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Year 3603,
the Fifth Age, the ninth day of Spring

Finally it
has happened. Finally all my hard work has paid off. For finally I
have been invited to Aierthian by Drakkas himself. O’ what a joyous
day this is. Excitement was tingling through every fibre of my body
as I walked up to the two great stone golems that guarded the gates
of Aierthian. They blocked my path, but with one word from me they
stepped aside and motioned for me to enter. I felt so powerful as I
pushed through the massive doors which stood disembodied in the
middle of those plains. Triumphantly I walked into the bright
lights and as the stone doors closed behind me the marble streets
of Aierthian was laid out before me, and in the middle of the road
stood Drakkas himself. I was at a loss for words as he greeted me
and showed me through his town. His voice was calm and controlled
as he informed me about his plain of existence, and he smiled
briefly to me as he left me at the door to my new laboratory.
Finally my real work can begin.

-My Blessed
Life by Magi Siggr Stinfry

 


 



Prologue

 


Year 3607,
the Fifth Age, the thirteenth day of Spring

 


“The Fog is
thick tonight.” Guardsman Taggar Mōrten remarked and adjusted the
scarf that covered his nose and mouth.

“I know, I’ve
never seen it this heavy. Look how the Gornl Sea is glowing.”
Guardsman Wyne replied and pointed to the lapping waters as they
walked along the boardwalk.

Beneath the dark waters
wide rivers of Fog snaked along the currents near the surface,
interweaving and moving off on their own accord. It was not just
the Fog in the Sea that was prevalent this dark and misty night,
but in the heavy cloud around the two Pentrin guardsmen the rainbow
colours of the Fog wafted ominously.

“By The Five
Wyne, cover ya face.” Mōrten exclaimed as he looked to his partner,
“You know how dangerous the Fog is, you know what it is capable
of.”

“Nah, that’s a
load of nonsense,” Wyne dismissed Mōrten’s concern, “The Fog grants
us magicks, and Magi go and meditate in Fog clouds all the time,
it’s not dangerous.”

“Is that why
they go crazy?” Mōrten rebutted as the two of them continued along
the boardwalk.

“No one has
gone crazy ‘cause of the Fog in decades.” Wyne replied
calmly.

“You should
still where ya scarf, ya fool,” Mōrten was quick to say to the
younger guardsman. “Safety first my friend.”

“Safety?” Wyne
scoffed. “Who cares ‘bout safety when there are the likes of Lryndl
and her gang running the streets? Why don’t we do anything Mōrten?
That damn wood elf does whatever she wants and we don’t even do
anything.”

“Her
connections are too high boy,” Mōrten shook his head. “Believe me
I’d like to throw that skinny elf in the dungeon, but she’d be back
out in two minutes.”

The younger guard
grumbled as he stomped down the wooden steps that led onto the
stony beach at the western side of Pentra.

“All this
cursed corruption,” Wyne spat and kicked at a piece of drift wood.
“We need to do something about it.”

“Yeah, go and
be a masked vigilante or something,” Mōrten snickered as he peered
through the mist ahead of them.

“Without the
mask though,” Wyne laughed back, but Mōrten was not really paying
attention as he squinted into the darkness.

“What’s that?”
Mōrten asked and pointed along the beach.

“Is it … a
body?” Wyne wondered as they both hurried towards the object lying
on the stony ground. “By The Five I’ve never seen a dead body
before.”

As they both raced up to
the dead body Mōrten slid to his knees and rolled the form over.
The black hair of the woman was mattered across her face and her
old clothes drenched with sea water. As the guard peeled away her
hair he could tell she was dead without checking her pulse. The
young woman’s clouded eyes gazed unseeing towards the misty night
sky.

“Artāre be
merciful, she was pregnant,” Wyne gasped.

“Look at her
wrists, that’s weird,” Mōrten mumbled as he gently held the woman’s
arm and pulled back her sleeve to reveal heavy bruises and
scabbing, as if she had been chained up for some time.

“How’d she
die?” Wyne asked curiously.

“Drowned like
as not,” Mōrten replied absently as he continued to look at the
woman’s wounded wrists. “Might ‘ave jumped from the cliff
top.”

“Why would she
do that?” Wyne asked in bewilderment, “She’s pretty, has a child on
the way, and seems in good health. Why would she drown
herself?”

“Poor girl.”
Mōrten shook his head sadly and placed the woman’s arm down on her
belly.

“What the-?”
Mōrten gasped and jumped slightly before he placed his hand on the
woman’s swollen belly again. “What in the Abyss? It kicked. The
child’s still alive.”

“What? How?”
Wyne blurted in surprise.

Ignoring the questions
Mōrten placed his ear to the woman’s abdomen.

“It is alive.”
Mōrten exclaimed as he summoned a Fog-made dagger to his hand. “I
can hear the kid’s heart beating.”

“What are you
…” Wyne began to ask.

The young guardsman
suddenly recoiled and looked away with a gasp as Mōrten cut away
the dead woman’s dress around her pregnant belly and sliced open
her skin. Wyne vomited to the side and the sound of a child’s cries
echoed through the mist and Fog of the night.

 



Chapter
One

 


Year 3630,
the Fifth Age, the eightieth day of Spring

 


“Wake
up.”

The voice pulled him from
his pleasant dreams but he refused to wake as he grumbled and
hugged the rock he was using for a pillow closer.

“Wake up
Legin,” the voice demanded again and was followed by a kick into
his gut.

“What in the
Abyss, Vythe?” Legin coughed as his blue eyes popped open and he
lurched into a sitting position.

“Get up, we
need to leave quickly,” Vythe snapped back in annoyance as he
hurriedly gathered his things.

“What’s the
rush?” Legin yawned as he ran a hand through his messy black hair,
which was short at the sides and back of his head but long on top.
“We are in the Engle Mountains, miles from the prison. No way they
are catching us now, right Pip?”

The third in the group
nodded his head at Legin, “Too right.”

“Don’t be
foolish,” Vythe shook his head, “We will not be safe until we are
on the other side of Essinendeür.”

“Just let me
teleport us then,” Legin replied as he jumped to his feet and
dusted off his baggy pants which came in tight at the
ankles.

“I told you I
do not teleport,” Vythe replied as he began glancing about the
dense pine trees that surrounded them.

“Yeah, yeah,”
Legin yawned again and began stretching his back and arms, “Well
let’s get going then.”

Vythe sighed heavily and
dropped his few belongings, “Too late.”

“What do you
mean?” Legin laughed.

Vythe looked at him, his
dark eyes sad, “Try using your magicks,” he said.

Legin gave Pip a curious
look before they both shrugged and Legin tried to summon a Fog
dagger. Nothing happened.

“No use doing
that monkey boy,” remarked a tall man as he walked from the pine
trees carrying a Fog sword and wearing the uniform of a guard from
the Gaia Mountains Penitentiary.

Legin jumped in surprise
and readied himself for a fight as half a dozen other prison guards
walked from the shadows.

“Easy there
kid,” smirked another rough looking man, “Don’t cause any trouble
now.”

“We can fight
them,” Pip remarked as he too was ready for battle.

“Pip’s right
we can take ‘em,” Legin agreed as he looked to Vythe, but it seemed
his friend did not share their optimism.

