
Chapter One 

 

 Freed him, Trian had not. After a two day journey in a horse drawn carriage, 

escorted by three members of the Monrovian Royal Elite, Matone arrived at the edge of 

the Tarkania Forest. 

 “Dismount, prisoner!” One of the Elite commanded in a frightening voice. He 

exited the carriage with a haste that demonstrated his fear. 

 The two other Elite grabbed him by the arms and led him forward, toward the 

forest. They stopped at the edge of a ditch, near the trail that wound to the forest’s cusp. 

They released Matone and he stumbled forward a bit before turning around. Only two of 

the escorts were with him, the third stood near the carriage smoking something. 

 “Go on punk, you’re free now.” They laughed together and looked into the forest, 

“as long as you like the woods.” They laughed again and one of the men turned toward 

the carriage, leaving one Elite with Matone. 

 As soon as the other guard was out of earshot he turned to Matone and said, 

“Look, guy, I don’t like doing this but it’s my job. If you come back to this spot 

sometime after midnight I will have left a little care package for you. Some weapons and 

supplies and such.” 

 Matone was about to speak when the Elite held up his hand. “I know it’s not 

much,” he said. “But I’ll do the best I can, anyway I got it figured you’ll take whatever 

you can get, am I right?” With that the Elite had began walking toward the carriage. 

 Dissention in the ranks, Matone thought. “Hey thanks,” he said astounded at the 

charity of the feared soldier. 

 The words had barely left his throat when his legs were taken out from under him 

and he lay sprawled on the ground. 

 What the . . ., Matone thought, he hadn’t even seen his attacker. 

 He felt the cold steel of a blade against his throat. Feverishly, he looked about and 

saw the helpful Elite pinning him down. Matone made eye contact and what he saw was 

complete and total emptiness, no conscience, killing was no problem for this guy and it 

was evident with only a gaze into his eyes. 

 “Listen up, and listen up real good,” the Elite’s voice seethed through his 

clenched teeth. The dagger remained poised at Matone’s jugular vein; just a thin layer of 

skin separated the blade from a geyser of blood. The look of bloodlust remained with the 

Elite as he spoke. “I’m helpin’ ya but it’s my ass if these loyal knuckleheads find out, so 

keep your damned mouth shut, exile!” 

 The Elite sheathed his blade and got up. Matone could still feel the shiv on his 

neck. Matone pulled himself up to his knees and saw the guard walking away, back 

toward his comrades; he could hear laughter coming from the other Elitesmen. Both men 

at the carriage were laughing hysterically, at him, Matone assumed. One man was 

doubled over with laughter and they were both pointing toward Matone. Realizing they 

were laughing at the third Elite’s actions Matone stood up. 

 Still trembling with fear he brushed himself off and tried to regain his composure. 

 “Hyah!” The carriage rumbled off, probably toward the village of Tarkania, 

Matone thought. 

 He stood and tried to collect his thoughts for a moment. There were a lot of them, 

swirling through his head, many thoughts to be collected. Could he trust the psycho that 



had nearly killed him? What the hell could possibly be in this forest that was so 

terrifying? Those thoughts and others spun through his mind as he stood, still, in the spot 

he had been hurled to the ground and held at knife point. 

 His sentence had been to take only what he carried upon his apprehension. He 

wore a brown tunic and brown sash. He also donned a piece of leather chest armor. He 

carried a small number of provisions, besides the explosives (which had not been 

returned to him). These included a small leather pouch which held two Quinn mushrooms 

and an unknown potion he had acquired from a Shadoian Medicinal Shah. Unfortunately, 

he carried no weapons. 

 He watched the carriage depart and decided to journey into the woods a short 

distance and find a spot he could monitor the ditch from, unseen. He walked out of the 

ditch and toward the forest’s edge, not far ahead. As he approached the forest’s first large 

trees his vision began to blur and the visibility reduced significantly. He couldn’t see 

more than six meters in front of his face. It definitely was not foggy but the air had a 

thick, hazy quality to it. 

 This must be the forest’s magic, he thought. Matone looked up as he walked and 

noticed he could no longer see the treetops. Up ahead, in the haze, it appeared to be 

snowing. 

 Is the magic getting to me? Matone knew the cold season was far off, snow was 

impossible this time of year, wasn’t it? 

 He spun about quickly to look behind him, the same visibility greeted him to the 

rear as well. Surrounded by forest, Matone was unsure how far he’d walked or how long 

he had been in the woods. Confusion had overtaken him. 

 He heard something. Matone stopped dead in his tracks. What was that? He 

slowly inched toward a nearby tree for cover. He reached the tree and felt something 

breeze past his head. Instinctively he moved left as it passed him by to his right. He 

glanced around for whatever it was but the haze seemed to have become thicker. The 

“snow” Matone had seen moved in, to surround the area. Now, he saw it wasn’t snow at 

all. Small points of light surrounded Matone. He was fascinated and almost sure that the 

points of light, or snowflakes as he previously thought, were of the Fairy race. He had 

long heard tales of magical creatures that inhabited the Tarkania Forest; he had never 

actually believed that any of them existed. It seemed Matone was in a sea of fairies or 

Trequay as some knew them around Monrovia. 

 Trequay are a storied inhabitant of the continent. Many of the current Trequay 

were thought to have descended directly from the isle’s original Trequay. A widely held 

belief in Monrovia and the other nations of the continent contended that the Trequay were 

among the first civilized residents of the land. 

 Matone came out of his awe-struck stupor still thinking about stories of fairies 

and elves he heard as a child. He reached out and made an unsuccessful, half-hearted 

attempt at catching one of the tiny, flying sprites. 

