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To those who wander the realm of Ryden...

These are not just tales.
They are warnings.
Confessions. Echoes.
Fragments of those who walked into the dark and sometimes—barely—came back.
The Caravan Tales is not a saga of champions or kings. It is a collection of solitary reckonings. Each story, drawn from the vast and treacherous realm of Ryden, reveals a soul caught at the edge of something greater than themselves—a whispering shadow, a buried truth, an unseen hunger. There are no grand armies here. No gods to intervene. Only people. Haunted, flawed, brave in quiet ways.

What binds these tales together is not a single hero, but a shared struggle for identity, for survival, for meaning in the face of monsters that often wear familiar faces—and sometimes, our own.

Victory is not guaranteed. In fact, it is rare.
But what is gained—if anything—is hard-earned: clarity, courage, awareness.
And sometimes... peace, though not without scars.
Read carefully.
These stories do not simply entertain.
They warn.
And if you listen closely, they may whisper something you were not ready to hear.
The path ahead is treacherous.
But if you must walk it—walk with eyes open.
—D.W.H.
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The darkness... such a mysterious place. We have all seen it... or we have all, never seen it.

We think of it as a void, a place of nothing... non-existence. Darkness is merely a shroud. For even though we cannot see something, it doesn’t mean it doesn’t exist. We spend over a quarter of our lives in darkness, yet we continue to grow beyond it.

Perhaps darkness isn’t a void at all, but everything compressed so densely it obscures all light. Maybe in darkness, we don’t see nothing—we see everything, just too close to perceive. Who are we then, without form? Without sight, how do we distinguish one soul from another? What makes us who we are without a body?

We are... we are our own image. The true test of ourselves is within our own mind and heart. We become who we perceive ourselves to be. We are not to be identified by others from our material bodies, yet we burn images in others’ minds by the strength of our heart and our own mind. Only then can we truly become an individual... a testament of ourselves.

So, I ask you: Are you afraid of the dark? Because if you are... you just might be afraid of yourself and who you have—or have not—become. So then... can you exist in darkness, or must you always bask in the light to be recognized?

For some people... they never truly exist.

For me...? Darkness is all that I know. In fact, other than these simple thoughts, I’m afraid that I don’t really exist at all...
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I first knew of myself with these strange thoughts... no images, no dreams. Strange, it seemed that I could actually think to myself intellectually. I was merely confused... baffled by this existence that seemed nothing more than a subconscious mind.

I couldn’t tell what I was. I had no form—no sight, no sound, no sense of self—yet I knew such things existed. I felt I should have a name... but nothing came. Only one truth filled my thoughts: something was missing, and time had no meaning here.

However, mindless time can also come to an end. Soft delicate sounds entered my conscious, unknown, yet familiar. Pleasing, it drew my focus. 

It was at that moment I felt... I felt something inside me... beat... beat. This was a part of my existence that I thought should be. It was then I knew that I could make a change.

As I continued to feel a pulsating rhythm within me, it grew—slowly—into the different extremities of what formed as my unseen body. I could feel the blood course through my veins, bringing to life the nerve endings from my toes to my fingertips.

It was an amazing feeling—to think and feel again, as my mind strobed with impulses of new activity. But the exhilaration soon gave way to emptiness, as around me stretched only the vast unknown—floating, weightless.

Then came deep sounds that drown out the pleasing sounds. With that came a sudden feeling of movement. A rush of air hit the front of my body. I waved my limbs in sudden resistance, yet it was as if nothing was still around me... nothing to hold but the air itself that continued to pelt me from below.

Then it struck me—I was facing the resistance. I was no longer drifting.

I was falling.

The resistance of air increased more and more. I was powerless against it. A great feeling of anxiety gripped my body, as if fearful that I was in danger.

I would never know, for as the length of this free fall grew, my mind slipped beyond my thoughts and, for what seemed like only moments... I could no longer feel.

Yet, as I say it were only moments, my mind sparked with energy once more.

I felt very confined. I was no longer falling, and this time something encompassed my entire body.

It was then that I heard a voice. A dark, wretched voice—one I will never forget. At first, I could not comprehend its words, yet the tone and reverberant echo unnerved my very being.