“Stand down
Legin,” Vythe shook his head and looked dejected, “There is a
sphere over us that prevents magicks being used, unless you have
and Anther Crystal ring, which they do. Our magicks are as weak as
when we first escaped, we cannot win.”

“Listen to
Vythe, Legin,” said a beautiful Blood Elf, who was the Captain of
this squadron.

Legin let out a deep
breath and relaxed, nodding to Pip to do the same.

“We got ‘em
again ay Fairris,” laughed one of the other guards.

“Give me some
skin, Aldian,” the guard who first came into the clearing smiled
and he and the other guard slapped hands.

“We better get
a promotion after this,” the other woman in the group
remarked.

“Wouldn’t
count on it Beth,” the rough guardsman grumbled.

“Come on Roth,
be positive, like me and Thristen,” Beth laughed back and was
joined by the tall guard.

“Come on guys
stay focused,” said the last of the guards seriously.

“Always so
professional, Bragen,” Aldian laughed, but he and the others moved
to coral Legin, Vythe and Pip.

“Summon the
skiff Beth,” Captain Fairris ordered, “Let’s get going.”

With a wave of her hand a
carriage made of Fog appeared before them and Thristen and Roth
open the doors for the prisoners to get in.

“At least I
can take some solace in the fact that it was you who caught me,
Fairris,” Vythe sighed and shot a smile to the elf. “Perhaps one
time you may think to just simply not catch me?”

“I am just
doing my job,” Fairris replied evenly.

“Assuring an
innocent man continues to be locked up,” Vythe narrowed his eyes,
“Sounds like a delightful occupation.”

“Come on get
in,” Thristen interrupted and pushed Vythe firmly in the back,
“What do you care about escaping anyway, the world thinks you’re
dead, remember?”

It pained Legin to see
his friend so disappointed and he sighed as he followed Pip to the
carriage.

“Move along
monkey boy,” the guard Aldian laughed and shoved Legin in the back,
“Hey Thristen do you reckon his tail is real?”

Legin’s jaw went tight
and he suppressed the desire to punch this guard in the
face.

“Dunno,”
Thristen shrugged, “Give it a pull and find out.”

Legin suddenly felt a
firm hand grab a hold of his tail and yank at it.

“Well blow me
it is,” Aldian began to say but Legin spun up the guard with anger
burning in his blue eyes.

A quick elbow to Aldian’s
gut blasted wind from the guard’s lungs and a quicker backhand
split opened the insolent fool’s lip. Legin followed up with
several lightning fast punches to Aldian’s chest and knocked the
guard to the ground with a heavy side-kick.

Legin would have
continued but glowing cuffs suddenly wrapped themselves around his
wrists and ankles, pinning them together and stopping his movement.
Somehow he kept his balance and was roughly grabbed by the guard
Thristen, who raised his fist ready punch Legin in the
face.

“Enough,”
Captain Fairris shouted angrily before Thristen could hit
him.

But Aldian did not hear
and he jumped to his feet a fierce expression upon his face and his
fist balled and ready to pummel Legin. Before Aldian could get to
him the guard Bragen intercepted and restrained his
comrade.

“The Captain
gave you and order guardsman,” Bragen said loudly as he pushed
Aldian away, “Get in the carriage you idiot.”

Blood running from his
face Aldian glared angrily at Legin, but he did what he was told
and moved to the front of the Fog carriage.

“Anyone else
want to be an idiot?” Fairris asked irritably, “The prisoner has a
tail like a monkeys, just like Yineth have ears like a rabbits. If
any of you want to see if his tail is real again I think I will let
him beat some sense into you. Do you understand
Thristen?”

“What?”
Thristen looked shocked, “Yes, I understand, sorry. I should not
have suggested yanking the prisoner’s tail to Aldian.”

“Good,”
Fairris sighed, “Now, let’s go.”

The magickal bindings
around Legin’s wrists and ankles vanished and Roth ushered him into
the carriage to sit opposite Vythe and Pip.

“Nice moves
there bro,” Pip smiled as the carriage doors were locked and they
began to move away from the clearing without any steeds pulling
them.

Legin smiled slightly
before sighing and turning his gaze out the small and barred
window. The hold where he sat was small and cramped with little
room to stretch out his legs. Neither was the glass-like structure,
with Fog drifting beneath its surface very comfortable, this was
not a very reassuring thought, especially considering it was a long
trip back to the Gaia Mountains Penitentiary.

By mid-morning they had
moved from the pine forest which covered most of the mountains and
the light from the sun, Inüer, shown through the front window and
caused the gold, green and pink specks in Legin’s blue eyes to
shimmer. Through that window he could see the guards sitting
comfortably in the spacious area at the front of the magickal
carriage as they talked happily between them.

With a sigh Legin looked
away from the window and to the mesmerizing swirls of Fog beneath
the glass surface of the carriage. Although it appeared as glass
Legin knew well that it could not be easily broken.

The green, pink and
yellow colours of the Fog danced across the walls and floor,
twisting and twirling like ripples of water on the edge of pools.
Outside the confinements of this carriage the Fog was intangible
like smoke blowing in the wind. It was as if the actual Fog was
caught inside glass, misty to look at but hard and just out of
finger reach when touched, as if there were some invisible barrier
holding the Fog in place. But even as the glass held the Fog
inside, shimmers of colour moved and twisted under the clear
surface, as if it were patiently waiting, silently simmering,
waiting for the day it would burst free of its
confinement.

Legin watched the swirls
of Fog now, as they danced back and forth, growing and shrinking,
twisting and falling back on its self. It was such a peaceful dance
for something that could be so volatile. The movement of the Fog
created images of strange and unusual things, like the clouds in
the sky, or the ripples in a stream.

The Fog also granted
people the ability to use magicks, and if learned or talented, very
powerful magicks. He used to be talented with magicks before he was
imprisoned in the Gaia Prison, as did Vythe. But the prison used a
unique technique called a sphere of anti-magicks or void, which
prevented anyone within connecting to the powers of the Fog unless
they had an Anther Crystal ring which stores the Fog and allows the
wielder to tap into it.

Legin yawned and
stretched, “Well, it’s going to be a few days until we are back at
the prison, might as well catch up on some sleep.”

Pip laughed as Legin lay
down on the small bench seat in the back of the carriage, but Vythe
did not reply and continued to stare absently out of the barred
windows.

The world of M’Aierth was
a big place, so too the continent of Essinendeür, and Legin was
right in saying that it would be a few days until they arrived at
the Gaia Prison. It was rough going as they moved through the rocky
terrain of the Gaia Mountains which sat like spine across the
northern region of Gaianaus, stopping the icy winds from blowing to
the south.

Legin had to admit that
he was not overly fond of the cold weather here and was more
comfortable in the warmer climates to the south, like in the city
of Pentra where he grew up. But such was the cruel twist of fate
that had him imprisoned in this cold realm. In truth he did not
think he had done a great deal wrong, theft was only a minor crime
after all. It was a shame that he and Pip did not account for the
fact that the Lord Dasher, who they had attempted to steal from,
took a particular aversion to them and had them imprisoned at the
Gaia Mountains Penitentiary near on a year ago.

It was there, when Legin
was thrown into the prison compound, that he had met Vythe who had
thankfully saved him from a sticky situation involving a
particularly nasty inmate.

