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 As the sun rose above the watery horizon to the east, a ray 

of shimmering fire bathed the rocky shores of Mythodea in daylight. 

The continent which no one could find unless they knew the way 

laid calm amongst the waves; almost deceptively calm. All too 

fresh driftwood lay scattered along the cliffs - sometimes whole 

planks - and a few humanoid bodies as well. Tranquillity had come 

to these shores at a cost, and the storm that had ravaged the seas 

that night had brought its offerings to the land. 

 The vessel had been crushed as its crew had failed to 

navigate through the deceitful reefs because of the midnight storm. 

All of the passengers had been lost to the waves together with 

whatever cargo the ship had held. At least that was what it looked 

like... 

 Truthfully, there were survivors: those who had been saved by 

luck or by skill, and who now found themselves on a strange and 

foreign shore. 

  

 One of these survivors was a man. His dark blue coat was 

soaked where he lay on a flat cliff close to the water. The coat 

was a tiny bit too big for the man - a young and gangly human - 

and so were the rest of his clothes. As he came to, face down on 

the flat rock, he quickly turned with a gurgling, desperate breath; 

as if he had not yet realised that he had survived. He remained so, 

and to almost any observer he might as well have died then and 

there. However, the man's heart was strong, and no observer could 

have known his perilous past, for even as he lay there, he 

thought... 

 "I am alive," he mumbled to himself. "How dreadful." The man 

watched the sun rise, and thought about how beautiful it looked 

when the sun was reflected on the water. Almost as beautiful as 

the woman on the ship, a part of his mind told him. 

  



 Another of the survivors was a woman. With a cough she awoke, 

lying on her side with the sun starting to dry the backside of her 

brown tunic. With a moan she turned to face the sky, a tired and 

bruised hand moving to detach something from her belt. She let out 

a sigh of relief as she moved the knife, on the hilt of which she 

had been lying, from underneath her. Then she watched the sky for 

a moment. She vaguely remembered swimming for her life to reach 

the shore, but how she had ended up on the small, rocky beach she 

was now lying on, she could not remember. Was she happy to have 

survived? She was not sure yet. All of her weapons were gone, and 

as the tales she had heard about this land were no doubt true, she 

knew she would mourn them. In addition to this, her waterskin was 

gone. 

  

 The final survivor of the capsized ship was an elf. His black, 

layered clothing was completely dry, and he sat on a high rock 

with his legs under him and his eyes closed. As the brilliant 

sunshine hit him, illuminating his pale features, he stood and 

climbed down into the shadows. It had been a chaotic night, but 

even if the storm had not been on his side, the dark had been. 

Securing his sword and his possessions, he looked out from the 

shadows. Was that movement? Cursed looters desecrating the bodies 

of the dead, he guessed. There were noble creatures on this 

continent, but no continent was free of lowlifes. With a soft sigh 

the pale elf walked out into the light to salvage what was left, 

and scare away the looters. 

 

 It got warmer, and the man was drying in the sun. He had 

tried to move, but he was so bruised that he had chosen to wait. 

There was at least one broken rib, too. Of course, there was the 

option of simply giving up, but he could not do that! If he had 

survived the night, he had to go on! How would he do that, then? 

Scour the shore to find what could be salvaged of his own cargo? 

What could a merchant do on strange shores without his goods? He 

wanted to know that, but there was no answer coming in to him with 

the next wave. One thing was for certain, however: he had to get 



up. As far as he knew, the tales he had heard of Mythodea were all 

true, and the tales told of dangerous things. His sword? Gone. At 

least that was a question to which there was an answer. With a 

grunt he got to his feet. Yes, that is one broken rib right there. 

The pain of broken bones was then joined by the pain of hunger and 

thirst. A pained sigh later he was looking down the beach to his 

left. Was there something moving there, and more importantly: was 

it edible? 

  

 She knew that it had been pure luck that had saved her. What 

else but luck could have washed her ashore without more than small 

rips in her clothing and nothing more than small cuts and bruises? 

She should have been dead. The fact that she was not pleased her, 

but concerned her at least as much. The moment she struggled to 

stand up amongst the many small stones that made the beach beneath 

her she realised that she was thirsty and starving. There had to 

be something to eat amongst the washed up parts of the ship! Maybe 

she could find her waterskin as well. In the corner of her eye she 

saw something move, and she dove back down to pick up her knife. 

