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Chapter One: The Table of Despair and Laughter
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The sky above the village of Arthos was gray as usual, thick clouds billowing as if concealing the secrets of great kings. In an old workshop, thick with the smell of iron and rust, Elias hammered a piece of scrap metal with a feeble hammer, while his young son, Mark, watched him sadly.

Mark: (placing his hand on his father's shoulder) "Father, have some mercy on yourself. No one has knocked on the workshop door for a week. The iron we work with is no longer in demand in their time."

Elias: (wiping the sweat from his brow with a weary smile) "Work is honorable, my son, even if no one buys. The important thing is that we remain human beings, earning our bread with our own hands, not with the charity of the kings of fire."

In the evening, the small family gathered around a rickety wooden table. Mother Sarah placed the meager bowl of soup on the table, smiling tenderly.

Sarah: "Mark, don't look at your plate like that! Laughter is more filling than meat! Tell us, what did you do in the woods today?"

Mark: (Laughing bitterly) "I chased a ghostly rabbit and searched for old scrap metal like I was looking for lost treasure. But we're fine, Mum, as long as we're together."

Dinner ended with loud laughter, mocking the holes in their clothes, little did Mark know that these would be the last laughs in this quiet house.

Chapter Two: The Cabin and the Hidden Curse
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Deep in the woods, where the trees intertwined as if to prevent strangers from passing, Mark found himself in front of a strange wooden house. The house seemed to have sprouted from the earth, surrounded by debris from bygone eras: colorful metal cans and objects whose design didn't belong in this time.

Mark: (Whispering to himself as he touches the dilapidated door) "Who could possibly live here? A madman or a sorcerer?"

Mark stepped inside, greeted by a cold air heavy with the scent of old paper and spells.  On the walls were maps of kingdoms not found in school geography books, and strange symbols began to glow softly as soon as he entered. Suddenly, Mark felt incredibly weak, as if his strength was being slowly drained away.

Mark: (in a broken voice) "What is this... why does my heart feel so slow? My body... my body has turned to lead!"

His eyes were drawn to an antique clock gleaming on a table. With superhuman effort, he crawled to it, picked it up, and felt a slight electric shock run through his hand. As soon as he stepped outside the house, he caught his breath, but questions began to plague his mind.

Chapter Three: The Price of Gold... The Market Shock
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The next morning, Mark headed to the bustling market, a place of noise and mingled smells. He entered the shop of an old watchmaker and placed the clock in front of him.

The watchmaker: (his eyes widened and his glasses fell off) "Where did you get this, boy? This clock... it's three hundred years old! I've never seen such precision in my life!"  Mark: (Confused and cautiously) "It's... it's an inheritance from my great-grandfather. I found it in his old belongings. Is it worth anything?"

The Merchant: (In a low voice) "Worth anything? I'll give you 2,000 gold coins for it now, and that's less than its true value!"

Mark was stunned. He returned home laden with fine clothes and abundant food. He entered his parents' room like a king returning from a conquest.

Mark: "Mother! Father! Look! Goodbye to poverty, goodbye to the rusty iron workshop!"

Sarah: (Worried, touching the silk garments) "Where did you get this, Mark? Have you done something to anger the fire kings?"

Mark: "Don't worry, Mother, it's just luck that has finally decided to visit us."

Chapter Four: The Night of the Black Dog and the Blaze of Fire
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But the joy was short-lived. At dawn, Mark awoke to his mother's moans. She had a strange fever, her face as pale as if she were still alive. He summoned the doctor, but he shook his head in despair.

The doctor said, "I don't know what this illness is. Her body is wasting away as if something is draining her energy. Take these herbs to ease the pain, and we can only wait."

Mark went out into the woods and sat under a large tree, fighting back tears. Suddenly, the bush split open, revealing a nightmarish monster: a huge black dog with blazing red eyes and antlers like those of a deer.

Mark: (startled, backing away) "What are you? Get away from me!"

The monster lunged at him, sinking its teeth into Mark's arm. The young man cried out in pain and grabbed a wooden stick to defend himself. Mark retreated until he was surrounded by a small fire he had lit for warmth. Just as the dog was about to jump to its death, something unbelievable happened.

Flaming splinters, like intelligent "fire spirits," shot out of the fire and attacked the dog. Taking advantage of the monster's shock, Mark ran home, blood streaming from his chest and arm.

Chapter Five: Returning to the Lair of Secrets
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The next day, driven by fear and need, Mark returned to the abandoned cottage. He was penniless, and his mother's illness gnawed at his heart. He entered the house and began gathering every antique he could lay his hands on, but suddenly felt a chill on the back of his neck.

A sharp, small voice said, "Young thief... do you think the treasures of history are stolen so easily?"

Mark turned to see a tiny creature, no more than half his height, with a long white chin, pointed ears, and eyes that shone with ancient intelligence. Mark tried to attack, but weakness paralyzed him once more.

Mark (staggering): "What... what have you done to me? Get away from me!"




[image: ]









[image: ]



[image: ]








[image: ]










[image: ]











[image: ]



[image: ]








[image: ]







d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/scene_break.png