Legin sighed as he looked
back on those first days he had spent in the prison. Of course he
had attracted all the wrong kind of attention with many eager to
make his time hard simply because he was different. Vythe and Pip
had shown themselves to be true friends during that time and it was
together that they planned their escapes.

“Welcome home
gents,” Aldian laughed through the front window one morning as
Legin was scratching his head and causing his hair to stick up at
odd angles.

Although he did not need
to look out the window to know he was back at the prison, he peered
through the bars and sighed loudly.

The prison stood tall and
terrible in the middle of the long grassy valley with high peaks
all around it. Out of the grass the crystalline structure reached
into the blue skies its glassy surface shimmering in Inüer’s light
and the swirls of Fog drifting within it. Once there used to be a
town here called Pine Vale, but that was a long time ago and now it
was only known as the Gaia Prison.

“Home sweet
home, ay?” smirked Pip causing a slight smile to come to Legin’s
young face, but Vythe did not see the mirth and in fact seemed
quite depressed.

The carriage followed the
high walls to the north and to the entrance that would take them
into the guard barracks. Once there they stopped at the entrance
and the guards climbed from the carriage and opened the doors so
Legin could get out.

“Out you get,”
Roth demanded gruffly, “And don’t try anything stupid.”

“Yeah, don’t
want to miss your dates with Commander Razaless,” Aldian laughed
and tongued his split lip while glaring at Legin. “No doubt he’s
got something special planned.”

“No,” Fairris
interrupted, “Take them directly into the compound.”

“But Captain,”
Aldian tried to argue, “Razaless will want to teach them a lesson
for trying to get out.”

“I don’t
care,” Fairris was quick to say, “Just do as I ask. I will take any
blame that may come of it.”

“You’re sure?”
Brager asked seriously and Fairris nodded, “Alright, move
along.”

“Don’t forget
my bags,” Pip quipped, drawing another smile from Legin.

“You lot are
lucky Fairris is so soft,” Aldian remarked as he pushed Legin
through the doors to the barracks and down the clean and
crystalline corridors. “No doubt Razaless had some good tortures in
mind.”

“Shut it
Aldian,” Roth snapped, “Like our Captain I believe such practices
are immoral.”

“What’s moral
in this place,” Aldian was quick to reply, “We let all the
prisoners run wild in the compound, doing what they like. The
prisoners make goods that we sell to outside merchants, but we take
most of the profits. If the prisoners fight we place bets instead
of stopping ‘em from killing each other. This place ain’t moral, so
who cares about torture?”

“I also think
it’s wrong,” Beth remarked seriously.

“Whatever,”
Aldian huffed, “’Course you’d take Roth’s side. What do you reckon
Thristen?”

“I’m with you
bro,” Thristen smiled causing Aldian to look proud of
himself.

“I wonder if
you would think the same if our places were reversed?” Vythe
remarked stealing the guards smile.

“Yeah, well,
they’re not,” Aldian stammered.

“Good reply,”
Legin laughed, “Really scathing.”

Pip laughed aloud and
even Vythe managed a smile which Legin thought good to
see.

“Shut it
monkey boy,” Thristen interjected, “Enjoy the rest of your life in
the prison.”

Just then they arrived in
front of two large doors which opened enough for them to be shoved
through and into the dusty entrance to the prison compound and the
doors locked behind them.

“Good old East
Quarter,” Pip sighed loudly as they stood in the wide area which
had a few tin huts standing around.

To the southeast the
ground slanted away steeply and into the low area of the East
Quarter where they mined for ore. To the west the dusty plateau
stopped abruptly as it came to a high cliff face and where the
northern fruit and vegetable plantations were situated beyond.
Straight ahead of them to the south the plateau narrowed out and
spilt into thin paths along the rugged hillside.

“I will see
you around, Legin,” Vythe sighed sadly and began to make his way to
the south through the tin huts.

“Wait Vythe,
hold up,” Legin called out as he and Pip moved to catch up with
him. “What’s wrong my friend?”

“It does not
matter,” Vythe replied softly as he continued walking.

“We’ll find a
way to escape again,” Pip said cheerfully.

“Pip’s right,
well plan an escape again, and this time we will succeed,” Legin
agreed with a wide smile, “Leave to me I’ll work out a way to be
rid of this place.”

Vythe sighed and did not
reply.

“But in the
meantime how about we cause some havoc between the Quarters,
Vythe?” Legin continued, “That always cheers you up.”

“Hey,” Legin
said suddenly and grabbed Vythe’s white sleeve to stop him, “How
about we do something big this time? Like plan it so one of the
Faction Leaders becomes leader of the whole compound? It’ll switch
up the dynamics completely.”

A slight glimmer came to
Vythe’s dark eyes and the corner of his mouth twitched with a
smile.

“Come on, you
know you want to,” Pip added.

“But who would
it be?” Vythe asked curiously, “Definitely not Argyle or Zairole, I
detest those two individuals.”

“Then it will
be Aurora or Saiross,” Legin shrugged, “I’m more partial to the
Yineth personally. But I don’t think it’ll matter.”

“Aurora would
be my pick as well,” Vythe nodded and stroked his chin in thought,
“Saiross has gotten a bit old and senile in his dotage on the
Southern Lake. How would you do it though, Legin?”

Legin turned away and
scratched his head a sheepish smile coming to his face, “Hadn’t
worked that out yet.”

Pip laughed and Vythe
shook his head.

“But we can
make it up as we go,” Legin was quick to say, “Just work on your
rules Vythe. First we create suspicion between them, play to their
fears, and then prompt them to act before the others
do.”

A smile came to Vythe
face and he nodded his head, “I doubt you will need my assistance
in this.”

“What do you
mean?” Legin was quick to ask, a confused expression coming to his
face.

“The
apprentice has become the master,” Vythe replied with a smile, “You
could play this all by yourself.”

Legin smiled and looked
to the ground, “Thanks Vythe. But still, I want your help. We want
your help, right Pip?”

“Too right,”
Pip replied with enthusiasm.

Vythe gave Legin a
curious look before smirking and shaking his head in
bemusement.

“I would be
glad to help,” Vythe replied honestly.

“Let’s get to
it then,” Legin clapped his hands happily.

“I think we
should do some planning before we begin though,” Vythe was quick to
say and began walking again.

“Of course,”
Legin agreed as he and Pip caught up to Vythe, “You are the master
after all.”

 


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter
Two

 


Year 3630,
the Fifth Age, the eighty-seventh day of Spring

 


“Legin, are
you listening to me?”

Legin looked up from the
wooden table to Vythe who looked irritated.

“Yes, of
course I was,” Legin was quick to say.

“No you were
not, you were playing with that thing in your hands,” Vythe sighed
and shook his head.

“I was
listening,” Legin replied and looked back to the table and to the
object he was fingering and spinning on the table top.

“Then what did
I say?”

“You said:
‘Legin are you listening to me,’” smiled Legin and looked back to
Vythe, but he saw no amusement on his friend’s handsome
features.

“So you were
not listening, were you?” Vythe said angrily.

“No, sorry,”
Legin replied sheepishly, “Could you say it again,
please?”

Vythe rubbed a hand
across his face and sighed, “What is that you are playing with
anyway? Some kind of acorn?”

Legin looked back to the
object in his fingers. It was about the size of an egg and similar
shape as well. It was of a dark wood and had rough grooves running
lengthways between the smooth ends.

