be ready for anything, young Xander is starting to notice a symbol on his arm and wears a sleeve, so no one can see it.

As he trains, he feels energy going through his body and becomes stronger than his peers. This power is so strong he has trouble controlling it sometimes.

He decides not to train again. So, he goes to his favorite place.

Sitting on a ledge and looking off in the distance, Xander wonders if he
will be able to tell someone about it. Suddenly, he hears footsteps approaching behind him.
He turns and sees Lord Kasamin.

"Ah, are you enjoying the view? You missed your training again today," Kasamin says.

Xander turns his head with a worried look on his face. "There is something I need to tell you. I just don't know how."

A look of concern appears on Kasamin's face. "You can tell me anything, you know that."

Looking down and with a deep sigh, Xander struggles with his thoughts.

"Fifteen years ago I know you couldn't save my parents from the attack that took them from me. I know that I was the only survivor in that attack and I think I know why."

Xander rolls up his sleeve and shows the symbol of life on his arm.

Kasamin looks down and sees the symbol. His eyebrows rise. A smile of pride appears on Kasamin's face.

"Do you know what this means! It means that you were chosen by the Gods to become a Bronimir warrior. To protect the Paragon Stone and all life in Fortentia and the universe."

Full of excitement, Lord Kasamin continued.

"I always knew you were special. Every time we trained together, I felt your strength." Kasamin put his arm around Xander like a proud father. "Everything will be fine. We must get you to Coastal Village. It is a four day trip from here."

"Coastal Village?" Xander asked.

"Yes, that's where you will get your training, Xander! Where you will meet the older warriors that will train you. There you will meet the others that are the same age as you that were also chosen by the Gods. It is the only way to know how to control your power," Kasamin murmurs intimately.

His knowing glance toward Xander assures the young man that Kasamin knows all about his unusual situation and much more.
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──────⊹⊱✫⊰⊹──────

As the sun sets over the horizon Xander turns to Kasamin with new found excitement. "Does this mean we will leave tomorrow?"

With a half smile Kasamin nods. "Tomorrow we will prepare for the journey and tell everyone in the settlement the great news. This is an honor Xander and it is something to be proud of."

Xander gives the man who raised him a smile of relief, hugging him.

"Come, it is time for supper and we must get a good night's sleep."
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──────⊹⊱✫⊰⊹──────

The sun has risen and Onyx can see the gates of Asborjn off in the distance. "Shit, it's about time!" He mumbled.

As Onyx approached the gate he heard the head guard yell. "Halt!"

The guards in the towers draw their bows on both sides of him. Onyx pulls down his hood and raises his arms slowly. "Do not shoot!"

After pulling his hood back, he reached into his pouch. "I have the King's Medallion," he shouted, holding it up for all to see. "I am not here for the King, but here for the Gods. I must speak to Lord Kasamin at once."

The lead guard tells everyone to lower their bows. "Why did the Gods send you here?"

"I am looking for Xander Kinvay!" Onyx yells out.

Xander, and Kasaman walk up to the guard tower to see, and hear what the traveler has to say. "What business do you have with Xander?" Kasamin demands loudly.

Onyx looks up to the tower. "I was sent here by the Gods! I am here to help this young man reach Coastal Village. Where he must get the rest of his training and to deliver this sword to him. King Solomon knows I am here," he barked, showing them the King's Medallion.

Kasamin tells the guards to open the gates and allow the stranger to enter.

As the gates open, Onyx gets off his horse. Kasamin and Xander meet this traveler inside the gates.

"Welcome to Asbjorn, my name is Lord Kasamin and
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