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Chapter 1: On Location
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“Call to Service” is a jingoistic, naïve little piece that decides that because we went to war in Werifestria, we were justified in killing off the numerous indigenous Hesperian tribes and letting the survivors live in poverty. The same rhetoric we used against the Alsael now applied to the centaur tribes with nowhere close to the technology that even the so-called heroes of the film use against them in fight scenes hollower than the characters. Shallow and empty, not worth the ticket price.

-Andrew Neff, the Empire Cityscape



Jade had no idea where she was going, only that she wasn’t going there in a hurry. That’s because she knew where she didn’t want to go back to that asylum else she have her brains scrambled. That didn’t mean she was staying on the road or even knew where she was, stood in the middle of a desert and stumbling around in the sun, sick to her stomach as she was certain Karak, dragon god of the sun, was trying to kill her.

How do you like that for gratefulness? Then again, the gods hadn’t seemed grateful for what Jade had done for them. She played her part in their machinations, leaving destruction in her wake, and she was about as close to home as she was to getting out of this desert. I can say, as a god myself, that we have reasons we don’t help her, but frankly, it’ll take a while to explain, and I don’t want to waste your time while Jade is in danger.

And not in immediate danger like a gun to the head, but the slow agony of dying in the desert. Her mouth was dry, her skin was burning, her stomach felt like it was going to burrow a hole out and she held it like that was going to help. She didn’t recall if those were to the symptoms of heatstroke, only that she was hot and ready to faint if she so much as saw a beast, but fortunately, not a snake nor desert mouse could be seen.

Though something could be felt. The longer she walked, the longer something building up in the ground. Every step felt like the dirt was trying to throw her off it more and more, like Yerkat, god of the earth, was getting revenge for her destroying his cult. While a possibility she considered, she had a feeling her approved of it, so the ground’s shakiness needed its own explanation.

It was then that, through the mirage of heat, Jade saw something on the plains. Slowly but surely, it looked to be something large, a group with feathers on their heads. The answers didn’t come immediately to Jade as to what this would be, the heat having dazed her greatly, but the closer they got, the more the ground shook, and the clearer the lower half of their bodies became evident.

Centaurs. A lot of centaurs. And they were riding towards her.

Jade immediately looked for somewhere, anywhere to hide. She found a nook in the dirt, likely an old fox den, and hid in it, despite how small it was. Despite stereotypes, being an elf didn’t help Jade fit, being a fairly average height for a Hesperian human, which she understood was a little tall for an elf, but it was hardly the time for those details with hooves thundered across the ground.

And they thundered over her like Vordi and his riders, causing a storm on the ground rather than in the sky. Jade held the ground tight, despite dirt getting into her fingernails, a small price to pay for a sense of safety. As the cavalry charge went on, she heard a sound that shouldn’t have been there: a car engine in use. She wasn’t sure if she was making that noise up in her head or if it was something else but ask her again after a sandwich and a gallon of water.

Once they passed, she stuck her head out of her fox den and looked around. The feeling of thundering hooves had abated, but not by much, and in fact, it was growing again. So, there was less shock and more terror as she saw more thundering hooves her way, these one’s made by horses ridden by men in the uniform of the Hesperian army circa the Mainland War, her great-grandfathers’ war.

She ducked her head back in, and she heard that sound of an engine again, but this time she saw proof of her madness as a tire stuck into the fox den. It came less than an inch to her face, spinning on an axle and against nothing but air. She stared at it, thinking it wouldn’t take the barest jostling for it to come loose and spin against her face, and while it could go down further, she was already cramped in ground.

“Son of a bitch!” she heard a man’s voice curse. “Told you that gopher hole would be a problem!”

“That’s not a gopher hole, half-wit,” another man’s voice retorted.

“Am I paying you to be smart?” the first voice scoffed. “Get the Uilleam out of the ground before the horses get too far!”

An Uilleam? Well, Jade knew that it would be easier to pull out than a regular; it was a utility truck used by the far more modern Hesperian army, a reliable piece of machinery. Confusing that it would end up here, but there were plenty of confusing aspects of this that she wasn’t about to question either way. Though there was one particularly concerning aspect: she was about to be found by people again, and one could argue that it doesn’t go very well for her.