“I think so,”
Legin shrugged, “I found it when I was a kid and it’s been a sort
of lucky charm for me ever since.”

As he finished Legin spun
the seed on the table causing it to stand up on one of its smooth
ends and spin for a few seconds before toppling over and bouncing
around.

“Come on
Vythe, tell me the plan again,” Legin implored as he put his lucky
charm into a small pouch on his belt.

“Very well,”
Vythe agreed as he stretched back in his chair.

They were sitting in an
outside dining area along the boardwalk that ran along the south
side of the South Lake. It was early morning and the gentle waters
of the man-made lake were filled with white sails as the prisoners
of the South Quarter fished.

Although this was a
prison there was still a sense of authority and even pleasantness
about the four quarters that made up the compound. The Commander of
the penitentiary, Razaless, ran the place like a business and each
quarter had to reach a monthly quota else lose some of the niceties
that made living here bearable. If it were not for the high prison
walls and the guards watching your every move the place would be a
regular township, perhaps filled with nastier individuals then
other places, but it operated just the same.

“My plan is
this,” Vythe began as he lent forward over the table, “For your
idea to create one Faction Leader for the whole compound we need to
eliminate the others, correct?”

Legin nodded, even though
it was not a question.

“If we want
Aurora in the West Quarter to become that singular Leader we will
need her to instigate the fighting,” Vythe continued, “However, she
cannot become the sole leader in one swoop. We will need to make it
that there are two main Factions in the compound first. This being
Aurora and, in my opinion, Saiross.”

“Why
Siaross?”

“It is not a
matter of choice, rather a result of eliminating the two weakest
Faction Leaders,” Vythe replied and took a drink from the cup in
front of him.

“I wouldn’t
call Argyle weak,” Legin was quick to say, “He runs a tight ship
over there in the East Quarter and any who step out of line he
punishes. Plus he is an aggressive psychopath.”

“But do you
not see? That is his weakness,” Vythe smiled deviously, “For a long
time now he has been determined to take out Saiross here in the
south. But Saiross is a smart one and knows this, so he constantly
keeps his followers ready for an attack from the east. Saiross
knows he doesn’t need to keep an eye on Aurora, for she is too
smart, nor on Zairole because he is too timid. Argyle is becoming
frustrated and will lunge at any opportunity to attack the South
Quarter. So we give him this opportunity.”

Legin lent back in his
chair and stroked his hairless chin thoughtfully, “What do you
mean?”

“It will all
start with Zairole and Aurora,” Vythe said after he took another
drink, “I will convince Zairole that Argyle means to attack him,
thus turning his attention towards the east and opening the door
for Aurora to attack.”

“But then what
is to stop someone making a move to occupy the West Quarter when
she is attacking?” Legin asked and cocked his head to the
side.

“That will be
your job, Legin,” Vythe said with a smile, “Argyle doesn’t care for
the west, so it will only be Saiross who may consider it. You need
him to do so.”

Legin screwed up his face
in confusion, “I don’t understand how that will help?”

“It will be a
bluff of course,” Vythe was quick to say as he lowered his voice.
“Such an opportunity Argyle will not pass up and if Saiross really
did attack the west you can be sure Argyle will send all his men
here to the South Quarter.”

“What is the
bluff then?”

“Saiross will
be waiting for Argyle,” Vythe smiled confidently and leaned back in
his chair.

Legin was perplexed and
scratched the back of his head.

“Have a look
around here, what do you see?” Vythe asked Legin.

Legin obliged and gazed
around the area. Across from where they were on the other side of
the lake more houses could be seen and further beyond that the
fruit and vegetable covered hill of the North Quarter. To the west
the river gushed into the compound from under the prison walls as
it snaked through South Quarter, under a bridge and into the lake
before heading off to the east under another bridge and back under
the prison walls. Many times Legin had thought about trying to
escape that way but he knew that there was a magickal barricade
under that wall which was purposely conjured to allow water to flow
through but not people.

“I see the
South Quarter,” Legin shrugged as he looked back to Vythe, “The
prison, I don’t know.”

Vythe sighed, “Where is
the Faction building, the seat of power here in the south,
situated?”

“This side of
the river,” Legin replied, not seeing the significance.

Vythe nodded and smiled
as the sudden realisation came to Legin.

“The bridges
create a natural bottleneck,” Legin exclaimed with a smile as he
understood what Vythe had been hinting at. “When Saiross makes the
bluff and Argyle attacks, he will be decimated by an ambush at
either of these bridges.”

“Exactly,”
Vythe nodded, a wide smile on his face.

Legin laughed and jumped
to his feet, “Well let’s get to it. You go talk to Zairole and
Aurora, will I talk to Saiross.”

“Alright,”
Vythe said happily as he also stood up to go, but not before
placing several copper coins upon the table for the owner of the
cafe.

“I am worried
that one of us may have to talk to Argyle as well,” Vythe remarked
as they began their way along the boardwalk.

“That’ll be
you,” Legin was quick to say, “He hates me.”

“He hates
everyone,” Vythe replied and Legin laughed.

It was still early
morning but Inüer was warm and glistened like diamonds off the lake
as the two of them walked along.

“Hey check
that out,” Legin suddenly exclaimed and pointed to the sky to the
southwest.

In the nearly clear skies
there was a jet of fire scorching through the heavens, evaporating
clouds in its wake. The fiery missile seemed to aiming at something
as Legin could see it adjust course several times. Suddenly the
missile exploded causing something to fall towards the ground
leaving behind a black and smoky tail.

“That missile
looked to come from the direction of the Gaianaus Regional
Command,” Legin said still squinting into the distance.

“Probably
shooting at a dragon,” Vythe quipped as he continued to
walk.

“Don’t be
silly Vythe,” Legin replied and Vythe let out a small laugh, “I
wonder what it was shooting at.”

“Come on
Legin, stay focused on what we need to do,” Vythe replied
seriously.

“Right,”
nodded Legin, “I’ll go talk to Saiross now. Meet you at the spot in
a couple of hours?”

“I will see
you there,” Vythe smiled back as the two of them came up the stairs
from the boardwalk and into a small cobblestone plaza where the
bridge arched off to the northern bank.

Legin waved farewell
before skipping off to the south through the narrow streets as he
whistled a tune.

* * *

Several hours later Legin
was waiting for Vythe on the Northern Hill. The designated meeting
spot was a secluded area of the second highest tier of the hill,
around to the eastern side of the plateau among a group of trees
and large boulders.

Vythe was quite late, but
that did not bother Legin and he passed the time practicing his
martial arts. As quick as lightning Legin’s fist snapped forward
and into the flat face of one of the large boulders. So precise was
his blow that millimetres from impact his arms stopped and snapped
back close to his body. The first straight right punch was followed
by a low left, then high left, low right, right hook. Legin slipped
back half a step and launched a quick side kick at the rock before
darting back in again.

He was imagining he was
in a real fight, blocking unseen attacks, feinting strikes to open
his opponents defence before seizing the opportunity and finishing
his enemy with a flurry of lightning fast blows.