 “The road,” Matone said aloud. He suddenly remembered his dilemma. Hugging 

the tree Matone spun around. Where had the trail gone? He was sure he couldn’t have 

walked more than thirty meters into the woods. The haze had slipped around him without 

his notice and his limited visibility now stretched in every direction. 



 He sighed and thought for a moment. Maybe with nightfall this strange fog with 

dissipate, he thought. He sat down near the tree, to begin his wait. He leaned back against 

the tree and faced the direction he thought the road was in. 

 Time passed slowly for Matone, sitting against the tree. Hunger began to creep up 

after about an hour of waiting. he reached into his leather pouch and pulled out one of his 

two Quinn mushrooms. The mushroom was wrapped in a moisture holding cloth, made 

especially for keeping the mushrooms moist and fresh. Quinn mushrooms, a native 

Monrovian fungi were a highly sought after nutrition source. It was said that one Quinn 

mushroom of average size contained enough essential nutritional value to sustain a man 

for one month. 

 He pulled off a small piece of the mushroom’s cap and carefully rewrapped the 

remaining portion and replaced it into his pouch. He ate quickly, savoring the sweet taste 

and his hunger disappeared immediately. 

 Of course, thirst was going to be a problem eventually, but for now he was 

content and swallowed his mushroom. 

 In his waiting Matone came to the realization that the Elite’s attack on him had 

simply been to divert the suspicion of the other two Elite. Thus, Matone remained 

confident that the guard would return with his “care package.” Though he was destined to 

eventually face every problem, thirst, hunger, supplies, again, at least they were 

temporarily solved. Lost in thought, Matone noticed little around him until he heard the 

noise from earlier, this time closer. 

 “Creeeeeeeeeeee!!!” The deafening sound chilled Matone to his bones. He had no 

idea what awful creature made the sound. 

 He leapt from his seat against the tree and bolted. 

 “Creeeeeeeeeee!!!” The sound was closer now and moving toward him. 

 Matone was in an all out sprint and too terrified to realize he should have reached 

the road already. He ran through the haze, both the forest and the haze seemed to get 

thicker as he ran forward. 

 ”Creeeeeeeeee!!!” Really close now, he thought. He was certain he could hear the 

awful thing swooshing through the air right behind him, he glanced over his shoulder. 

The twenty meters behind him were clear, beyond that haze and, of course, fairies. 

Nonetheless, he knew it was close. Ahead, Matone saw a pile of deadfall, temporary 

cover anyway. He began running faster still and sprung into a swooping dive toward the 

pile of logs and branches. He cleared the pile, landing with a thud on the opposite side. 

He hit hard, directly on his shoulder, pain zapped through his arm. 

 Broken, he knew that. To make matters worse the leather plate’s metal collar 

came loose and slashed a large gash into his neck. Bleeding profusely he rolled as close 

to the pile as possible. The pain in his arm was immense but Matone was able to refocus. 

 “Creeeeeeeee!!!” The sound faded, whatever it was had passed right over him and 

kept moving. He remained motionless next to the deadfall. Fear paralyzed him. Matone 

curled into the fetal position, he was practically a part of the pile, his back fully exposed. 

 After a few moments of childish quivering the pain in his arm began to 

overwhelm his fear. He pulled himself up with his uninjured left arm. Using the same 

arm he undid the two straps on his which held it in place. He slipped the piece of leather 

over his head and tossed it aside, a small grunt escaped his lips as the armor landed. 



 His arm hurt, a lot, and Matone was not enjoying his first moments in his new 

home. He undid the tunic’s sash with his left hand and pushed himself up enough for his 

bad right arm to slide out of the sleeve. He looked at his arm, broken and badly, the 

humerus had snapped high, it appeared from the swelling, his upper arm swollen to twice 

its original size. He knew it would require a splint and he set forth looking for some tree 

branches which would work as a splint. As he found one piece of wood he thought would 

work as a splint he came to a startling realization. He realized that the pile of deadfall 

wasn’t just any deadfall. The wood here came from the feared Hagwood tree. Hagwood 

tree bark contained enough poison to kill the average human with only a touch and 

Matone had been covered in it. 

 He tossed the branch aside. Fear set in again. He hadn’t touched it for too long, or 

so he thought. Hopefully not long enough for the poison to take its hold. Matone pushed 

himself to his feet using his left arm to push against the ground for leverage. He felt light 

headed and, at first, struggled to keep his balance. Finally, he was able to stand, still 

disoriented. He knew neither where he was nor when it was. He knew only that he needed 

wood, preferably non-poisonous, to construct a splint for his broken arm. Matone lurched 

forward as he scanned the forest floor for suitable deadfall. In the immediate vicinity he 

saw only more Hagwood. He looked about and noticed that every tree in the forest was 

Hagwood. With nothing to construct a proper splint, Matone knew he had little chance of 

ever healing. 

 Fear still swept over Matone, he began to sense the direness of his situation. What 

time is it? He thought. A soldier or someone was coming soon, to help him, he couldn’t 

quite remember clearly. His disorientation had steadily gotten worse as he searched for 

splint material. He rubbed his eyes; his vision was also on the fritz. Matone could only 

see cloudy shapes. He took two more steps and collapsed to the flank of a pile of 

Hagwood deadfall. 

 He laid flat on his stomach, semi-conscious, with unconsciousness very near, on 

the ground with his head turned away from the deadfall. Who had piled these branches? 

He thought as he grasped to maintain consciousness.  

 He saw a figure approaching him, he thought it was human, but through his 

cloudy vision he couldn’t be sure. It was the last thing he thought before consciousness 

slid away from and his eyes closed. 

 