As she turned to take a better look at whatever it was that had 

moved, she saw a figure walking slowly towards her. It did not 

look very harmful, so she decided to take a risk. 

 "Who goes there?", she yelled, and was surprised by the 

fatigue in her own voice. If the figure wanted to kill her, it 

would not be a hard thing to do. She grimaced. 

 "Dorothea!? Is that you?", the figure replied, and she 

relaxed - even smiled a little. Then she stood, sheathed her knife 

and slowly made her way towards the speaker. 

 "Vendel? Of all people on that ship... how did you manage to 

survive?" She spoke only partly in jest, for the young man was 

hardly favoured by the gods. 

 "Well, you know me! Always a trick up my-" The man made a 

small jump down from his rock onto the rocky beach, and a weak 

yelp escaped his lips as his ribs were pressed together. "I was 

lucky," he mumbled as he finally reached Dorothea, still grimacing 

with pain. "And how about you?" He attempted a smile. "You look 



fantastic as usual, so you were lucky... luckier than me." 

 "I was lucky, too." Dorothea still thought that their current 

situation could use a bit more luck. They were sitting ducks! "Did 

you see any weapons from up there?" 

 "I didn't," Vendel replied, shaking his head. He looked truly 

lost, and Dorothea almost pitied the man. However, he was alive, 

and that meant that he was not completely made of weak stuff. 

 "We have to find food, water, and weapons, Vendel. We will 

never survive otherwise." She looked around, and saw broken ship-

parts everywhere, but nothing she saw was still intact. "Can you 

walk?" 

 "Evidently. I think my hunger drives me right now... there is 

little else, really." 

 "Then let's start walking. Keep an eye out for what we need, 

will you?" With those words Dorothea started walking down the 

rocky beach, first back the way she had come to meet Vendel, but 

then beyond. The wet, lost-looking man followed her. What choice 

did he have? 

 

 Vendel thought that he did not have any other options than 

following Dorothea. He was pleased to see her alive. They had 

become acquaintances during the journey to the continent, but they 

had never become 'friends'. He suspected that his rather reckless 

advances had contributed to that - but that was how he was with 

most women - and he decided to behave from now on. In fact, he had 

already found out that it rarely worked, and nowadays it was just 

a nasty habit. As he followed Dorothea down the beach, feeling his  

hungry stomach, hurting ribs and wet feet, he laughed silently to 

himself. Alone with Dorothea - how he had wished for such an 

opportunity only yesterday. 

 "What are you laughing at?", Dorothea asked without turning 

back to face Vendel. She was busy examining some sort of crate 

which seemed intact. 

 "Oh, nothing. It's good to be alive, is all." He wandered 

around Dorothea and looked at the crate. It looked like a simple 

chest; one of the kind most sailors brought with them to sea. It 



was locked. "Don't bother," he said, having much experience with 

these types of chests and their locks. "Breaking that lock will 

take too-", he began, but his voice faded away as Dorothea broke 

the lock with two fast jabs with her knife. Beautiful and crafty! 

With speed that was too much for his ribs he knelt to look inside 

the chest. "Aaah!" He tried to make it sound like he had made an 

amazing discovery, even though the origins of this sound laid with 

his ribs. "Wet towels."  

 "Be careful. You are going to kill yourself jumping around 

like that. And there is more than towels here... look." Dorothea 

held up a bottle and shook it. Liquid! Vendel stared. Was it water? 

Or even better - alcohol? Dorothea removed the cork with a 

resonating sound and put her nose to the bottle. Then she grimaced. 

"Rum." 

 "Give it here!" Vendel got to his feet, expressing his pain 

in words one more time before taking the bottle from Dorothea and 

smelling it himself. Oh, sweet nectar! He put his lips to the 

bottle, and just as he thought that he could feel the taste on his 

tongue... 

 "I know it is very pretentious of me," a voice began, and 

Vendel dropped the bottle with a loud yelp. It shattered, and the 

rum was spent amongst the rocks. "And please, do not be alarmed. 