Legin quickly skipped
back from the rock face and spun away, picking up a wooden staff in
the process. Staff in hand he went about fighting half a dozen
unseen enemies, sending the staff into a dazzling series of
attacks. Low then high he twisted and turned before darting away
with flips and no-handed cartwheels. As Legin went into another
cartwheel he planted the butt of the staff firmly on the ground and
pushed himself into the air to balance one handed atop the vertical
staff. Carefully Legin balanced atop the staff, his breathing
steady and his focus fixed, and for many second he stayed like
that.

Suddenly the sound of
cracking wood was heard and the staff broke apart, sending Legin to
ground. Luckily he managed to tuck in his head before he hit the
grass and take all the impact between his shoulder blades. But as
agilely as you like Legin rolled to his feet as if nothing had
happened.

The sounds of Pip
laughing in the tree broke the silence and made Legin turn and
glare at his friend.

“Quiet Pip,”
Legin snapped, “I don’t see you doing it.”

“Wouldn’t
bother trying,” Pip replied, still laughing.

“Where have
you been anyway?” Legin asked curiously, “You missed the
meeting.”

“I told you I
had some things to do,” Pip shrugged as he bit into a big red
apple.

“Yeah, what
things?”

“You remember
that whore, Lilly, over in the West Quarter brothel that Aurora
runs?” Pip began and Legin nodded. “Before we escaped I told her I
would never see her again and if I could get a
discount.”

“Did she?”
Legin asked, raising his eyebrow.

“Yeah, but
that’s not the point,” Pip dismissed the question, “I went to see
her again, thinking maybe she would be happy to see I was back and
offer another discount.”

“Did
she?”

“She tried to
kill me,” Pip replied and Legin laughed, “Said I was a liar and
that she would slit my throat as well as other
un-pleasantries.”

“That’ll teach
you,” Legin continued to laugh.

“But I didn’t
even lie,” Pip shook his head and continued to eat his
apple.

Legin chuckled to himself
and shook his head at his friend, but the sound of footsteps caught
his ears before he could say anything more and he turned to see
Vythe walk into the dell.

“I know I am
late and I apologise,” Vythe said before Legin could greet
him.

“But you will
not believe what happened,” Vythe said, a mysterious smile coming
to his face.

“You stopped
to see the new prisoner being thrown in,” Legin
shrugged.

“I saw it from
here through my spyglass,” Legin said in answer to Vythe
questioning look.

“Wait, you
watched me drag that unconscious prisoner through the dirt and to
Mercile’s house, and did not think to come and aid me?” Vythe look
incredulously at Legin.

“You needed
the exercise,” Legin smiled, “Besides I couldn’t work out why you
were doing it.”

“You saw what
he did to Haster, right?” Vythe asked seriously.

“Boy did I,”
Legin exclaimed as he hoped upon one of the boulder in front of
Vythe and squatted there. “Bam, crunch, bam, slice. No more
Haster.”

Legin mimicked the moves
in the air as he spoke, “That silver haired fellow has some decent
moves. And that sword of his was pretty impressive.”

“Not to
mention heavy,” Vythe replied.

“You stole
it?”

Vythe snickered, “You saw
what he did to Haster. I mean, Haster is thug, but he was only
teasing the Lieutenant. He always does it to the new inmates, and
would have returned the sword in the end.”

“So that was
the Lieutenant,” Legin nodded, “Saiross mentioned something about
him just before I left. Something about him killing Commander
Razaless?”

“It is true,”
Vythe nodded, “Apparently the Fog gushed out his head and broke
Razaless’s mind in an interrogation room. But focus on what I am
trying to tell you Legin, and stop playing with that bug
please.”

Legin quickly looked up
from the bug that had crawled onto his toe covered leather sandals,
which made Pip snicker.

“Shut up,
Pip,” Legin snapped as he glared over to where his friend was still
lounging in the tree branches.

“Legin,” Vythe
said exasperatedly, and drawing Legin’s eyes to his. “This
Lieutenant killed Haster for merely holding his sword.”

“Wait, so why
did you steal it then?” Legin asked with concern.

“Exactly,”
Vythe smiled deviously, “This Lieutenant person will rip apart this
prison to get it back.”

“You haven’t
brought the sword here have you?” Legin interrupted and looked
behind Vythe.

“I sold it to
Zairole,” Vythe waved away the question, “But think, Legin, what
will happen when this Lieutenant begins terrorising the compound to
get his sword back?”

“The guards
will intervene I guess,” Legin shrugged.

“Exactly”
nodded Vythe, “With full riot gear, if we are lucky.”

Legin’s face brightened
and he began to nod his head, “I see where you are going with this.
They come in, we single some out, take their gear and walk out the
front doors of the prison.”

“If all goes
well,” Vythe nodded triumphantly.

“But how do
you even know this Lieutenant guy will even cause that much chaos?”
Legin slowly shook his head.

“Because I
will push him in the right direction,” Vythe smiled, “And even if
he does get his sword back before the guards intervene. I will bet
that Argyle will want that Lieutenant’s sword for his own as some
kind of status symbol, you know what the man is like. Legin, can
you imagine the chaos that will result from me simply taking the
Lieutenant’s sword and selling it to Zairole?”

A smile came to Legin’s
young face and he nodded his head. But that smile suddenly vanished
as he realised something.

“But this
means all my work on Saiross and the bluff with Argyle was
pointless,” Legin said and sighed, “Never mind, I guess this is a
better plan.”

Legin rocked backwards on
his rock and nearly fell over. But before he started to fall Legin
sprung into a back flip and landed on his feet.

“Hey Vythe,”
Legin said suddenly, “What do we do about Fairris though? No doubt
she will track us down again once we escape.”

“Hopefully she
will be one of the ones we single out to take the riot gear once it
all begins,” Vythe smiled darkly.

“What? You
would. . .”

“Of course I
would not kill her,” Vythe was quick to cut in, “But we may have to
break a leg so she is incapacitated whilst we flee through the
mountains. The prison medical staff will have her fixed up soon
enough, but I hope the head start we will get from the confusion of
the rioting will be enough.”

“Think
positive Vythe,” Legin smiled, “It will be.”

Vythe smiled and nodded,
“I should get back to Mercile and this Lieutenant person. But you
stay close by and I will let you know when it will be ready to
proceed with our plans.”

“All good,”
Legin smiled, “I’ll keep an eye on you.”

As he spoke Legin pulled
out his small spyglass from one of his belted pouched and flipped
in the air.

“Right,” Vythe
smiled, “I best be off. I think I shall take the short cut, I have
already lost a good deal of time dragging that heavy sword up to
Zairole’s abode.”

With a wave Vythe moved
past Legin and to the cliff that over looked the dusty area where
the entrance to the barracks was located. Vythe moved into a jog
and hopped from edge of the cliff and along hundreds of cleverly
cut foot holds into the cliff face which led to the ground many
metres below.

Legin let out a deep
breath and sat down cross-legged at the edge of the cliff.
Extending his spyglass Legin could see Vythe clearly as the man
made his way through the tin houses in the area.

“Reckon’ the
plan will work?” Pip asked seriously as he sat down next to
Legin.

“Who can say,”
Legin shrugged as he lowered his spy glass. “I don’t like the sound
of this Lieutenant guy though. He sounds angry.”

Snapping his telescope
shut Legin jumped to his feet and moved away from the cliffs edge.
Stretching his hands above his head he let out a long yawn and
rubbed a hand across his face. Hopping up onto one of the large
rocks Legin jumped into the closest apple tree and clambered about
the branches until he found a comfortable spot where he lounged
back and grabbed one of the ripe apples.

