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Prelude Part One: Fridumar II and Readina
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Back at the Austrist Kingdom, an unnoticed Fridumar II crept ‘round the Palace with a terrible plan to seek out. He didn’t care if he ruined everything his sister ever dreamed of. He didn’t care if it hurt every Mitt in the Two-Sun Galaxy... he would get what he wanted.

He hated that everyone called him Junior, and he hated that he shared a name with his drunk of a father. He had more determination and ambition than his father had in his pinkie finger. But even if he hated the term, he turned when he was called Junior. 

As he walked down the Palace hall he heard his sister calling after him. Junior! Junior! He rolled his eyes at the sound of her voice. It was the last thing he needed. He had to think of a way to get rid of her, quickly.  

“Junior, there you are! I was wondering if you would come with me on the ‘morrow to the Enchanted Market Square. I thought we could dress up, hide our identities, and get some early Harvest Moons shopping done. What do you say?”

Fridumar II forced a smile. Frustration bubbled inside his chest, but he tried not to let it show. He was single-minded by nature. It was hard for him to focus on more than one task at a time. He loved his sister but hated her timing. 

“That sounds fun, sis. But I have plans, out of the Kingdom, on the morrow.’ Another day, I promise. I love you. Get some sleep.” 

He gave his sister a hug and she kissed his cheek. “I am now that I found you. Let’s plan for a fortnight, okay?” Fridumar II nodded his head with the same forced smile. But his sister’s smile was genuine. 

“Goodnight. I love you, Junior.” Fridumar II winced at the nickname, but couldn’t help smirking at his sister waddling away. It was her unique walk, the same strut she had since she was a child. Fridumar II could spot his sister out of a crowd by her walk.

Fridumar II watched his sister, until she disappeared into the darkness of the night. He carefully waited a few dials, making sure he was alone again. He turned on his heels and headed down the long empty hall. 

In the silence, each footstep echoed through the night, making him cringe. He tried to make his sounds lighter as he crept towards Readina’s bedchamber. The guest bedchamber was empty and quiet. 

Fridumar II creaked open the door and slithered through the crack. He found the Gifted One sleeping alone in the most elaborate, gilded bed in the guest hall. He quietly shut the door behind him and made sure he was alone before locking it. 

Fridumar II carefully snuck up on the sleeping child. For a dial, he watched her soft breathing, up and down. She looked so innocent and normal, but he knew she was the Gifted One. If he wanted her power, he would have to take it. 

He felt no guilt as he pulled the heavy iron wand from his pocket. Fridumar II hit the sleeping child over the head with the blunt end of a Wands Divine! The blow to the head woke Readina, but only for a moment. 

Her eyes bulged out of her head in pain, and a tiny moan admitted from her pierced lips. He watched with satisfaction as the child’s eyes rolled backwards and she slumped down unconscious. 

The blow to the head actually spun Readina into another traumatic brain injury. But Fridumar II was only satisfied when he saw the welt growing on the child’s freshly cleaned skin. It grew to the size of an Eplie before his eyes. 

But Fridumar II couldn’t expect what came next... Readina’s birthmark lit up like a star. It startled him enough to step back. The child’s arm glowed so brightly that he had to shield his eyes or be blinded. 

The painless light shot through Fridumar II. He dropped to the floor, hiding from its startling beam. If anyone was watching, a beacon of light flared out of each bedchamber window. Covering himself on the floor, Fridumar II could feel the heat emitting from the child, like she was a sunbeam. 

As the beacon of colorful light dimmed back to a roaring glow, he got back up. The beam confirmed what he already knew, Readina was the True Gifted One! Fridumar II felt like his actions was justified.

He searched the room for something to wrap the glowing mark up. If he was going to take the child somewhere, he didn’t need anyone else see the glowing birthmark... which he assumed would glow each time harm came to her. 

Fridumar II snatched a woolen scarf hanging from the golden headboard and wrapped it around her bright birthmark, until it dimmed to almost nothing. He had to cover it enough that it couldn’t shoot out colors, like a beacon in the darkness of the night again. 

So, Fridumar II snatched a couple of pillows and unwrapped the silk pillowcases. He wrapped the pillowcases around the child’s arm until he could no longer see the glow.

He assumed the mark would be on his skin once the transformation was complete. If he did the switch correctly, he would be wearing the beacon soon enough. He sighed at the thought. But if a glowing mark was the only downfall to gaining all the incredible Gifts of the Ancient Rulers, then he didn’t mind. He wondered which Gifts were present from the different Ancient Rulers, he knew the possibilities were limitless. 

Fridumar II scooped up Readina’s lifeless body and wrapped her up like Azala on Harvest Moons’ Fest, tight and fully covered. As he bound the rest of her body in another Rhodome silk sheet, Fridumar II noticed blood seeping from the top of her head. 

He must have hit the child harder than he thought. He definitely didn’t want to place the True Gifted One, or his plan wouldn’t work. He rushed to the water basin and dabbed a washcloth. He cleaned her wound and stopped the bleeding.  

Fridumar II checked the child’s pulse and sighed. She was alive, but her pulse was weak. He had to hurry before her pulse came to stop. His greatest hope was that she could breathe and didn’t pass before he made the switch. 

