
Dream Excerpt from Chapter Two 

 

 That night Matone Caroules dreamt. Deep into his sleep the images formed. 

Prophetic? Maybe. 

 A thin mist hung in the deep darkness of the Monrovian Great Plains. He drifted; 

hovering above the grasses, moving slowly forward. A medium sized hut appeared on the 

horizon, Matone moved  increasingly faster toward the house and was powerless to stop. 

As he moved ever closer to the hut he heard screams echoing from the building. There 

were several soldiers standing outside the hut and probably several more inside judging 

from the piercing screams coming from within. Matone was amongst the soldiers now, 

they couldn’t sense his presence. He felt pulled to the interior of the house but this time 

he was able to resist. 

 Another scream echoed from the room Matone was directly outside of, this time, 

the scream came to an abrupt halt. 

 THWOOP! Even in his dream he recognized the sound of a human head being 

cleaved off. He looked up at the window only to see it spattered with blood. Noise near 

the entrance, Matone looked right to observe three soldiers exiting the hut. He knew from 

their uniforms that were Monrovian Royal Elite, one of them sheathed a large, bloody 

sword. Matone looked directly at him and instantly memorized his face, noting a small 

scar below his right eye. The soldiers appeared to be laughing amongst themselves. They 

joined the other five soldiers in a two rank formation. 

 “Forward, march!” One of the soldiers barked the command and all eight 

marched away across the prairie. Matone remained standing, poised just outside the 

room which had apparently just been the scene of a terrible slaughter. 

 Matone knew he had to enter the hut. He walked over to the doorway and saw 

immediately that the door had been kicked in, it lay just inside the hut in two pieces. He 

peered past the doorway and could see that the entire front room and kitchen had been 

totally ransacked. Directly in the line of sight through the doorway a bookshelf had been 

yanked down spilling books forth in all directions. He was still a little afraid of entering 

the residence. He went forward anyway. 

 Now, inside, Matone looked right, toward the kitchen. The wood burning stove 

was tipped over, apparently it had been burning when tipped because a large section of 

the kitchen had been charred quite thoroughly. Matone figured the Elite had doused the 

fire simply so they could torture their victims all the longer. Matone knew he had seen no 

trace of a fire on his approach to the cabin, meaning it had been extinguished long prior 

to Matone’s arrival. Whoever lived here spent their last few hours in abject terror. 

 The door to the home’s bed chamber stood shut; he walked to his left away from 

the singed kitchen, to the bed chamber door. He turned the knob and pushed the door 

open. The room was bathed in complete darkness, Matone entered. Unable to see, he 

waited for his eyes to adjust to the low light. The floor was wet and slick, he knew 

instantly what substance covered the floor. As his eyes began to adjust he saw an oil 

lamp on a bedside table. He picked it up, the lamp lit with his touch. 

 In the full lamplight Matone could see the true horror of what had happened. The 

pool of blood stretched from the window to the doorway. A headless female body lay 

naked against the wall, her head, cleanly cut, lay to the left of the still sitting body. 



Clearly the Elite had done some horrendous things to this poor girl before the 

decapitation. 

 He was still too far from the body to see the girl’s face. He walked over and 

turned the severed head over. It was his sister, Meena. He staggered backward in a 

crouching position until he slammed into the foot of the bed behind him and slumped to 

the floor. 

 Was this real? It felt real, but still, it felt like a dream. Dream or not Matone knew 

he had to at least bury his sister. He went to the bed and yanked all the blankets and the 

spread to the floor. He knelt next to his recently deceased sister’s body and lifted her 

head onto a blanket, wrapped it neatly inside of the linen. He wound the excess fabric 

around the head so that no blood was visible. He turned to her nude body next to him. He 

stretched out the large bedspread on the bloodless part of the floor next to her body and 

lifted her body onto the bedspread much like one might carry their newlywed wife over 

the threshold. After placing her head in its correct position he wrapped the bedspread 

around the entire body and folded it over until no portion of his sister’s body could be 

seen.  

 He then set about the small cabin in search of a needle and thread to stitch the 

makeshift death shroud together. He knew Meena had been killed because of his beliefs; 

Trian had used Matone’s disobedience and “detrimental acts” as an excuse to slaughter 

an innocent woman. As Matone exited the terrible scene in the bed chamber this thought 

rang loudly in his mind. 

 Leaving the bed chamber Matone felt a thousand pounds lighter, despite the 

destruction of the front room. He scanned the floor for any sign of a sewing kit, nearly 

every item in the hut lay strewn around the floor. The sewing kit lay beneath a pile of 

poetry volumes and surprisingly the contents were still contained within the small box 

Meena had kept them in. He did not want to reenter the bed chamber but realized if he 

allowed rigor mortis to set in moving Meena’s body would become much more difficult. 

 He went back into the room quickly and lifted his sister over his shoulder with no 

intention of stitching her shroud in the cabin. Back through the bedroom door quickly, 

quietly and he remembered that Meena had loved gardens, on a hunch he decided to 

check the rear of the cabin for a garden. Moving at a trot, with his sister slung over his 

shoulder he slipped out of the cabin through the doorless front entrance. 

 At the cabin’s rear he found that his hunch had been correct. A beautiful arched 

trellis covered with a purple flowering vine wound around it greeted any visitor to the 

backyard garden. The garden was more immense than the cabin. Stone trail ways dotted 

the landscape along with what looked to be thousands of species of plants, a pond and a 

waterfall. A few nocturnal animals darted for cover as he entered. As soon as he saw the 

garden he knew Meena would be able to rest peacefully within its confines. He carried 

the body across the garden to the bank of the pond, near the waterfall. Meena would like 

it here, he thought. 

 

*** 

 He awoke in a cold sweat and sighed loudly. It was all a dream after all, he 

thought. 

 The fire still burned bright and everything in the room appeared to be normal. 



 “Just a dream,” he whispered to himself while silently swearing to make contact 

with his sister as soon as possible. The sweat that had drenched him moments before had 

disappeared rapidly once Matone calmed down. He felt sure that Meena was safe 

although he had not actually seen her since two months before his apprehension by the 

Royal Elite. Maybe with Ansile’s help Matone could reach her and Cali. Maybe. He 

finally drifted back to sleep. 

 


