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This book is written in Canadian English. If you are unfamiliar with it, it may appear to “switch” between American English and British English spellings. Those are not mistakes; the words are spelled as intended. Thank you!
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Horace (e/em), Embo Extraordinaire

[image: A tall and fat soldier with curly hair and a soft smile.]

Excitable and talkative, Horace has taken half-formed skills from eir many failed apprenticeships to become the Wagon’s main cook.


Aliyah (they/them), Mysterious Stranger

[image: A black person with curly hair tied back and a tattered cloak.]

Left with the strange ability to transform into an eldritch tree and the memory of a mystical forest, the quiet and perceptive Aliyah is on a quest for answers.


Rumi (he/him), Anxious Artificer

[image: A small lizardfolk with goggles on top of his head and a woodcarving tool in his hand. He wears work clothes and a beld with many pouches.]

Rumi travels the world in a magical Wagon and springs his marvelous creations on the isolated cities of Nerezia. He disguises protectiveness and anxiety under pessimism and grumpiness.


Keza Nesmit (she/her), Thorny Protector

 

[image: A catfolk with monkish clothes and a long stick. She has striped fur and a devious smile.]

Confident and abrasive, Keza is a thorny companion who knows her worth. Under the spikes hides fierce and loyal love.

 


So far in
The Chronicles of Nerezia

Horace’s trial day as a guard for eir home city of Trenaze should have been simple: stand watch, guide locals to the correct stalls, and guard the giant glyph that maintains one of the city’s protective domes—the only thing that keeps away Fragments, shards that haunt the world and possess people.

But when a mysterious figure in a porcelain mask deactivates the dome, Fragments rush into the market, fusing into a monstrous amalgam. They are saved by a strange elf who can transform into a tree-like being, and who dissipated the Fragments with a single, eerie sentence: your story is my story.

From the moment it is uttered, Horace knows the sentences holds true for em, too—and when the elf collapses in the middle of the market, e carries them to safety, to recover away from the panicked crowd and inevitable questions.

This stranger, Aliyah, has but one desire: to leave Trenaze's safe boundaries and find the forest that haunts their dreams. After an afternoon of board games in their quiet, sharp-witted company, Horace is ready to follow. They leave with Rumi, an anxious artificer and travelling salesman, in his Wandering Wagon of Wondrous Wares, a semi-sentient self-propelling wagon which always remains safe from Fragments.

Life on the road is, for the most part, filled with quiet hours cooking and cleaning, playing board games with eir two companions, or  listening to Aliyah’s stories of magical worlds. But adventures inevitably find them.

The first, at the Dead Archives, a secure waypoint where Horace is once more assaulted by the porcelain-masked figure—an Archivist. They call Aliyah “the Hero”, capable of awakening Fragments, and berate em for being too weak to protect them. Horace’s skills are immediately tested when Fragments possess dead bodies and attack, and the Wagon’s crew barely escapes with their lives.

The second, as they seek to cross the Tesrima Ridge, and the pass through the mountain range is flooded. They are joined by Keza, an abrasive felnexi who’d only just assaulted them for their food supplies.

The water is trickling down from overflowing waterways blocked by Fragments. Between a small bomb from Rumi and Aliyah’s powers, they dissipate the Fragments and reestablish the waterways—but one of the shards hurt Rumi badly, forcing Keza to steal away with him to her secret village. Unfortunately, the secret part is inscribed into their laws, and when Horace follows, e puts Keza into even more trouble. E has a brief chance to meet her nine wonderful kittens before the verdict falls for her crimes: exile.

With nowhere to call home anymore, Keza joins the group on their journey as they cross the flooded pass and head towards the coastal city of Alleaze.

 

 


Our records show that Alleaze was once a series of tiny fishing villages sharing a protected bay. Their quaint refusal to unite into a single city and their existence out of the Empire’s territory had made the bay a prized tourist location. How it evolved from there into the sprawling Spirit-revering port of today, little is known. Fragments arrived, and where so many towns died, they flourished. I cannot help but wonder what the Hero’s passage will bring to it, and how they may grow from it.