Fridumar II did his best to make Readina’s limp body look like a bundle of sheets. As he wrapped her limp body with the last covering, he could clearly see the beauty of Sajanoch. Wondering how that might translate to his form, he checked on the Wand Divine. It was still snug inside his back pocket. 

He didn’t go anywhere without his wand since the Yggs Gifted it to him. He felt like it was fate that had led him to the Yggs and the True Gifted One. He could feel the power of the wand every time he touched it. 

The magnificent wand had became a sort of extension to his limb. His greatest protection and power until he found the child. It was all coming together how he’d hoped. Fridumar II finished wrapping the child like a burrito. 

He wanted to make sure he could easily grab the wand, while holding the child over his shoulder. He flipped the light lump of blankets over his shoulder with ease and did a dry run. Fridumar II pretended foes were entering the bedchambers. 

He whipped out his Wands Divine and it sparked with energy, ready for battle. He did it a few times before he was satisfied. He carefully placed on a chair near the door and creaked the door open, wand at the ready.   

Fridumar II peeked out the door, looking down the halls. The coast seemed clear, with the staff sound asleep, much like the rest of the Palace. Only the Andwhipir and a couple of guards should’ve been awake at the unusual hour. 

He quietly checked the dark halls by creeping a few Nubits down. Checking for any sound of life, with his wand in front of him, he found nothing. His was the only noise which echoed down the corridors. 

When he stopped to listen, only silence rang in his ears. Fridumar II knew it was time to move. He quickly tip-toed back to the bedchambers where Readina lay unconscious on an overstuffed chair. 

Like a Vargger in the night, Fridumar II made his way down the hall of the Palace. With the speed of a Dainnes, he successfully snuck out of the Austrist Palace, completely unnoticed. He made his way to the stables without being seen. 

The blow to the head would keep Readina unconscious for quite some time... if she awoke at all. Fridumar II didn’t know about Readina’s previous head injuries, or that he had created another one for her. 

The Ancient Rulers turned each of Readina’s head injuries into a new Gift. Cracking open was always in Readina’s fate. For it used to Gift her new abilities, from the Ancient Rulers. But Fridumar II didn’t know any of that, as he snuck her into the stables.

His only concern was that the Gifted One didn’t die before he got to the Underealm. Fridumar II knew as soon as the suns rose and the Palace was alive with activity, his sister would send droves of seekers to find Readina. She was fond of the child for some reason. 

Fridumar II had to get them out of the Upperealm before the suns rose. New Magic creatures littered the Underealm, it was the perfect place to hide and the perfect place to dispose of a child’s body. 

It was the middle of the night, but it wasn’t unusual for Fridumar II to come and go as he pleased. In fact, his sister even gave him a couple of personal Sveinns to do his daily bidding. He knew they were sleeping out in the stables as he kicked open the door.  

Those good-for-nothings, he thought. His Sveinns always smelled like the stables because they basically lived in them. It was where they could hide from the Seneschal and freely smoke Azala. 

The pungent waft of dung and Azala stung his nose. He could hear his Head Sveinn snoring, echoing through the middle of the stables. Whenever he heard the sound of sawing logs, he knew his Head Sveinn was in a deep sleep nearby. 

Fridumar II didn’t know how they could sleep in the stables with the smell of Liepner dung surrounding them. But that is where they chose to live, with the Liepners. He ripped off a piece of the silk sheet over his shoulder and used it to cover his nose. 

Fridumar II dumped Readina in the back of his carriage and gagged at the scent. He cleared his throat and felt the sting of dung in his swallow. He didn’t want to wake Readina, but he needed to get his lazy Sveinns up.

It didn’t take much. With one kick of their stools, they came toppling off like wooden blocks. Fridumar II roused the Svienns with his first word. “It’s foul in here! The deal is supposed to be you clean it out here and you can smoke as much as you want while you do it.” He sighed like a disappointed father. 

His Sveinns looked ashamed, like they had been caught naked. “Just ready my carriage. I have errands to run tonight. Then, clean up all this dung up before my sister smells this dump and gets rid of you both.”

His Sveinns stared at him until Fridumar II kicked a bucket of ground Liepner mush in frustration. The bucket splattered all over the stable walls, alerting the Sveinns to work faster. They rushed ‘round the stables at his every shouted command. 

All the Palace Sveinns hated Fridumar II, and his personal Sveinns were no exception. He was aggressive with them especially. The Palace staff couldn’t understand why the Queen was so fond of her brother and allowed him to live there.

Liepners sneered as the Sveinns hastily gathered them ‘round the carriage. Fridumar II took the box seat and his Head Sveinn handed him the reins. Bowing before him, the other Sveinn opened the large stable door. 

His carriage was gone in a flash. Fridumar II flew out of the stables and into the dim moons’ light with haste. The Sveinns shut the stable door and got to work cleaning the dung before another smoke break sent them back into slumber. 

Like lightening in the night, Fridumar II flew with the wind. The carriage flew down the Austrist trail, until he was safely out of his sister’s Kingdom.   He kept checking over his shoulder, making sure the Gifted One was still alive in the back. 

As long as he could see linens moving up and down with her breathing, he was satisfied. He sped through the night with haste, for every dial counted. Readina was unconscious the entire ride, as they trampled through the darkness. 