As I was saying, I hardly believe that addressing you this way is 

the best way to go about it..." The voice was calm, soft, but 

foreign - coming from somewhere near. Dorothea held up her knife 

and looked around like a hunted animal. 

 "Show yourself!", she hissed. 

 "Fine," the voice admitted after but a moment's silence. 

 

 From the shadows the elf walked out onto the rocky beach, 

pulling back his cowl as he did. The humans stared; one of them 

ready to attack, and one of them ready to run away. There was 

little time, but he gave them time to see that he was not going to 

harm them. He had seen them on the boat, but they had not seen him. 

Just like they had not seen him now. It seemed, however, like once 

they did see him, they really stared. 



 "What I wanted to tell you is this: it is not a good idea to 

drink such beverages on an empty stomach, and especially not when 

all the dead bodies of the shipwreck are closing in on you." They 

had been awakened only recently, and he had not noticed them until 

a few moments ago himself. With a calm gesture he suggested that 

they should take a look at the water. They did. 

 Like blobs of awkward seaweed the undead bodies floated 

towards the shore - slowly but surely. Most of them recently 

drowned, they had an eerie, life-like look. Then there were those 

who had been crushed against rocks or in between cracking planks, 

and they looked like proper undead as their bashed-in heads and 

twisted bones appeared above the water. 

 The man screamed again, and the woman gasped. She must have 

realised that her knife would do little good. A crashing sound 

could be heard to their left, soon followed by yet another scream 

from the man. One of the undead, probably one of the already 

washed-up corpses, had leapt down from a cliff above and down onto 

the beach. It was unarmed, but with enough deadly intent a weapon 

would not be needed - and this corpse had nothing else. 

 "Back!", the elf snapped, and as if under a spell the two 

humans ran to him. Once they were safe he made sure they would 

stay that way. Step forward. Draw sword. Long diagonal sweep. 

Sheathe sword. Step back. He turned around at two gaping humans, 

and eyed them with annoyance. Now he would have to bear their 

presence... but it was a better option than letting them die and 

become undead too. Then he looked at the opening in the cliffs 

behind them, and  pointed with his whole hand at it. "Turn. Come 

with me." He began to walk, walked past them swiftly and 

disappeared into the opening. 

 

 "Shall we go with him?", Vendel asked nervously. He was 

afraid, and in too much pain to think clearly. 

 "We have no other choice. Come!" Dorothea ran after the elf 

into the shadows, and Vendel followed. 

 

 Dorothea's heart raced as she tried to keep up with the elf. 



The shrieks of the undead behind them and the darkness, mixed with 

fear, hunger and thirst made her dizzy. Now and then she looked 

back to see if Vendel was still following them. He was, and if she 

had possessed the energy to be impressed, she would have been. As 

figures began to form in the darkness around her, she wondered if 

she would die after all. Ghostly shapes from her past surrounded 

her, screamed at her with the voices of the undead... and then 

there was light. Light so brilliant that it hit her like a hammer 

to her forehead. She fell, and all went from light to dark again. 

 

 As Dorothea fell, Vendel almost tripped over her. He was 

scared out of his mind, and his whole body was aching. Exhausted, 

he avoided Dorothea's falling body, but fell anyway because of his 

lacking balance. With a thud he landed beside her, pain shooting 

through his chest. 

 "Wait...!" His voice was nothing more than a moan, but the 

elf had already stopped. There were green hills ahead. Beautiful... 

 "Are either of you injured?", the elf demanded to know with a 

whipcrack-voice. Vendel nodded. 

 "Ribs," he croaked. With weak arms he tried to lift himself 

up, but the elf put a hand on his back and pressed him down. 

Vendel groaned with pain, and then he screamed as another pain 

shot through his spine - through his very mind - leaving his body 

free of pain as it faded. The elf moved on to Dorothea and placed 

a pale hand on her as well. Vendel watched as the elf spoke in a 

foreign tongue, and then felt the air thicken around them. 

Dorothea woke up with a short scream, and proceeded to sit up, 

breathing heavily. Elf magic! There was still hunger, and thirst, 

but no more pain. 

 "Thank you, elf," he breathed. As he tried to stand, he could 

feel a strange sensation where his rib had been broken. The area 

was tense, not used to such rapid healing. 

