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Prologue/Excerpt from “The Spirit of
Giving”

In the world of Ullord, there are legends and
myths about the gods that rule the mortal plane. The domains and
natures of these beings have become understood by their mortal
worshippers over time and the truths of the divine rulers of the
plane are documented in temples and libraries.

Belief begets results and results beget
belief. This instills faith, and sometimes fear, in the mortals
whose fates are often dictated by the gods. The gods manipulate and
influence mortal affairs with an invisible nudge and sometimes this
want for a locus of control causes a god to willingly take mortal
form to make changes with their own hands. Other times, these
beings want to see firsthand just what turmoils and triumphs are
experienced by mortals. Gods, to varying degrees, do find mortals
entertaining to watch, and thus our plights are endearing to those
beings who watch from beyond the starry skies.

Still, we have beliefs that create things
that are not quite gods. Beliefs that children have that manifest
monsters in dark corners of the mortal plane ranging from faraway
tundras of the north to the highest mountains to the crevices in
closets and beneath beds. It is like a child to fear the dark and
to imagine the most horrific sights lying in places we cannot see
or perceive because Barbas, the god of fears, wants us to be wary
of the possibility that we may take our last breath too soon; we as
adults instead replace the fangs and antennae of these mysterious
monsters with failure, embarrassment and shattered dreams. Our
fears regarding these concepts are so varied that there is no one
monster that represents these ideas, save for adulthood and life
itself.

And from our fears in adulthood we seek the
wonder, imagination and lack of behavioral expectations we had as
children. But, wishing as much as one could to revert to a simpler
time in childhood, those seem to be but the imaginary tales of the
wistful who find themselves unsatisfied with what life, in all its
splendor, has to offer. This is a sad truth of the mortal mind that
we ponder reliving times we know we can enjoy and overcome. But,
sadder yet is the mundane wishes and banal imaginations of children
who know not the wonders of childhood, but instead knowing too well
the burdens of adulthood.

The saddest wishes are ones that appear as
lackluster words on cheap parchment that are then hung from a tree
as a summons for a being that exists not to bring toys for
playtime, but to take pity on the needy children and bring them
provisions. In its boundless bag lie blankets, food, clean water,
fire wood and clothing. In its heart lies its only purpose of
giving children what they need and never answering wishes rooted in
greed.

And so I ask myself how sad the state if the
mortal plane must be for this gifter being rooted in needs to have
been wished into existence by the imaginations of the young minds
of needy children.












Chapter 1

Present Day, Darek Flats

Darek Flats is a large town, a hub that is
used by travelers from all directions. There, travelers whether
alone or in groups, could restock their supplies and rations from
various vendors at the numerous storefronts and market places that
existed in the town that bordered a nearby mountain range. All of
the taverns in the towns were large, able to house hundreds of
travelers in privately rented rooms, offering comfort in addition
to rest.

In the noisy atmosphere of one of the
traveling hub’s many taverns, the group of friends and fellow
travelers made designs on their future treks. Some of them always
had interest in one aspect or another that would draw them to visit
a town or to stay for short amounts of time. Others in the group
simply traveled alongside their friends and were happy with that
sort of life.

By the light of some sunlight from the nearby
window and the candles mounted on the wall, Ariana was examining a
map she had bought years ago, then modified as she had gained
information. Ariana sighed. “No guild hall, no guild hall…” she
continued skimming her map. Finally, tired of searching, she
slouched forward in her seat. “...I have got to perform or else I
am dipping into the gold I’ve had saved…” she said under her
breath. The red-haired woman continued to move her finger along the
map’s routes while she tried to find the next place to schedule her
performances.

Samaya tilted her head. “...You don’t have
to, you know.” She smirked. “You know. You’re pretty enough…” she
trailed off. The blue-haired woman tapped her index finger to her
lip thoughtfully.

Ariana shook her head. Samaya’s suggested
amused her, but she would never consider humoring the idea. “I have
no intention of living off of the infatuation of men,” she said
quietly. The red-haired woman began folding her map again.

Yurius glanced sidelong at Samaya and shook
his head. “So we need to find a way for Ari to perform,” he
shrugged. “I’m sure we can find something, somehow.”

“...I’ll be fine for now,” Ariana said.
“Really, I just try to keep some money set aside should I need it.”
She put away her map into the small bag that was on the floor
beneath her chair.

“Men will do whatever you want,” Samaya
reminded her. She leaned closer to Ariana. “Whatever you want,” she
whispered.

Ariana laughed. “You are quite persistent.”
She sat upright again, then stretched.