When they got to the crocked cobblestone of the Nornn Forest, Fridumar II slowed the carriage. As they neared the Fujorme River, the rushing sound of the water calmed his nerves a bit. But he was still on edge as he followed alongside the rushing waves. 

As Fridumar II slowed the carriage, he remembered what his father used to say about the Torros. If memory served him correctly, the unusual creature should be sitting in front of a gigantic iron gate, awaiting challengers with a riddle, somewhere near the river. 

Fridumar II had stumbled upon the same gate ages ago. It was why he believed that his destiny was to enter the Underealm one day. He had been with his drunkard father, who was seeking the Torro out. He remembered that he was only a child, no older than the one in the back of his carriage. 

He remembered that his father presented the strange slimy creature with an article of clothing. It was as if the creature had been excepting the garment as payment. The Torro had seemed elated to wear it incorrectly. That was the most vivid part of the memory for him. Which is why he had wrapped Readina with so many extra linens. The creature was sure to except the soft, pink floral, spun Rhodome Silk as payment. 

The thought of his father’s Underealm tales took him down memory lane, as he remembered the jeweled trees his father would go on about. Grand jewels that grew on gigantic Cedar Trees, worth enough Potince Coins to keep them in flush for lifetimes. He was sick of living off his sister and wanted out of his secondary lifestyle. 

Fridumar II wanted power and wealth, it was his mantra in the morn and his last thought before slumber. Coin seemed to go hand-in-hand with power. If his father’s tales were true, he would fill up an entire sheet of grown jewels.  

Fridumar II saw the large gate over the treetops, in the distance. Bile rose in his throat from the excitement. He stopped the carriage just before the gate. He jumped from the box seat onto the cool grass, tying off the Liepners. 

After he lugged Readina over his shoulder, he gawked at the gate. It was the first time he had seen it since he was a child. The gigantic gate reached to the clouds. When he was satisfied after adjusting Readina, he strolled up to the unusual creature. 

He carefully checked his back pocket to make sure the Wands Divine was still where it should be, before approaching the slimy Torro. He took the silk mask off his face that he had torn from the sheets. 

The small-statured Torro looked bored, just chewing on a Dunnie plant. The ooze that secreted from his skin was like a clear, sticky gel. The creature’s voice was high-pitched and squeaky as they spoke with boredom. 

“In order to pass, you must answer a riddle and pay me proper.” Fridumar II nodded as he inspected the Torro. They were just as he remembered them. The creature hadn’t aged a dial from his memory. 

The Torro was short and slimy, leaning on a mangled staff, chewing his plant like a Liepner. Fridumar II handed the Torro the shredded linen and the Torro threw their staff to the ground. They tried the mask on their arm like a wristband. 

The Torro looked down with satisfaction at the floral silk mask on their arm. Fridumar II tried not to chuckle at how ridiculous the Torro looked. He kept his Spieluchre face straight, acting like it wasn’t eating him alive with laughter inside. 

The Torro picked up their staff and leaned their slimy body upon the mangled wood staff for balance. They spoke to Fridumar II with boredom dripping from their tongue again. “Yes, yes. This will do just fine. Now you must answer me a riddle...Why does the Urvogel cry?”

Fridumar II thought about this for a dial, he had no idea why the Urvogel cried or that they even could.   But he remembered the stories his sister used to read to him every night when he was a Dannies. 

He blurted out the first thing that came to his mind, hoping he got more than one chance to answer. “Um, the Urvogel cries, because, um...” 

Then he felt the Wands Divine in his pocket. That made him realize that their tail feathers are often made into wands. So, he tried to finish his answer with confidence. “Because their tails have been turned into Wands!? And they cry each time Bosie Magic is cast through the?!” 

The words fell out of his mouth like spit. The slimy Torro eyed Fridumar II. The gaze was one of disbelief. The Torro adjusted their backwards shirt and fixed the hat on their shoulder. They spoke without boredom. “That’s CORRECT! You may both pass.” 

Fridumar II froze. Did they just say... both? He thought he might get sick with excitement or fear of being found out. He wasn’t sure. But he tried to act casual.  

He could not believe he randomly guessed the answer, it was truly his Luck of the Fates. Bringing him more confidence in what he was doing. He felt guided by the fates, like he was supposed to go to the Underealm that night.

The Torro touched its mangled staff to the overlarge gates. The heavy gate doors came alive and opened with a loud creak which echoed through the wood. Before him was the rest of the Star which couldn’t be seen from the other side of the gate.

A break from the river with matching docks on either side. An overgrown field of bushels that stretched towards a waterfall. It looked like a place that had been forgotten by the Ancient Rulers. 

Fridumar II looked around with vigilance, expecting for a log to swing from a tree, or something to jump out and fight him to Placement. But there was only a tattered boat bouncing against a lonely dock. He didn’t know what to expect as he drew closer to the only visible transportation in sight.
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Prelude Part Two: Readina Gains More Gifts
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Fridumar II cautiously carried Readina towards the riverbank and let her down on the moss before the dock. He carefully inspected the small, wooden, makeshift rowboat which was methodically rocking against the waves. 