When the truck was lifted up and set down, that’s when Jade got a good look at her rescuers. There was a dwarf and three humans, all men, and they looked down at her with shock the second they saw her. Jade looked upon them with fear, unsure of what they would do.

“Get her out of there!” the dwarf ordered, his words indicating ownership of the first voice.

Without need of anything else, the three men pulled Jade out of the hole, much to her displeasure, having felt like fried chicken after walking through the desert and rendered uncomfortable in the hands of someone else. However, was she going to argue? No, not while civilization was this close, some kind of safety. She was going to suck it up and take it because a bath was right around the corner.

“Get her on the Uilleam,” the dwarf ordered. “C’mon. I’m Regin Rathsvith. That’s Tagon, Tres and Jayden.” He gestured to the humans broadly. “What’s your name?”

Jade was carefully lifted onto the back of the truck. “J-Jade. Jade Booker.”

Before she could ask what they were doing out here, she noticed what she was next to. On a sturdy looking apparatus was mounted a movie camera, and it was then she realized that these were filmmakers. Now, she was fairly certain those were Brookfield, out on the other side of the mainland, far from the island she last knew she was on, and they had deserts out there too. How did she end up here? Not a question readily answered, and she wouldn’t ask it while she was just settling in.

The men got into the truck soon enough, Regin taking the front passenger seat. “Haul it!” he ordered, regaining his commanding tone. “We need to catch up with them!”

Immediately, the truck sped up and started gunning it for the cavalry. One of the men, Tagon, Jade thought, took hold of the camera and aimed it steadily behind the rapidly approaching horses. Jade held her pointed ears as the sound of thundering house, gunfire and battle cries echoed through the air. She wanted to scream with all these stimuli, but she held it in and lay back into the hot metal flat of the truck, staring up at the camera.

“Off your fucking horse, James!” Regin ordered, and one of the humans on horseback fell off, tumbling onto the ground. “Raven Wing!” And so, the centaur fell as well.

It went on like that for a while until the car stopped, and Jade felt bad for a different reason. When once it was a lack of anything going on but heat and walking, it was suddenly too much. She felt like a raw, rotted steak left out in the mud that not even the pigs would eat. Naturally, she threw up on the side of the truck and stumbled onto the ground, unable to get away from the excess.

“Hey, are you alright?” one of the men on the truck, Jayden, Jade thought, asked and he came to her side.

Jade shook her head. “Get her some water,” Regin ordered as he stepped out of the truck.

Jayden pulled out a canteen from the back and handed it over, allowing the poor elf to drink up. It was practically mana in her hands, but it went down hard. She almost gagged, and she wondered if she was too far gone to save. She poured some of the water on her face just to get the dusty feeling off and to wake up, which helped a little. She rubbed the water into her eyes, and she looked up with bloodshot eyes at the men in shock at her state.

“Yerkat’s blood,” Regin cursed. “How long have you been out here?”

Jade shook her head dismissively. “Just today and last night,” she told him.

“That’s too long,” he retorted, taking a hand to check her temperature. “Tegan, get her back to camp. Ms. Booker, I’m sorry about putting you through this; we really didn’t have the time to stop until now. I’ll see about making it up to you.”

Jade nodded stiffly and was put in the passenger seat next to the driver, who wasn’t who she thought was Tegan, but it was a guess, so she was only mildly embarrassed. The remaining two, most certainly Tres and Jayden, dismounted the camera and apparatus, and as soon as that was down, the truck started up and started driving back to where it came from. All the while, Jade tried to keep it together.

She held herself through the drive, hardly as fast as it had been, but still as lumpy and bumpy. Not the best on an upset stomach. She was as certain as stone that this wasn’t some desert illness; she’d been sick before she ended up here, but it had waned certainly. Hopefully. Let’s just say that however she ended up in that asylum, to be stuck with the same cold, well, it embarrassed her.

Though unsteady, the drive back to the filmmakers’ camp was successful, and she was surrounded by numerous tents, including a nurse’s station. The red hands of Marminy never looked more inviting, and she was tempted to walk over herself, but she was certain she couldn’t rightfully walk on her own. Tegan helped her with that, getting her out of the truck and guided her there.