 "My name is Morwinyon. Now hear me: you have both been healed, 

but too swift movements will undo what I did, and I will not heal 

you again." The elf turned to look down the path from which they 

had come, and Vendel was reminded of the horrors that had hunted 



them. He span around, feeling dangerous tension in his midsection, 

to see for himself if the undead had caught up with them. There 

were other-worldly noises in the dark, but not much else. 

 "Did they not follow?", Dorothea asked as she was slowly 

getting to her feet. 

 "They are remaining on the dark path for now. So few, and so 

disorganised - not to mention newly raised - they dare not attack. 

Not after seeing what I did to the one on the beach, anyway." 

Morwinyon rolled his shoulder and turned away from the darkness. 

 "Yeah, that was weird, wild stuff!" Vendel smiled wryly at 

the elf, and he seemed hesitant. "You don't have any food by any 

chance?" 

 

 They found themselves slowly walking towards the hills - the 

elf had insisted that they would keep moving - and eating small, 

elven biscuits that Morwinyon had provided them with. Dorothea had 

accepted the food, and gladly shared the last water in their 

saviour's waterskin with Vendel, but her suspicions rose as her 

sense slowly returned to her. Why was the elf helping them? Did he 

have some hidden agenda of his own? Someone of such a pale 

complexion, dressed only in black, and whose hands caused pain as 

they healed wounds had to be a sinister, cruel being at heart! On 

the other hand, they had little choice. Their lives was in his 

hands, and he had not thrown them away - yet - and she did not 

know if he would. What she did know, however, was that she had to 

get away from the elf. 

 "Where are we?", she asked no one in particular, but she knew 

that the elf was the one with the answers. 

 "Southern Mythodea," the elf answered a few moments later. "I 

think. This is a strange land, and like you I did not spend much 

time here." 

 "And were are you taking us?", she asked, and beside her, 

Vendel coughed subtly. She soon realised why. 

 "You are not my prisoners, my lady human. Did you mean 'where 

are we going'?" Dorothea cursed herself, and a moment passed in 

silence before she spoke again. 



 "Yes..." 

 "A better phrased question, indeed. Well, if I am right, and 

we are walking the hills of southern Mythodea, then we are heading 

to the Temple of Aeris." 

 "Where is that?", she asked. 

 "Who is Aeris?", Vendel wanted to know. 

 "The temple lies to the south-west - once again, if I am 

right - and Aeris is the Avatar of Air." The pale elf had a way of 

explaining that made him sound like some sort of teacher. What he 

said carried credibility, even if he did not know for sure. Of 

course, he knew that Dorothea did not trust him, so it might as 

well be an act. 

 "And if you are wrong, and we are somewhere else?", she asked 

with a hint of mockery.  

 "Then we will have to walk further." Was that amusement in 

his voice? 

 "Anyway!", Vendel exclaimed, probably sensing the tension. 

"Why are we going to this temple?" 

 "My former teacher resides there. She will be able to help 

you." The elf sped up as they reached the first hill, and she and 

Vendel had to run to keep up. 

 "Who is that, then?", Vendel asked while hurrying after 

Morwinyon, but the elf did not reply. He was now looking out over 

the landscape ahead from atop the hill. Dorothea and Vendel caught 

up with him and looked as well. 

 

 He had been right. The geography of this land was foreign to 

him for the most part, but he had gotten very familiar with the 

temple of Wind and its location. Morwinyon had survived the 

shipwreck because of skill, as opposed to the two lucky humans, 

but the location of the shipwreck had been lucky for them all. 

They had been shipwrecked on the southernmost continent of 

Mythodea, on the same peninsula upon which his former teacher 

Gariann hall'Heledir had built a temple in Aeris' name. He faced 

south-west and beheld the path they would have to walk with his 

elven eyes, and after a moment's contemplation, he spoke. 



 "I was right," he stated. "If we move now, we might reach the 

temple before nightfall." 

 "That would be just grand," the male human pointed out. "Then 

let's march! Onward!" Then he began to walk downhill again, facing 

north. 