Lightly slapping the dock with each ripple, the sound was comforting in a chaotic moment. The makeshift boat was tied to a tiny, one-boat dock with a single oar aboard. After checking the boat’s stability, he went back for the lump of sheets.

Fridumar II plopped Readina into the rocking boat like she was a PokieSac. He unwrapped the sheets from her body, exposing her down to her nightgown. He kept the wrapping around the glowing mark and threw the sheets overboard. 

Fridumar II grabbed the flimsy oar and sighed. He would have better luck with a stick. But the oar was more than it appeared. It felt magical in his hands, like it was calling him to row. He awkwardly used the oar for balance, before plopping on the boat’s planked seat. 

The rushing waters were intense as he untied the boat. Fridumar II was taken aback at how much he loved rowing with the oar. The oar felt stronger with each pull, making every nubit an accepted challenge. 

Fridumar II howled with excitement as he fought the foamy rapids with the magical oar. His upper body screamed with muscle pain, but he was exhilarated. Readina’s limp body was thrust violently from side to side, as he struggled to keep her in the tiny, wooden boat. 

At one point, Readina almost fell out. Fridumar II was having such an exciting time crossing the rapids that he almost didn’t catch her. But he was able to fling her back into the boat, without waking the child. 

Fridumar II navigated his way across the wild river, to the other dock. When the small rowboat finally reached the other side, it took a few tries to get the shaky rowboat to dock. Readina was still rendered unconscious, but alive.

Fridumar II tied off the boat and got Readina off first. He placed her near the brush and said goodbye to the magical oar. It was the strangest desire to stay with the oar and row for eternity. Fridumar II found himself struggling for dials to let the oar go.

But the desire to have the powers of the Gifted One won him over. He left the oar swaying on the rickety boat and started looking for the mini Tresille Door. It was smaller of the two doors but was said to withstand Mitts. 

He decided to search at one end of the matted brush and sift through each nubit, until he found the Tresille Door. He knew this tactic from his Dannies days. It was how he had to search for berries through matted brush. 

For a long time or a short time, Fridumar II searched in frustration. He got scratched and poked by thorny brush to no avail. It was not as easy as it had been in Dannies form. His pants got torn, he slashed his knee, but he refused to quit looking through the mangled thicket.

Finally, he sat back and caught his breath. He looked over at Readina, peacefully unconscious, with the wind blowing through her wild hair. He adjusted the wand in his back pocket, and it sparked as if to say, try me. 

He pulled out the Wands Divine and pointed it at the mound of tangled brush before him.

Fridumar II shouted the Incantation in his most regal voice. He had memorized the list of incantations for such an occasion. “Jostrenoch Grow!” 

Sparks of energy flew from the Wand Divine like a sparkler. Fridumar II watched in awe as the brush parted with ease. The tangled vines and thicket dispersed. As the mound of brush moved its leaves and thorns aside, a trail was revealed! 

The small trail revealed the infamous Mini-Tresille Door at the end. It was only a couple nubits tall, fit for a Scrat. He felt the excitement rise in his throat as he quickly went back to grab Readina. 

Fridumar II lugged Readina back over his shoulder. He remembered that he had to knock on the portal door with the wand. So, using his free hand, Fridumar II knocked on the Mini-Tresille Door three times with the Wands Divine. 

The door sprang to life after the third tap. Great sparks flew with vigor from the Wands Divine. Uncoiling itself like a Jormun’s tongue, the Mini-Tresille revealed a branchy trail for him to crawl into.

Fridumar II held his breath and crouched to the ground on his hands and knees. He crawled through the door like a Dirhund. Once inside, he pulled Readina through the doorway, right before it closed behind them.

Fridumar II watched as the path disappeared behind them with the door closing. He was grumbling until the space around them grew to enormous proportions. The spacing accommodated for their bodies, leading them to the Underealm. 

The path before him was tunnel shaped, with handrails. There was some form of energy pumping through it like veins. The inside of the Tresille was unlike anything Fridumar II’s imagination could comprehend. 

It was a magnificent way to travel, he thought, as he lugged Readina back into place on his shoulder. He tucked his wand back in his pocket before reaching out to the pumping veins. He touched the Tresille veins with his free hand. They were hot and glowing inside, similar to the Gifted One’s birthmark. 

Fridumar II couldn’t help wondering what all the incredible carvings within the Tresille trail meant, as they moved around through what looked like organic matter on the inner trail. When the ride came to a close, the door on the other side of the Tresille opened. 

It looked like he was up in the sky with the stars. But the stars were unlike anything he had ever seen. They were more like pictures that were connected by dots. He peeked out the door to find that they were atop clouds. 

Fridumar II tapped his foot outside the Tresille, onto the cloudlike material before him. It was oddly sturdy, like rock beneath his feet. He put the weight of his leg on the cloud, before he put his entire weight with Readina. He waited to drop through the cloud, to his doom, but nothing happened. 

Fridumar II opened his squinted eyes and looked around at the beauty before him. The Mini-Tresille snapped shut behind them. The door shrank down to a couple nubits and sunk into the clouds. 

He inspected the cloud stairs before him. The stairs were at a vicious angle and going down them with a child on his shoulder was bound to be challenging. He glared at the unreal scene before him. 