“Look what we
have here,” Pip remarked with a laugh, “A monkey in a
tree.”

“Shut up Pip,”
Legin snapped back, though he was not angry.

“Aren’t you
going to shadow Vythe?” Pip asked as he sat down with his back
against one of the boulders.

Legin took a big bite of
his apple and thought for a few seconds before shaking his
head.

“He’ll be
fine,” replied Legin, “He’ll let me know when things are starting
to move along, and even if he doesn’t I’m sure I’ll notice when
everyone starts attacking this Lieutenant guy. I think I’ll get
some sleep actually.”

Legin tossed his apple
core to the ground before making himself more comfortable along a
thick branch, his tail coiling around it to make sure he did not
fall out.

Pip let out a small
laugh, “Whatever, I’m going to head off and do some
things.”

“Don’t flirt
with any more whores, Pip,” Legin quipped, his eyes closed, “It’s
bad for your health, especially when they try to kill
you.”

“Yeah, yeah,”
Pip dismissed him, “I’ll chat to you later.”

“Bye,” Legin
mumbled as he was already starting to fall asleep.

 


 


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter
Three

 


 


Year 3603,
the Fifth Age, the fifteenth day of Summer

I confess I
find myself disappointed. Of all the places I thought that the
legendary Aierthian could give me answers to the question I have.
But alas, there is naught to find here. Not within the huge
libraries, nor the knowledge of other Magi many hundreds of years
older than myself. Surely there must be some text with some
comprehensive understanding of the Yineth. For I must know: are
they a result of some Magi experiment, or not? Were they created by
mixing the essence of humans with rabbits? Or are they just some
freak of nature?

I find myself
extremely depressed with what I have found here, or more to point
what I have not found. I must not give in, I will not give up. But
I think it is now time I take a more practical approach to my
research.

-My Blessed Life by Magi Siggr Stinfry

 


 


Year 3630,
the Fifth Age, the eighty-seventh day of Spring

 


It was mid-afternoon but
already the streets of Pentra were cast in a deep shadow. This was
due to the fact that the southern city of Essinendeür was situated
in an immense gorge which looked out onto the still water of the
Gornl Sea. Pentra was the most modern city in all the six realms
that made up Essinendeür, for it was only built after the seventh
realm, Gornl, was destroyed by a cataclysmic tornado of Fog which
tore apart the very earth and left behind the Scar of Gornl and the
now called Gornl Sea.

“Down along
the beach to the left of the docks is where you will find it,
Master Varrintine,” a guard wearing the uniform of Pentra called
out as Vhindr Varrintine passed by.

“Thank you,”
Vhindr nodded as he kept going.

Vhindr was walking
through the narrow streets that ran chaotically through the masses
of building which sat in the crevasse of the Pentra Gorge. It was
not an overly clean part of town and predominately where most of
the poorer families lived. The houses were stacked on top of each
other on both side of the cobblestone road. Reaching high and
seeming as if they would topple over. Ropes were strung between
building designed to hang out the washing, but were also used for
thieves to run across the roof tops. But there was not much of
value in this part of town, the real wealth was situated upon the
great arch that reached across the top of the gorge many hundreds
of feet above Vhindr’s head. The wealthy lived up there like kings,
looking down up the slums while they sipped their expensive wines
and lounged in the padded hammocks as they enjoyed the views across
the Gornl Sea and soaked up the warm rays of Inüer.

Up there upon the Pentrin
Arch was also where the seat of the High Commission, the military
body which tried to keep peace between the six realms and their
rulers. But those with a more cynical mind set, like Vhindr,
guessed that the High Commission and its Regional Commanders were
more inclined to breaking up the peace than advocating
it.

Vhindr ran a many ringed
hand through his raven black hair and dismissed his thoughts on the
High Commission, for he had more pressing things to think
about.

The smell of salt hung
heavily in the air as Vhindr came upon the docks and the many
wooden wharfs that stretched out into the still waters of the Gornl
Sea. On the horizon many jagged and tall islands littered the
water, reminding all who looked upon them of the land that once sat
here. Inüer shimmered off of the turquoise blue water and made the
Fog that drifted below the surface glow strangely.

As the guard had said
Vhindr followed the jetties to the east as they ran along the
waterfront before coming to an end where the stony beach swept
around the large bay. The stones crunched under Vhindr’s leather
shoes and a sense of trepidation came upon him as he spotted the
cluster of guards down the beach. He knew what to expect, but he
never really got used to it.

“Magi beat you
here Master Varrintine,” one guard remarked as Vhindr came upon the
group.

A sense of annoyance
flicked within him as the guards parted and he saw the Magi
kneeling beside the body of a dead woman.

“I do hope you
have not tampered with the body,” Vhindr remarked a bit
harshly.

The Magi looked up from
examining the dead woman a look of surprise showing in his eyes
behind his round glasses.

“Of course
not,” the Magi snapped, “I am a professional.”

“Who are you
anyway?” Vhindr asked curiously as he walked around to the other
side of the corpse.

“I,” the Magi
proclaimed as he stood up and pushed his shoulders back, “Am Magi
Siggr Stinfry. No doubt you have read my work. I was asked to come
here by the Captain of the guard, if you want to know.”

Vhindr nodded
disinterestedly as he looked down upon the young woman who was
staring blankly up into the afternoon sky.

“And who might
you be?” asked the Magi.

“Vhindr
Varrintine,” replied Vhindr without looking at the Magi.

The Magi let out a small
laugh, “The much inflated fame you received for solving those
gruesome murders in Crydon hardly gives you any kind of authority
her, my boy.”

“I guess not,”
Vhindr shrugged and look at Magi Stinfry in the eye, “But the High
Commission does.”

The Magi smiled slightly,
“Very well. Perhaps we can work together?”

“No,” Vhindr was quick to reply, “So if you would please leave, and
hope that I do not discover that you have contaminated the crime
scene.”

Magi Stinfry glared at
Vhindr, a slight sneer coming to his face.

“As you wish,”
the Magi said through clenched teeth and collected his equipment
from beside the corpse. “But I urge you to reconsider, for I am not
an enemy you want.”

“Thank you
Magi, you may leave now,” Vhindr replied simply and knelt down
beside the dead woman.

Vhindr heard the Magi
curse loudly before pushing his way through the guards and back
towards the city. But he did not care for the man, nor his idle
threats, his focus was on the poor woman who met such an untimely
end.

“Vhindr
Varrintine, I am Captain Arell Starak. Pleased to make your
acquaintance,” came a voice which caused Vhindr to look up from the
body.

“You are the
Captain of the guard?” Vhindr asked with a slight sense of surprise
as he looked upon the woman.

“Yes, do you
have a problem with that?” Arell asked back.

Vhindr narrowed his dark
eyes slightly at the woman. She seemed so young to be in a position
of authority, Vhindr was thirty and Arell seemed at least several
years younger than himself. She also wore finely made travelling
gear, rather than the typical chain mail armour of a city guard.
And her surname, Starak, showed that she was somehow related to the
chairman of the High Commission.

“My problem,”
Vhindr replied after a few seconds, “Is with you asking Magi
Stinfry to examine the body.”

“I didn’t,”
Arell was quick to cut in, “He came here shouting threats and
demanding to see the body. What could I have done? He is an
influential man in this city.”