Samaya sighed. “I just want to watch,” she
explained. She sat upright again, then rested her elbows on the
table.

“Watch what, precisely?” Kroedin asked
softly. The large man looked at Samaya, not certain what to expect
from the petite mage.

“Ari making men beg for her attention,”
Samaya answered. “I haven’t seen what the consecrated can do. And
it is quite a learning experience.” She stared off thoughtfully
while imagining just what that would look like.

“I see,” the half-dragon said softly. “Still,
if it is not what Ariana would want to do, then it will not
happen.” He continued to watch Samaya.

“...Then I may need to find more consecrated.
I don’t know anything about what they are capable of,” Samaya said
slowly. She hung her head and sighed, already feeling defeated. She
knew that the consecrated--people who were personally blessed by
three or more gods--were rare. Even rarer than that are people who
openly admit their consecrated status. So far as Samaya was aware
due to this scarcity of “open” consecrated, Ariana was the only
consecrated the wizard had ever met.

“I’m sure you’ll get your wish eventually,”
Yurius said warmly. “Just not any time soon.” The green-haired man
picked up the novel he had been reading throughout the day,
expecting to pick up where he had left off just moments ago.

Rythis settled at the table. He set down his
mead, then looked around at the others. The blond man had expected
to immediately be caught up on the happenings of their group.

“...Are you sure about that?” Samaya asked.
She turned and looked pointedly at Yurius.

The scholar nodded. “I am,” he answered. He
opened the book.

“...Are you really, really sure?” Samaya
nodded, indicating Rythis. She was feeling excited, having always
enjoyed teasing Rythis about his obvious attraction to Ariana.

Yurius glanced sidelong at Rythis for a
moment, then back to Samaya. “Yes.”

“Oh, you can’t just see it happening?” Samaya
asked. She grinned broadly, barely able to contain her excitement.
The blue-haired woman was practically shaking with anticipation and
excitement.

“You expect to see consecrated abilities at
work?” Yurius asked. “Then no.”

Samaya slouched down. “Awe...damn.” She
lowered her gaze to the table; her excitement evaporated in an
instant.

Ariana looked up from the menu. “...Did she
give up yet?” She had become accustomed to tuning out people
because of her abilities as a consecrated. Divinity in human
form--as consecrated people were--was attractive to other mortals.
She attracted unwanted attention and unwanted suitors often enough
that she was able to ignore most people and situations.

Kroedin looked at Samaya briefly. “It appears
that she just did,” the half-dragon nodded once. As much as he
enjoyed Samaya’s company and found her entertaining, he was aware
of Ariana’s dislike of attention being drawn to her divine
abilities.

“Oh, good.” Ariana closed the menu. “Because
I am not doing that,” she said firmly. She put the menu down.

Samaya sighed. “...Alright…” she said
quietly, giving up on the idea. “...I’ll find some other way to
study consecrated magic…” she said under her breath.

Yurius sighed and shook his head.
“Regardless.”

Rythis sighed. “...What did she want?” He,
too, had become used to Samaya’s incessant teasing and thus, was
skilled at tuning out her taunts.

“You do not want to know,” Ariana said
quietly. The red-haired woman shook her head again, slowly. She
wanted to keep from embarrassing Rythis, knowing that Samaya was
keen on making others feel embarrassed or uncomfortable. She began
slowly stroking the small section of her hair she kept braided.

Yurius looked around the table. “Would the
rest of you be interested in taking a small detour?” he asked. He
had been anticipating asking his traveling companions what they
thought of the detour and, in an attempt to steer the conversation
away from Ariana using her divine gifts in a negative way, he
thought that now was as good a time as any. More than anything, the
local legend he had overheard travelers speaking of had piqued his
interest.

“A small detour?” Ariana asked. “That depends
on where it is and why.”

“I’ve been hearing rumors around town,”
Yurius replied. “About a nearby legend of sorts. An entity that
grants wishes, particularly to children.”

“You’ve heard about some...creature?” Samaya
asked. She raised an eyebrow, curious and almost disbelieving of
what she had heard.

“It sounds more like some kind of benefactor
spirit,” Yurius replied.

“And where is this town?” Ariana asked.

“It’s not far, from what I’ve been hearing,”
he answered. “Just a few days from here.”

“I don’t see why not,” Ariana said quietly.
She shrugged her shoulders. “But, after that, I’d like to find a
performance venue.”

“Of course,” Yurius nodded. “I’m sorry that
we’ll be putting off you finding one.”

“It’s alright. But
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