It was just as magical as his father had described. Colorful constellations lit up the dim sky, he could see some kind of castle in the distance. A white forest made of dusty trees, and a gilded waterfall. 

It was the perfect temperature, with a light breeze. Fridumar II watched the gold trickle upwards like an upside-down waterfall of golden water in the distance. He wondered what it might be like to swim in that golden water. 

He admired the magical candles that were floating above everything like stars. But what he found most interesting was the Cedar Forest that his father had always spoke of. Even as high as he was, he could still see the glittering colors glinting off the candlelight. 

It was magical, and he took a moment to soak it all in before making his descent. He was nervous up so high and wanted to head to the glittering wood. Even though the cloud seemed sturdy enough, he had never liked heights. 

The stairs that stretched down before him were considerably steep. Fridumar II descended them backwards, holding onto Readina with one hand, and using the other to keep them from falling. It was so many stairs, that he had to take breaks as he went. 

Each step felt like an eternity as he tried not to look down. When he finally reached the bottom, he sat to catch his breath. Flopping Readina onto the strange terrain, which looked like a uniquely formatted dirt. 

The dirt wasn’t brown, but a moldy-looking teal color. Although he knew it was dirt somehow. In that moment, he longed for the days when he was a Dainnes, for he never needed to rest in that form, and was hyperaware of the elements. 

Lugging Readina over his shoulder, Fridumar II followed the gilded trail into the Cedar Forest. He was focused on the giant branches before him when he heard something buzzing. He figured it was insects, as he set Readina down on the teal dirt.

It looked like the perfect place to do the Essence switch. He grabbed a few jewels off a nearby branch and shoved them in his pockets for memorabilia. He knew they wouldn’t be worth anything down there, but when he got back to the Upperealm they would be worth coin.

Fridumar II plucked a few jewels and put them in his cloak pocket. But he tried to remain focused on the task at hand. He dug deep into the folds of his cloak, where he was keeping the forbidden vial of Essence Potion. 

He pulled it out like an ominous song might erupt around him. He looked around but couldn’t hear or see anyone. All he could hear was buzzing in the distance. Standing over Readina, Fridumar II took in a deep breath. 

He bent down and ripped out a piece of her hair, before dropping it into the open vial. It frothed with vigor, and he raised the vial to his mouth. As the buzzing got closer, he looked around again. “Here goes nothing.”

But before he could drink the potion, the buzzing was atop him. Peskies were swarming from every direction! They looked like miniature, demented versions of the Nornns, with gloomy attire and battle weapons. 

He had to protect the vial, as he threw his arm up in protection. Some of them had horns that curled up atop their heads, others had piercings or spikes protruding from their heads. As a group they were intimidating.   

Ancient Rulers! Fridumar II dodged spikes and poisoned arrows. Tiny battle axes went whizzing past his head. He didn’t know what they wanted, but they weren’t getting his vial! He swung and fought them back until he brought out his Wands Divine.

As soon as the infamous wand appeared, the Peskies shuddered. They flew away with haste as Fridumar II licked his wounds. He slumped under a glittering tree to catch his breath. He pulled the vial back out of his pocket and uncorked it again. 

This time he didn’t hesitate! Fridumar II gulped the forbidden potion with anticipation. He had no idea what to expect as he dropped the liquid in his mouth. The vial said to use Magical Number of Infinity drops, but he didn’t mind the label. Fridumar II dumped half the vial down his throat! 

He pried Readina’s mouth open and emptied the rest of the vial. He watched her gag on the potion as it went down. Fridumar II didn’t feel anything at first. He looked at his forearm to see if a glowing mark was transferring to his skin, but alas, nothing. 

He couldn’t understand what was happening. Had he gotten a bad batch? He sat in wonderment until he realized that Readina’s eyeballs began flickering beneath her lids. He got closer to her and reached out his hand to touch her.

Suddenly, her little body started seizing before him. He was going to touch her when a pain shot through his gut. It felt like a hot knife opening his insides. He fell to the ground and started flopping around like Readina.  

A swirling burst of light came screaming out of Readina’s mouth and the same happened to Fridumar II. His swirled in the sky like a dark cloud getting ready to rain. While Readina’s looked magical, like a stream of unknown colors, swirling within itself. 

Readina’s small Essence danced in the air like a Wind Dancer. It was an incredible sight, with no one but the beasts of the wood to witness the beauty. If an Essence switches in the middle of the forest and no one is around to hear it...it still happens. 

The mystical stream of Essence flowed down into Fridumar II’s open mouth. It sucked into his throat like a vacuum as he screamed in pain. The powerful Essence tore through his orifices and penetrated his body. 

The experience of her Essence leaving her body had finally awoken the powerless Readina! She rubbed her eyes in confusion. She had no idea where she was. She thought she was in a dream, until the splitting headache came roaring in. 

Readina had dried blood on her head, face, and neck, and her mouth tasted like sulfur. She turned her head towards the sound of screaming. It was like reality took a moment to connect with her. 

The Austrist Queen’s brother was screaming in terror beside her. He was holding out his arm, reaching towards her for help, gurgling spit and foam. She knew that no one cared for the Mitt, but she cared about every Mitt. 