“You could
have said no,” Vhindr replied as he went back to looking at the
body.

“What damage
could he have done anyway,” the Captain replied angrily, “He is
well known for his studies into medicine and biology.”

“I know who he
is, and the research he has published,” Vhindr said dismissively as
he gently moved the dead woman’s head to the side.

“Then what was
the problem?” Arell asked in exasperation.

Vhindr glanced up at the
Captain and looked hard into her brown eyes, “The problem is right
here,” he indicated to the corpse, “This woman’s body is riddled
with the incisions and marks where Magi Stinfry has taken samples
and made magickal examinations, some I know but others I do not.
Such examinations cannot be made twice, so all I can really
ascertain now is that this woman was in her mid-twenties, of a poor
economic background, she had recently given birth, and was chained
up before she was likely drowned.”

Captain Arell looked
surprised, “How did you work all that out?”

Vhindr sighed slightly,
“Her age is obvious, her clothes show her to be poor, and the
bruising on her wrists are clear indications or her being chained
up.”

“And recently
giving birth?”

“Look here,”
Vhindr explained and lifted up the dead woman’s shirt, “See these
marking and small incisions. Your Magi caused these when he was
examining her, such examinations that cause this are only used to
ascertain that she had given birth recently.”

“So how do you
know if she actually had or not without doing the tests
yourself?”

“The swelling
of her breast for feeding the child,” Vhindr pointed, “This blouse
of hers seems too small for her size. So I came to the only
reasonable conclusion.”

Captain Arell shook her
head in bewilderment, “He said you were good at this.”

“Who said
that?” Vhindr was quick to ask, “Your grandfather, Chairman Edin
Starak of the High Commission?”

Arell narrowed her eyes
at him, “You think I got this positon as Captain because of who my
grandfather is, don’t you?”

Vhindr smiled slightly,
“I was not certain of who you grandfather was before
now.”

Arell glared at Vhindr as
she flicked her platted ponytail back behind her should and crossed
her arms in front of her chest.

Vhindr returned the glare
with a bemused look of his own.

“Captain.
Master Varrintine,” A call came from one of the guards down the
beach a ways and broke the tension.

“What is it
Mytre? Another body?” Captain Arell asked with concern as she and
Vhindr moved towards the guard.

“You gotta
come see this,” the guard said between laboured breathes as he
jogged up to them, “It’s like nothing we ever seen.”

“Lead the
way,” Vhindr motioned to the guard who nodded and began walking
back along the beach, still labouring for breath.

Vhindr followed behind
Arell and the guard as they walked away from the crime scene and
the several guards who were watching the area. It was about half an
hour later, and on the other side of the bay where a narrow spur of
land reached out into the sea, by the time the guard stopped where
two other guards were waiting.

“Well?” Vhindr
asked when they stopped.

“Up ahead
Master Varrintine,” one of the guards pointed to end of the
beach.

“Are you not
going to show the way?” Vhindr asked curiously.

“I don’t wanna
see it again, nearly threw up the last time,” the guard was quick
to reply and Vhindr could see that the other guards felt the
same.

Curiously Vhindr turned
from the guards and continued along the stony beach, with Arell
close behind him. Tall cliffs stood to Vhindr’s left and at the
very end of the land spur the beach became filled with large
boulders covered in barnacles. It was among the first of these
rocks that he spotted what the guards were talking
about.

“What in the
Abyss is that?” Captain Arell balked as they stopped before the
grotesque sight. “Some kind of sea monster?”

Vhindr shook his head and
rolled the mutilated corpse over, “Its humanoid. And it seems to be
lunge breathing.”

“Some kind of
mutant than?” Arell questioned, “Or a sailor who fell over board
from a ship and was half eaten by some beast?”

Vhindr shrugged and
looked further along the beach and between the jagged rocks. A
thought suddenly occurred to him and he stood up from the body and
made his way through the rocks and around the other side of the
head land.

“Where are you
going?” the Captain asked as she followed, but he did not
reply.

As the bay disappeared
behind the cliff and the Gornl Sea opened up before him, Vhindr
spotted his fears lying among the rocks.

“Another
body,” Vhindr remarked as he and Arell climbed their way to where
it lied, “Female as well. Though very decomposed and half eaten.
And look, there is another one, just as old.”

“By The Five,”
Arell gasped, “Vhindr I can see old bones amid these rocks. May The
Five have mercy.”

“The Gods have
no say here,” Vhindr remarked dryly, “It seems that bodies of women
have been washing up here for many years and it was only the luck
of the undercurrents that brought the most recent one into the
bay.”

“Luck?” Arell
balked, a worried expression upon her face.

“Yes,” Vhindr
nodded and turned his gaze to the Captain, “For I will now find and
prosecute this murderer and see that they are executed.”

Arell firmed her jaw and
nodded, “I will help.”

But Vhindr shook his
head, “I work alone.”

“I want to
help,” Captain Arell insisted, “I know you don’t think much of me
and that I got this job because of my family’s influence. But I
want to help. I want to make Pentra a better place to live in for
all. Plus I have the resources to make your investigations easier.
Please.”

Vhindr studied the
Captain for a few seconds before he sighed and nodded, “Alright.
There is nothing more we can do here so let us head back before it
gets dark.”

Arell smiled and nodded
and the two of them climbed their way back through the maze of
rugged boulders. Vhindr stopped at the mutilated body one more
time, curiously examining the strange features and twisted of the
man. But as Inüer drifted closer to the western horizon, he decided
to leave and follow the guards and Arell back to the main crime
scene. The young woman’s body was collected and taken to perform a
full analysis, though Vhindr knew there would not be much to find
and headed into the city to ponder what he had seen.

* * *

He was dead. But he was
not scared, nor worried. He felt peaceful as he drifted in the
blackness rippled with Fog. At least, he thought he was dead. How
could he be certain? But if he was thinking, he could not be dead,
so than what was he? Was there a state of consciousness after
death? No, that was foolish thinking. Death is an absolute. There
is no such thing as something after death. Then, in that case what
was he? He must be alive.

He was alive. His mind
was working and his heart beating. His lunges cried for air and
grasped greedily the breath that came. Tears ran from his eye as he
cried, screamed in fact, he was alive.

But what did that
mean?

The clash of thunder
forced Legin’s eyes to open and he jumped awake. So much so that he
slipped from the tree branch he was sleeping on and would have
tumbled to the ground if his tail were not still coiled around the
branch. Swinging upside down Legin scratched his head and yawned as
he pondered the strange dream he just had. But as he rubbed the
sleep out of his eye the dream seemed to slip away and he was
simply left with a feeling of confusion.

Distant thunder roared in
the skies again as a massive front of dark clouds snuffed out the
morning light of Inüer. The rain began to fall then and the wind
picked up forcing the deluge down harder and heavier.

Legin dropped from the
branch he was swinging on and landed on his toes before ducking
around the other side of the tree trunk to try and find some cover
from the intense rain.

“How long was
I asleep?” Legin wondered aloud as he yawned again and grabbed a
low hanging apple for his breakfast.

Just then Pip came
running through the brush using his hands to try and shield against
the pelting rain.

“You slept a
while,” Pip said loudly as he came up to Legin, “It’s the next day
already.”

Legin shrugged as he
tossed away the apple core.