Within were sparse trappings, very little medicine or equipment. At least there was a few cots, and one was occupied by a man with one of his shoes replaced by a bandage. He looked sickly, but the nurse didn’t, wearing a white coat and a skirt with heels that seemed less than ideal for the desert. However, she walked to the entrance of the tent with grace, adjusting her mousy glasses to help her aging eyes see.

“Well, I think I heard you were coming,” she remarked, her voice somewhere between an aunt’s and a sister’s. “C’mon, lay down.”

Jade had to process that statement as she was laid on one of the free cots. She was expected? She heard nor saw a radio in anyone’s hands, if such a device could be made available to such an endeavor as this. Exactly how she was expected by the nurse wasn’t exactly coming to her, ideas having no environment in her head to grow while the heat and sleep deprivation slowly salted the once fertile grounds of her mind.

The nurse knelt down next to her, her eyes giving Jade a once-over. “I’m Ana Kassouni,” she introduced herself, tucking back a surprisingly graying strand of brown hair. “And you are?”

“Jade Booker,” she replied with a hoarse throat, despite having some water.

“Well, that makes sense,” Nurse Ana remarked idly, lifting her patient’s legs one at a time. “With that accent, you’re Eastern Continental, and you’re an elf, so an elf on that side of the mainland would need to change your surname at some point, probably the First Great War. You would’ve been a child, and your parents would’ve had to handle that. Do you want me to shut up?”

Jade blinked in surprise. “Y-you’re good at that,” she stuttered. “J-just an avid reader?”

Nurse Ana smirked. “You have to have some deductive reasoning as a doctor,” she explained. “I’m told I’m like Sherlock Holmes, but I don’t think I’m such a fictional place as London, now am I?”

You’re screaming, I know it.

“W-well, you don’t seem to have a Celeski accent, so I can’t say,” Jade conceded, everyone knowing that Sherlock Holmes has a Celeski accent. Put down the gun.

“Of course,” Nurse Ana nodded and finished looking over Jade. “Well, I can say you have a few things. I can fix them. Gillet! Get some sandwiches and some water!”

“Okay!” a voice called back.

The temporary bossiness Nurse Ana exhibited melted way to kindly again. “You haven’t had a decent meal in a minute; you have signs of dehydration, and seem a bit leaner than I’d like,” she noted before holding Jade’s chest. “Breathe deeply.”

Despite her blushing, Jade breathed in and coughed out of her control. “S-sorry.”

“It’s fine, it’s fine,” the nurse assured her. “Now, try again.”

And so, she did, but far easier and far deeper than she guessed she could in her state. “T-that’s better,” she admitted.

“Well, it’d better be,” Nurse Ana remarked. “It’s magic; if it wasn’t reliable, I’d never subject my patients to it.”

Jade blinked. She knew magic was real; hells, she used it on more than one occasion, but she didn’t expect to have it used so casually, so brazenly. An open wizard wasn’t something she was used to, the stuff of stories, that was. Well, whether or not she knew it, she was in one, and almost anything can happen in a story. The only thing that can’t happen is something that breaks the medium it’s being told in, which can vary.

“S-so, you’re a wizarde?” Jade asked warily.

“Yes,” Nurse Ana admitted, “and you need to get that stutter checked out. You’re not usually this nervous, are you? No, you’re usually a wild woman; the repeated busts to your leg are a dead giveaway that you live an exciting life, if your haircut didn’t give you away first.”

Jade fiddled nervously at her matted, shaggy brown hair, cut short by her own hand. She’d grown it out recently, unable to get a haircut, and she’d found herself uncomfortable with the results. There was a certain length she was uncomfortable with, be it too long or too short, and she hadn’t seen herself in the mirror, but she felt her hair was back at that sweet spot, though a bit worse than she usually took care of it.

“T-thanks,” Jade replied. “I guess you nailed me as a tomboy.”

“Well, you can be,” Nurse Ana remarked.

Finally, a nervous elf came in with a plate of sandwiches and a tall glass of water, though his disposition improved when he saw Jade. “Oh, how’s the pot of soup?” he greeted in that infernal elf cant that I find detestable.

“Someone put in too much salt,” Jade shrugged. “On the headstone?”

“Oh, Olie,” he replied. “And you?”

“Jade. How’s













d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
A Dll/é‘éla},pumk ADVENTURE

{ BY UK. SARKIS





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