Readina had always cared if another being was suffering. She could feel their pain and it hurt her to hear the screams of horror. Readina would never allow anyone to be tortured or in pain, if she could help it. 

She abruptly sat up, as the forest spun around her. Readina tried to focus on Fridumar II through intermittent blurry vision. She tried to balance herself enough to stand. She was pulling strength from within herself she didn’t even know she had.

She wanted to help him, but she felt too weak to walk. She tried to catch herself with the tree but fell to the ground hard. She tried to use her powers but found that she couldn’t! In a panic, Readina started shouting for help.

Fridumar II’s screams of horror drowned out her cries for help. Readina didn’t know what to do to save him, or what was even happening to him. When the dizziness subsided, she tried using the trees for walking support. He was only a few nubits away, but it felt like an ocean.

The vertigo was staggering, as she struggled to walk with shaky legs. She was trying to get to him and found that she kept falling, like her legs were made of jelly. She cried helplessly as she watched Fridumar II’s eyes bulge out of his sockets. 

Readina held out her hand and tried scooting towards him, but it was no use. She sobbed helplessly as Fridumar II tore at his skin, convulsing in screaming-pain. She used what strength she had left to scream into the empty forest, HELP! But her cries echoed in the silence. 

Readina watched in horror, as Fridumar II’s skin began to deteriorate and Schynzkd. Readina watched him die, until the shouts of horror subsided. She watched in terror as Fridumar II’s skin molted off his bones, like he was a Munine under the suns. 

His bones and organs turned to liquid, and he became a molten puddle. Fridumar II’s body left behind a colorful Essence that danced before her like a rainbow after a storm. It was the most beautiful thing she had ever saw.

As she reached her fingers closer, she could almost touch the Essence. The Essence moved like a feather in the wind, dancing in the air. Readina turned from the dancing mass to look at her surroundings. 

The trees illuminated with colorful gems, and she felt like she was outside of herself looking in. She looked above her, admiring how the stars were only constellations. She could hear the pounding of water coming from afar. 

A fear washed over her. She wasn’t in Grimmdorflich anymore. Readina wished she could just wake up back at the orchard, drinking hot cider with her family. She sighed and tried not to let panic overrun her logic, but she felt empty. Like her panic was on autopilot. 

Readina looked down at the disturbing puddle that was once the Queen’s brother. Suddenly, she noticed something else amid the goo. It sparked as Readina drew close. Curiously, she grabbed a nearby stick and poked at the goo. 

She had to look twice, but she thought she saw a wand. She could really use a wand, being lost in a dreamland. Her head was sticky with blood, and she looked down at her blood-smeared nightgown. 

She almost fell over because of the extreme vertigo and rubbery legs. Readina was incredibly confused and too nauseous to concentrate. She didn’t know if she could actually reach in and grab anything from that puddle, or if it might place her.   

Her mind raced with possibilities. Her best idea was that her Queen’s brother was trying to rescue her from a creature that dragged her to its lair. But where was this horrible creature and where was this dreamland liar? 

But she didn’t have time to figure anything out. The dancing stream of color was back and dancing above her. She needed to grab that wand or use her powers, fast!   She tried concentrating, but her Gifts weren’t working. Nothing was working. 

She looked up to see the swirling colors come streaming down upon her like rain. Readina couldn’t move quick enough. She waited for the searing pain and melting skin...but it didn’t happen. 

Readina opened one eye and then the other, in preparation. The colorful beam felt like warm cider going down her throat and into her belly, but it seemed to fill every ounce of her being. She felt like she was glowing as she looked down at her hands.

She even felt like she may be able to use her powers. Readina sighed in relief. She had no idea that she had seen her own Essence or had ever lost it. All she knew was that when she stood her legs didn’t feel like jelly. She felt like she might be able to run and skip... or better yet, fly. 

She willed herself with ease off the grounded path. Readina felt herself float up into the trees, like she had practiced on the orchard. She curiously grabbed a purple gem off a branch and placed it in her nightgown pocket. 

She tried to clean off some of the dirt and blood all over her when she came back down. She wondered where that water sound was coming from. She decided if she ever needed a bath, it was then. 

But before she took off towards the water, she needed to get her hands dirty. The panic was gone and Readina’s bravery was back. She thrust her hands into the puddle of goo and pulled out the Wands Divine. 

Wiping the wand on the teal dirt and her gown, she was able to clean it up. She had always wanted her own wand. She stuck it in her gown pocket, and it stuck out like a baton. She could feel her power connect with the wand but wasn’t sure why. 

The energy felt incredibly powerful and seemed to add to her abilities. The buzz of energy made her feel fuzzy, as she followed the sound of the pounding water. As she made her way towards the sound, she heard an alarming crack from the sky.

The crack was different than thunder and more startling than lightening. Readina was exhausted and didn’t know where she would take shelter from a storm. But when she looked up into the sky, she didn’t seem storm clouds. Instead, she watched as the clouds parted and a portal door opened in the sky!

––––––––
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Nororith Kingdom Timeline:

Ages ago, in the Upperealm of Grimmdorflich...
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Chapter One: The Start of a Bloodline
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At the edge of the Nororith Kingdom, there lived a young Hollee named Carsten. Carsten was a simple TownMitt and admired the Nororith Kingdom ideas. When he reached his Coming-of-Age Birthday he got a Hundench pup, and moved closer to the first Kingdom. 