“What’s been
happening?” Legin asked as he wiped his mouth with the back of his
hand.

“It started
raining,” Pip replied dryly, “We should find some more adequate
shelter, don’t you think?”

“It’s only
rain,” Legin laughed as he held his head back and closed his eyes,
letting the driving rain splash against his face and
body.

Suddenly a fork of
lightning shot out of the dark clouds and struck the prison wall to
the south, sending veins of electricity through the glassy
walls.

“And
lightning,” Pip shook his head and tired harder to hide behind the
tree trunk.

Legin laughed and shook
his head at his friend.

“Hey, what’s
that?” Legin suddenly exclaimed and pointed to the east and the
doors to the guard’s barracks.

Through the haze of rain
and the dark of the storm a line of bright torches could be seen
moving up to the gates. Minutes passed and more prisoners turned up
and started banging on the prison doors.

“Have Vythe’s
plans begun already?” Pip asked with concern as he came from behind
the tree.

“Maybe,” Legin
mumbled as he continued to watch the prisoner’s crowded in front of
the gates, “But it seems too soon. And where is Vythe?”

“He could be
down there,” Pip said suddenly, “Come on we should be
too.”

Pip grabbed at Legin’s
arm as he started towards the cliff side short cut. Legin hesitated
before following after Pip, something did not feel right about this
but he could not figure it out.

Pip started down the
stony steps, agilely not slipping on the wet stones and making good
speed despite the weather. Like Vythe, Pip was of Men, but still
had remarkable skill and foot work regardless of that fact. Such
dexterity was predominately seen amongst the Elder Races, in the
likes of Snow Elves, Wood Elves and Blood Elves, even the Yineth
and Halflings were considered naturally dextrous and agile.
Dwarves, being short and stocky were of course the exception that
proves the rule. Legin, being neither human or of the Elder Races,
as far as he knew, also possessed none of the traits from any of
the races. But Legin was arguably more nimble and swift than the
fittest Wood Elf.

Legin was close behind
Pip as they reached the ground and cut a quick path through the tin
houses which were being battered and destroyed by the fierce storm.
Soon they came upon the mass of prisoners who were shouting and
waving burning torches as others bagged repeatedly upon the doors
to the barracks.

It seemed strange to
Legin as he filtered through the masses, there was no order to this
riot, no uniform call coming from the prisoners. It seemed as if
they had just simply decided to group here and bang on the doors.
It seemed to him also that many of the inmates were wondering the
same thing, and some had even started to leave.

“Borris,
what’s going on?” Legin called as he came upon one prisoner he knew
well enough.

“Who knows,”
Borris called back, shouting to be heard above the storm, “Aurora
told me to gather up everyone and make a showing at the
barracks.”

“So it is a
riot?” Legin nodded, but he was not convinced.

“S’pose you
could say that,” the man replied, “Aurora gave us no direction
though.”

Legin scratched his chin
in confusion.

“You seen
Vythe around?” Legin asked after a few seconds.

“Nope,” Borris
shook his head before quickly moving to stop some of the prisoners
from leaving the lacklustre riot.

“What’s going
on, Legin?” Pip asked with concern.

“I don’t
know,” Legin shook his head.

His concerns continued to
plague Legin as he and Pip remained around the outside of the
crowed of prisoners. Both of them waiting and watching to see what
would happen. But as the rain died down to a steady shower and the
storm moved off towards the East, the guards had not come out to
quiet things down and nor had Vythe shown up.

Legin shook the rain from
his hair and sighed as the mass of prisoners slowly began to break
apart and head off to do their own things.

“Borris,”
Legin called and moved to catch up with the other prisoner, “That
was useless, you lot heading back to the West now?”

“North,”
Borris replied gruffly, “Aurora took it last night. What were you
doing? Sleeping?”

“I was
actually,” Legin laughed, “Why did she do that?”

Borris shrugged, “Vythe
showed up with that Lieutenant fellow and told her to attack
Zairole, so she did. You and Vythe always have good information,
best to act on it. So why don’t you know about this already? You
and Vythe break up?”

“Don’t be
silly,” Legin was quick to reply, “It’s just I didn’t expect it to
happen so soon.”

“Whatever,”
Borris scoffed and shook his head before moving off with his
mates.

Legin and Pip trailed
behind as they left the tin houses behind and made their way along
narrow and now muddy roads that ran along the foot hills of the
Northern Hill southwards, before turning back towards the north.
The many plateaus of the Northern Hill passed by slowly as Legin
was lost in thought and tried to understand what was
happening.

He had still not come to
any realisation when they came to the top of the hill and to the
cliff top that offered an amazing view of the whole prison
compound. The rain was still falling as Legin made his way to the
Faction building which stood in the middle of the plateau and where
he hoped he would find Vythe. But as he entered he did not spot the
white sleeves and black and gold vest of his friend. Instead he
only saw Aurora sitting in a cushioned chair at the end of the hall
awaiting the arrival of her bodyguard, Borris.

“How did
things go?” Aurora asked curiously as Borris stopped before the
Faction Leader.

“How were they
meant to go?” Borris replied gruffly, “Plenty of prisoners showed
up, but nothing happened. Was that what was meant to
happen?”

Aurora shrugged, “If it
occupied the prison authority’s attention, then yes.”

“What is going
on?” Legin interrupted, his quite concerns overflowing.

“Legin,”
Aurora looked slightly surprised as she noticed him at the back of
the group of prisoners. “I expected you would be with
Vythe.”

“And where is
Vythe?” asked Legin slowly as he moved to the front of the
group.

“I think this
will explain everything,” Aurora said as she picked up a letter
that sat beside her and handed to Legin, “Vythe asked me to give
this to you if I ever saw you again.”

Slowly Legin took the
letter from Aurora and broke the wax seal before unfolding
it.

 


My dear
friend,

If you are
reading this then it fills me with great regret. By now I will be
free of this prison, or dead, hopefully the former. This new
prisoner, The Lieutenant, or Lieut as he is calling himself, is a
headstrong and arrogant man but just so happens to have a means of
escape. A means with a limited window for me to join. I desperately
tried to get word to you but events sped up and moved out of my
control. I have been in this prison for ten years and had to take
this opportunity. And I trust you would have done the same if our
places were reversed.

You are
strong Legin, and you will find your owns means of escape. I hope I
will see you again someday soon, you and your Pip.

Your always
friend,

 


Vythe
Varrintine.

 


Legin could not believe
the words he was reading and in a daze turned from Aurora and began
a slow walk out from the hall. He heard the Yineth call out to him,
but it did not register as he fought back the tears welling within
him. Outside the rain greeted and masked the wetness that had
already appeared on his cheeks. Without thinking where he was
heading he continued to walk with Pip behind him in a similar daze
having read the letter over Legin’s shoulder.

The next thing Legin
realised is that he was squatting at the edge of the cliff in his
private spot on the Northern Hill. The rain had stopped and Inüer
was poking His face through the clouds warming up the afternoon and
drying up the rain that had fallen. Blankly his blue eyes, flecked
with pink, gold and green shards, gazed at the tin sheds below his
positon. Most of the sheds had been knocked over by the fierce
storm, but already the owners were rebuilding.

“Damn Vythe,”
Pip said bitterly as he sat a few metres behind Legin with his back
to a tree. “I
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