 

      Archivist Neomi

 

 


1
Downpour

Horace had forgotten what it meant to be dry.

Rain drenched eir hair, weighing eir curls down, and eir clothes clung mercilessly to eir back and legs. The training stick in eir hands had turned slick and slippery, and Keza knocked it out of eir grip with a sharp thwack of her staff. She looked as miserable as e felt, russet fur flat against her bony frame, her ears low and her tail slinking to the ground. 

“That’s enough for today,” she said, the grump in her voice an echo of eir own moodiness. 

When the first drops had fallen three weeks ago, Keza had insisted that they keep training no matter the weather, and Horace had hopped to it with enthusiasm. If e wanted to get better, e couldn’t skip days for minor inconveniences, and the morning ritual with eir new friend and mentor helped ground eir routine.

Life had found a simple flow. E woke up, ate a quick and light bite, put dough to rise, and climbed onto the Wagon’s roof to train. The exercise opened eir stomach, so e’d eventually return to prepare a heftier breakfast for the group. Keza would follow and perch herself on the beams across the Wagon’s ceiling to nap while e cooked, aided by Aliyah, who over time had gone from watching in silence to becoming eir fruit and veggies chopper-in-chief. Rumi was always the last to crawl out of his bed, dragged out by the enthralling scent of a delicious meal.

The remainder of the day varied more. Rumi tended to vanish into his workshop to tinker while Keza disappeared outside once more, to forage for supplies that could be used for dinner. Aliyah and Horace played games or exchanged stories—Aliyah was an endless source of those, their dreams filled with flying ships and floating cities, magical crystals and extravagant outfits. Sometimes e cleaned the Wagon or repaired clothing, and in those periods, e’d catch Aliyah in their own training, staring at their fingers as they hardened and lengthened into branches. Horace tried eir best not to peek, or to be subtle doing so; when e had met Aliyah in eir home city of Trenaze, they’d transformed into a full, terrifying tree-being, but it had seemed involuntary and painful. A few weeks ago, they’d learned a little control, and now… Horace wanted to ask, but the one time e’d built eir courage to it, Keza had interrupted, dropping in from another foray into the forest, dripping from the endless rain. 

“I hate this forest and I hate this rain. What is wrong with the sky, that it won’t stop flooding?”

She flicked her tail hard, sending a spray of water against the curtains of Rumi’s workshop. His head popped out, mischief shining in his lizard eyes. “Maybe it just doesn’t like you. Never had any problem before you came aboard.” 

“Keep it up if you want to starve.” She plopped a basket full of gigantic mushrooms on the table to underscore her point. “I don’t see you foraging.”

“Busy tinkering, sorry,” he said. “Creating wonders like my wonderful little fur drier. That offer’s still open, should you desire.”

Keza hissed at him. “You come within a meter of me with that machine, and I’ll hang you out to sleep in the rain.”

Horace couldn’t tell whether Keza meant it or not. She probably did, but the playful aggressivity had become an integral part of her relationship with Rumi. E didn’t understand it, but e was a fierce proponent of live and let live. Besides, the two of them could be entertaining to listen to, and distractions had been few and far between since the rain had started. As long as neither seemed too bothered… 

“I believe our suffering is coming to an end,” Aliyah said, interrupting the fight before it could begin.

“We don’t know that,” Keza said, throwing Aliyah a quizzical look. 

“I do,” Aliyah replied. “There is something in the air. It is…” They wavered, their brow furrowed. “I think I feel the Fragments stirring.”

They had all learned not to question Aliyah’s sensitivity to the Fragments, or their relationship to them. All of Horace’s life, e’d considered Fragments mindless shards bathed in golden light that roamed the land, forever in search of someone to inhabit, a possession that ended with the host dying of dehydration
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