 "Human," Morwinyon said with his whipcrack-voice, and the 

male turned with frightened confusion in his eyes. With his entire 

hand he pointed to the south-west. "That way." Then he proceeded 

to walk down the hill, facing south-west. The female human 

followed him cautiously. She was the one who distrusted him so 

much, but the fault was hers: judging by appearance only ever 

gifted you with isolation or death. The female was in danger of 

both, but that was her problem. 

 

 Vendel turned and followed Morwinyon down the hill, not 

embarrassed at all because of his confusion as to where they were 

going. His problem right now was that Dorothea was acting in a 

very weird manner. Yes, obviously they were following a pale, 

shady figure through the wilderness of a land they had never seen 

- but he had saved their lives! If they had chosen to run off on 

their own, they would probably have been dead now. 

 "I am certain that this is the safest path, but please, keep 

an eye on your surroundings; this is the land of the Undead 

Flesh," the elf said with his teacher-like voice as they came to a 

small valley in between hills. "No path is guaranteed to be safe 

here." 

 Yes, Vendel thought again, they would have been dead. 

 "Well, I don't see anything...", Dorothea mumbled, and Vendel 

coughed again. Did she have to act like that?! 

 "Well, you didn't see anything on the beach either!", he 

reminded her quietly behind Morwinyon's back, and she fired off a 

glare in his direction. Vendel glared back. 

 "Well, neither did you!" She did not even lower her voice! Oh, 

the horror... the embarrassment... 

 "Well, I did," Morwinyon said - clearly, calmly, but with an 

underlying finality which silenced the two humans. "And if I had 



not, you would both be dead." 

 The air around them became silent, except for the sound of 

their boots on the grass. It was hard to argue against such a 

convincing argument. 

 

 The three companions - for that is what they now were, for 

better or worse - made their way across the hills of southern 

Mythodea. The temple would take a day to reach, under the best of 

conditions. Morwinyon had done his best to provide such conditions, 

but after many hours of constant march the humans were slowing 

down. Thirst and hunger are only two of the many curses that looms 

over the race of men. 

 

 Dorothea fell to her knees. The murderous rays of the sun 

were getting to her, and she was thirsty again. The elf did not 

show any signs of fatigue at all. Typical! 

 "You don't understand that we can't go on for much longer, do 

you?", she breathed. Dragging his feet behind him, Vendel walked 

up to her, and Morwinyon stopped. 

 "Please, Dorothea...", Vendel whined as the pale features of 

their elven guide were turned against them. 

 "Is Dorothea your name, my lady human?", he asked calmly. 

 "It is," she answered cautiously. 

 "A beautiful name. Do you see those trees?" He turned and 

pointed with his whole hand at a small thicket of trees between 

two hills. 

 "I do, but-" 

 "That is where we are going. There, you will rest, and I will 

find water and food for us all." 

 

 Morwinyon turned around on his heel and walked again, without 

looking back. Humans liked to complain - in fact, they wasted much 

of their lives doing it - and it appeared that he had met two 

masters of this infamous art. It did not matter. They would be 

safe soon, and he could be on his way again - alone. He did not 

even have to look back to know that the female, Dorothea, had rose 



from the ground, and that the two humans were now following him. 

Should he be bothered with winning their trust? 

 

 "Curse it, Dorothea!" Vendel was annoyed. Slowly he walked 

beside Dorothea, and slowly his annoyance grew. "You are going to 

get us killed!" 

 "I just can't trust someone like him... didn't you feel the 

pain when he healed you? Isn't it supposed to feel good?" She 

looked at him, and Vendel saw that she was not happy. He wanted to 

agree, but... 

 "How could we know what it is supposed to feel like? He 

helped us!" As far as he knew, they were both helpless without 

their elven protector, and they were lucky to have him in the 

first place! Under normal circumstances, he did not enjoy to be so 

belittled; they were basically fed and protected by Morwinyon, but 

- again - these were not normal circumstances. As they caught up 

with the elf, they lowered their voices. "At least let us rest and 

eat. We can discuss this when he is away." 

 "Fine," Dorothea mumbled. "What choice do we have, anyway?" 

 

 Once they were in the shadows of the trees, she sat down. 