My body tensed again in fear as I listened to its laughter—the deep, guttural voice running down my spine like a slow poison. Even long after the sound had faded, its echo lingered in my mind, tangled in thought.

I refocused on myself, searching for any clue that might unlock this mystery. My sense of feeling slowly returned—but as I had noted before, this time was different. I felt confined. Something surrounded me, pressing in on every side. It shifted and stirred against my skin—sporadic and independent, like countless parts probing me as awareness returned, inch by inch.

Even my mind—my head, as I now know it—seemed to feel a thousand things crawling all over me.

It was very odd, yet revealing, since I had never truly known my own body. I had not been able to explore the containment of my mind, and yet whatever it was that encompassed me, alerted my new senses in a way that I could define my own extremities.

I was actually quite pleased to finally sense every part of my body, even though I did not yet know of what use my extremities had.

These new sensations that helped me to explore made me realize that there was an opening to the head of my body. I felt like I could open and close that part and even move things within it.

I then knew that I had hands and feet, but did not quite know what use they were.

These entities, I realized, were in fact small, individual beings themselves. They crawled all around my body and even explored through the mouth within my head.

Only moments passed as I lingered in thought, warmth stirring within me—hope blooming from its glow. I was certain that answers would come soon, that clarity was close. But without warning, my body convulsed, seized by a sudden, jarring pain.

I felt weak, and the depths of my body quickly tightened.

I found that I couldn’t breathe.

Those little entities had blocked the air that I needed. My body shook violently with sudden reflexes. My body forced the entities from my mouth, yet I was still confined by them.

I moved my limbs, pushing my body in every direction—suddenly aware that I was searching for freedom from this mass of entities... these creatures.

I pushed to the side, grabbed with my hands, yet found only more creatures. I kicked with my feet, uncoordinated, unable to find any breach in the mass.

Then I realized—I was buried.

I reached up yet only grabbed more handfuls of these little things that squirmed around me. They seemed wet... damp was the feeling I had... chilled was the next.

I still could hardly breathe, with more creatures deep within me.

My instincts told me to climb upward.

I reached up again, lifted my legs, let the mass shift beneath me. I felt progress with my gradual climb through the mass.

I convulsed again to expel more of the little creatures from my mouth.

I didn’t know what harm had befallen me. Only that I had to break free.

I continued to climb through my blindness... through this lack of wisdom... to gain the knowledge I hoped would let me survive.

Finally, my hand gripped open air.

I pushed against the moist creatures. I suppose that I crushed some of these beasts to elevate to the open air of my freedom.

I was tired and weak. The lack of breath had become an important lesson.

I pulled myself up once more, and my head broke above the mass, where I quickly purged the rest of the tiny entities that still remained within the depths of my body and in my mouth.

It was excruciating to convulse so many times. My body was so tense in the repeated expulsions of these things.

When I finally finished... I was so exhausted, I laid my head down—

I realized that I rested atop the mass and within the regurgitation of these creatures... but it mattered not, for I had no energy left... and my will had subsided for the time being.
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My mind seemed to travel beyond my own thoughts. I could hear noises... voices. These were calm, rhythmic voices... I could not make sense of them.

Still, I listened, eager to learn—or better... to remember—this knowledge that I had lost. All of these things that I suddenly comprehended as time went on seemed to prove to me that I was something of more importance. I was a being, much larger than my own mind. Somehow, in some way... I had been changed into a blind mute with no memory of myself—or even the concept of who I was.

My body jolted and quivered as a sudden chill tore across my skin. The tiny entities weren’t done—they crawled over me again. I spat them from my mouth, dragged myself up, kicking and pulling until I cleared most of the swarm... though I still lay atop them.

I couldn’t grip much of anything. I moved my legs, yet I had no idea how else to function them. I made no progress in this manner, but I learned of their existence and that they could respond.

Then I hit something with my head. A sharp sensation of hurt shot through my mind and I quivered. I had stopped cold. My hands instinctively took hold of my head.

My mouth shut in this agony, and the bones inside it struck down on a piece of my own skin. I found more pain, and a sound came through my
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The greatest battles are fought
in silence... within.

David W. Hepp
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