He liked the idea of Mittligarts taking care of themselves, without the help of Ancient Rulers. After all, they didn’t leave them much of a choice in the matter. Since the Ancient Rulers left, the Kingdoms were rising, and starvation ran ramped. 

That is why he chose his profession, Carsten knew if he could hunt good enough then he would never starve, and he didn’t. He was always able to put a small amount of meat on the table for him and his pup, Storm. 

Carsten was content living in a tiny bureton by himself, with Storm. He loved Storm like a babe and trained him to do amazing things. Together, they were quite the hunting pair, and inseparable friends. 

Carsten was good at the bow and arrow, but his true trade was with a blade. He was just born a Hollee, able to wield a blade when he learned to walk. With the starvation, his skillset was always in high demand. 

But Carsten never took on a job until he knew he had enough meat for himself and Storm. He didn’t require much to eat, neither did Storm. He never did require much of anything. Carsten was always content with the necessities. 

He didn’t have many Mittligart friends, but he was loyal to his Siblinghood and Queen. He always came when she beckoned. Which she often did when the Palace was running low on meat. 

Many times, he would offer his services to her for free, for he had no need for riches. She would often rub her manicured fingers through his hair and remind him of the prophecy. But every TownMitt on the Star knew the prophecy by heart. 

“You know, Liebling, one of these days we should run away together. My partner has turned into a monster, and I’d love to run away, before anything happens. Uggh...like a child. Once you fulfill the prophecy we can just live together on another Star. I know you are magical enough to be that Mitt.”

The prophecy was every TownMitt’s dream come true, like hitting the lottery. But Carsten wasn’t interested in the prophecy or being anything but a Hollee to the Queen. He rolled his eyes and tried to swallow the vomit in his throat. 

The Queen spit in his ear as she spoke. “We could have anything we’ve ever dreamed of! Overflowing Gifts from the Ancient Rulers. Freedom from everyone. No more boundaries or starvation. We could cross the galaxy together. Just the two of us, in search of the Gallar Cones.”

Carsten always had to uncomfortably ease his way out of the Queen’s clutches. Carsten slowly backed towards the door, where guards silently stood outside the room. “Come on Carsten, you are my hero. Why not be the hero the galaxy needs too. Just be one of the infamous adventures and I’ll come with you on the adventure!”

Carsten almost made it out the door. He turned and she was atop him quicker. “Speak the prophecy in my ear and promise we will help fulfill it and I will let you leave.” She smiled and locked the door, awaiting his response like a tiger ready to pounce. 

Carsten’s voice came out dry and horse from all his uncomfortable swallowing. “The a savior will emerge, bearing the mark and harnessing the celestial powers of the Ancient Rulers...” The Queen locked eyes with him until he looked away but continued to speak. 

“When this Gifted One is born, the four Gallar Cones will surface among the Stars. Finding them all will piece together the Moldgold Gallar Cape. The True Gifted One shall set the Ancient Rulers free. With adventurers aiding the quest, they will save the Stars from ultimate destruction. Be one of those dreamers and lets fly away to a beautiful Star without Kingdoms.”

The thought of the Nororith Queen being his partner made his stomach turn. He usually got out of there without explaining much. But she was heavily stalking him that day and he desperately wanted away from her touch. 

“That says it all don’t you think?” The Queen smothered him in kisses and his instinct was to run. You can’t go without your coin, my hero.” She revealed a large satchel of coin and tied it on his belt as he held his breath.

“Thank you. I have to go now.” Carsten uncomfortably smiled as the Queen unlocked the door behind him. Carsten took the opportunity to run for it. He ran down the halls until he reached Storm outside. 

“Let’s get out of here, buddy.” His skin crawled every time he had to make a delivery or get payment. He didn’t appreciate how the Queen took advantage of him with each visit, but she was in a place of power that he wasn’t. He learned to make each visit as quick as possible as they jogged through the Kingdom line. 

One day, he took Storm to the Nornn Forest, to find an evening meal. Carsten taught Storm to hunt down prey effectively. The pup was so good that he could sniff out game before all other Hundench in the area. 

When they entered the Nornn Forest, Storm took off running. Carsten tried to keep up with his companion, but always had a hard time, for Storm was faster than a Dainnes. Carsten kept Storm in his sights, as they headed towards the rushing river. 

There was a splash, and Carsten saw Storm jump into the rapids of the Fujorme River! Storm was a strong swimmer, but the river’s rapids could take down a Drakigon. Panic hit Carsten like an arrow and he felt lightheaded as he raced towards the rushing river. 

He ran as fast as his legs could carry him until he was screaming on the riverbank. “Storm!” He could see Storm drifting, paddling, and splashing through the waves. Carsten franticly looked around for a stick or something to help bring Storm in. 

When Storm saw Carsten, he caught his eyes and whimpered. Panic overwhelmed his thoughts, as he frantically searched around for a long enough tree limb and couldn’t find one. His frustration showed as he shouted from his core.  

The water was fierce, but Storm was able to swim, bobbing his head around and using his legs. Desperately trying to paddle his way towards Carsten. The pup was keeping above water but drifting downstream. 