Vendel sat as well, but far away. She knew what he thought of her; 

on the ship he had wanted nothing else than to be with her, but 

now he was annoyed with her. A sigh escaped her lips as she looked 

up at Morwinyon. Never would she be fooled by his fine, elven 

features - they were deceitful - nor would she trust him until he 

showed her that he was trustworthy at all.  

 "So, where are you going?", she asked, and she tried to sound 

a bit friendly this time. 

 "I will not go far," he said. "But be sure; I will be out of 

hearing distance, so you can palaver all you want with your 

friend." She looked down. Of course he had heard. "Do not get 

carried away, and be on your guard. Take this." The elf drew his 

sword and placed it by Dorothea's feet. "This is the land of the 

Undead." With those words he turned, and was gone before Dorothea 

could say a word. 



 "Surely there can be no trust in such a gesture!", Vendel 

said, smirking where he sat with his back to a tree. 

 "It could be just another deceitful attempt..." But it was an 

ancient gesture, nevertheless. A gesture of trust. Dorothea 

frowned. "Curse it, Vendel... what should we do? We could just 

leave now..." 

 "And then what? You heard him: this is undead-country!" 

Vendel raised his hands towards the sky as if seeking aid there. 

"Not to mention that we have no food, no water, no-" 

 "We do have a sword, though." She reached forward and ran her 

fingers along the long hilt of Morwinyon's sword. It was cold, but 

once she gripped it, it became warmer. She held it up in front of 

her. "An elf sword." 

 "How reassuring. Just as I should not drink rum on an empty 

stomach, you should not swing that on an empty stomach! Let's just 

wait." Vendel crossed his arms and leaned back, closing his eyes. 

 "But-", she tried. 

 "I am sleeping now."  

 "In the midst of 'undead-country'?", she asked sourly. 

 "Well, I have a brave, beautiful woman with a sword - nay! - 

an elf sword to protect me from harm." He still had his eyes 

closed. Weak he might be, but his tongue was quick. Too quick. 

Curse him. She leaned back again, and placed the sword in her lap. 

Then, as if it was out of her control, she fell asleep. 

 

 Clouds passed above her head rapidly. A bit too close to her 

head, and a bit too rapidly. Was she dreaming? 

 Vendel passed over her head amongst the cloud, waving his 

arms around like a madman. She laughed. 

 "Dorothea!?", he yelled, but then he was gone again. 

 Small fires started to dance above. They were beautiful, and 

she smiled. There was a fresh smell in the air; the smell of 

freshly cut grass in the summer. 

 Tiny raindrops fell on her nose. Fresh. Spring rain. 

 Vendel flew past again, repeating his words from before. 

 "This is weird, wild stuff..." Then he was gone. This was 



weird. Even weird for a dream. 

 The ground shook; softly, but nevertheless. 

 The fires died out. The smell of grass became that of dry 

leaves. The air became colder. Her smile faded. 

 "Vendel?", she cried. 

 Her nose was itching. She touched it; it was wet from the 

rain. Was that rain? She held out her hand, and a green, oily drop 

landed in it. She shrieked. 

 There was no wind any more. The clouds became darker. The 

earth shook more violently. 

 The earth cracked open beneath her, and something grabbed her 

wrist. Panic. 

 

 She awoke with a shriek, and then a second yelp of surprise 

as she saw an undead enter the clearing amongst the trees. 

Knuckles whitened as she grasped Morwinyon's sword. The undead was 

not one raised from a drowned sailor, but a heavily armoured 

warrior with a tabard marked with a skull. In its hand was a 

bloody mace. With a roar it began to move towards Dorothea. 

Disoriented, she raised the sword and tried to get up. She knew 

that she was too slow, tired and hungry as she was. How could she 

have allowed herself to fall asleep? Now, a mindless creature was 

about to smash her head in because of that weakness! 

 The mindless creature fell as Vendel cracked a large branch 

against its knee. No matter how unharmed the monstrosity was, 

however, it still crashed down upon dead leaves in front of her. 

She gasped, surprised. Vendel had saved her life. She got up and 

lifted the elven sword high above her head before bringing it down 

with all her strength, pinning their enemy to the ground. The 

undead creation gurgled and cursed, and tried to hit her with its 

mace. Its attack was in vain, and she let go of the sword, jumping 

back. 