Carsten ran to the nearest tree and used his panicked strength to break a long branch. He rushed back to Storm. He was trying to scoop the pup towards him with the stick. The stick made it underneath Storm’s front legs and flipped him into the water. 

Storm struggled to keep above water as Carsten tried multiple times. Each time Carsten tried to drag him close, the current fought harder and Storm slipped away. Carsten was getting frustrated but knew he couldn’t swim strong. He couldn’t swim to help his friend, and his Essence was screaming inside.   

Suddenly, the branch snapped, and Carsten went flying backwards. He hit the soft grass as a giant arm stretched out of the water, seized Storm, and drew him under! Carsten gasped and threw the rest of the branch in a panic. Fear hit him hard, and he began shouting for help. 

“Storm! Storm! No! Somebody, please help me! Help!!” The rapids were too rough for him to jump into. He felt lost and helpless, and knew Storm wouldn’t survive long underwater.  He ran up the riverbank shouting for help. “Help! Please! Anyone! Help!!” 

In an instant, two Hollees came running up to Carsten’s aid. They rushed over to him, and he quickly explained the situation. They searched up and down the riverbank with Carsten and shouted for Storm. 

Carsten felt a certain doom growing in the pit of his stomach. He knew Storm could only last a couple moments without air. One of them took out a casting pole and started fishing in the water as best she could. “Maybe I can reel him in, fellas.”

Another had a flotation device that they pulled from their PokieSac. It was made of some kind of giant bladder. The Hollee pressed it to his lips and began blowing with haste. They both had great ideas. 

Carsten was losing hope. It was going to take a great healing element to bring Storm back if he was underwater much longer. With each moment that passed, the realization grew stronger as Carsten’s chest grew tighter.   

Carsten heard a shout and turned his head just in time to see one of the Hollees get dragged off the riverbank and into the water! Carsten ran to his aid, as the second Hollee with the deflated flotation device was grabbed without warning and taken under! Carsten looked at the empty rapids, only the sound of the rushing river remained. 

Suddenly, a Hollee came up for air, screaming in agony. Carsten was so panicked that he took off running towards the Harahus. He couldn’t save everyone by himself. He needed magic! He only knew of one creature that dwelled in the Harahus. 

He finally had a plan! He would convince this magical creature to save Storm and the other Hollees, he just didn’t know how yet. He ran until he reached the Harahus and dove into the darkness to find this misfit creature of great power. 

As the cobblestone path turned into dirt and the shadows of the canopy trees enveloped him, he embraced them like never before. He didn’t usually chase game in the Harahus because it was Enchanted, and one could easily get lost or placed. 

He had never been this deep inside in the Harahus before, and it was gorgeous. The trees were twisted and unique, as he followed the trail of roots deeper. He passed many cottages and buretons along the way but was looking for somewhere in particular. A cottage covered in red and white Rhodome Blossoms that were said to be intoxicating with perfume. 

With each Dial that passed, Carsten grew more fearful. He hoped this creature could bring back Storm before Placement. He smelled the cottage before he saw it in the sliver of light that stabbed through the balcony of ancient trees. 

There, sitting on a stub outside the cottage, was the magical creature he sought. The creature happened to be in his yard that day, smoking Azala out of a wooden pipe. But as Carsten got closer, he could see the creature better, bathing in the slivers of light that shone down. 

The creature wasn’t such a creature after all. He looked just like any other TownMitt. With the exception of his skin looking very scaly and dry. He was clearly a child of Niokiodoch, not a Duergar. 

Carsten tried his best to show respect being in such a haste. Panic filled his lungs as he tried to breathe through it. “There is a creature in the Fujorme River, attacking things and pulling them under. It took my companion and two others before my eyes. If you help me bring them back and save my companion, I will give you anything you want.” 

The creature did not seem to care and took a large pull of his pipe. “Why should I help you Hollee? Everyone knows Ancient Magic comes with a price. What would you have to offer for such a steep price?” The creature took another long drag and shifted his piercing gaze towards Carsten. Carsten blurted out everything he could think of. 

“Please, you must help me. If you save my companion, I will give you everything I own. More than seven thousand Potince Coins I have saved, and a bureton, and a brilliant blade! I will give anything to save him. Please. The others just deserve a proper sendoff.” 

The creature thought this over, twirling his dark blue beard. “Anything? Well, I don’t have use for all that, the coin I suppose. Ok, consider this your Luck of the Fates.  I can take a break for a small favor. Your coin and your first born, for your companion back. You can keep your bureton and blade. Life is a much better bargaining-chip and something I’m itching to try. Time seems to be of the essence, don’t you think. You should probably decide now. So, do we have a deal, Hollee?” 

The creature took another drag of his pipe and looked at Carsten casually. Carsten didn’t even blink, he knew he would never have a child, or a mother to go with it. He always fancied that he would just be alone. Carsten wasn’t into maidens or their companionship. The only relationship he ever wanted was with Storm. 

“You have a deal creature. What do I call you by the way, for surely you don’t want to be called creature.” The creature spit on the ground in distaste. “I am a TownMitt like any other, I am no creature. My name is Bydun, and my mother was a Mittligart like you. I was just born with the Gifts of Niokiodoch
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