 "What do we do now?", Vendel asked, eyes almost growing too 

large for his head. 

 "I- There's- We should kill it somehow!", she managed, and 

joined Vendel where he stood, observing their prisoner of sorts. 



Its wounds did not render it weaker in any way, but it was still 

stuck. For how long it would stay that way, they did not know. 

 "Take the sword and kill it!" Vendel started jumping short, 

nervous jumps on the spot. "Do it quickly!" 

 "Be ready to hit it again, too," she suggested as she took a 

careful step forward towards the struggling undead. "Are you 

ready?" 

 "Yeah," Vendel nodded. "I am." 

 With all of the power she could muster, she leapt up and over 

the lying undead, grasping the sword on her way and pulling it out. 

She landed on the opposite side of the creature, which was now 

getting up. Ruthlessly she swung the sword at the undead, the 

elven blade eating its armour and biting its dead flesh. Dark 

blood sprayed, and the undead dropped to its knees, swinging its 

mace one last time - Dorothea could barely block it with 

Morwinyon's sword - before she drove the blade through her enemy's 

head. It stopped making sounds, and all there was now was black 

blood everywhere. Vendel stood still, staring. Dorothea sank down 

into a sitting position, blood all over her and hands shaking. As 

cold hands took the sword from her, she did nothing. 

 She barely noticed. 

 

 Beautiful, crafty, and a warrior, too! Vendel was stunned by 

the events played out before him. He stood with a broken branch in 

his hand, watching as Morwinyon arrived and took back his sword. 

The elf dropped a rabbit-like creature and a filled waterskin in 

front of him. 

 "More of them are coming. We have to go." How could he be so 

calm!? Vendel blinked once, swallowed twice and then picked up the 

waterskin and quenched his thirst. Then he checked how much there 

was left - Dorothea could use some of it as well - and took one 

last sip. "Human!", Morwinyon hissed, eager to be on the move, and 

Vendel picked up the rabbit and ran. As he got out from the 

clearing he saw dozens of undead coming from the north, creeping 

across the landscape with eerie speed. South-west was it? Thank 

goodness for that! He turned around and watched Morwinyon dragging 



a bloody Dorothea out of the clearing. 

 "Dorothea! Come on now, we have to go!", he yelled, and as an 

incentive he held up the waterskin. Dorothea ran up to him and 

snatched it immediately, treating it just as Vendel had. He hoped 

that Morwinyon had already taken his share of the water. 

 "You did well, Dorothea," Morwinyon smiled at her in a very 

pleasant manner that made Vendel jealous. "Now use your last 

strength!" With those words the elf took off with great speed 

towards the south-west, and the two humans followed. What 

adventure this was! Vendel had always wanted to be a part of an 

adventure - he had heard many stories about how an adventure could 

be - but the stories had not told much of hunger, thirst and 

aching feet.  

 

 This time it was not pure luck or pure skill; this time it 

was a mix of both. The undead were slow by nature, and most of 

them were armoured, which slowed them down. The "adventurers" now 

made their way across the hills twice as fast as before, making 

unexpected turns and leaving as little trace as possible while 

trying to outrun the undead in their own lands. Vendel, driven by 

desperation and his survival instinct; Dorothea, coming to terms 

with a foreign land, new dangers and trusting a dark elf; and 

Morwinyon, who was just trying to get two humans to safety so that 

they would not join the undead, as a step on the path leaving 

darkness behind. 

 

 The sun had caught up with them, and was now setting. 

Morwinyon knew that during the night, these lands would be overrun 

with Undead Flesh, and not even with his help would the humans 

survive then. The temple should be close, but the question was if 

the his human companions would be able to make it. He had also 

started to worry about the Void presence of this part of the land; 

when he had last visited, he had seen all too much of them. None 

of them were strong enough to defeat a Daughter of the Void. 

 

 Dorothea tried to stay focused as she ran, as always slightly 



behind Morwinyon. It seemed as if every time she tried to catch up 

with him, he increased his speed by just enough to remain ahead. 

Only hours ago that would have driven her furious, but now she did 

not know what to believe. She felt stupid for distrusting 

Morwinyon, but also stupid for beginning to trust him. It might 

just be an act... 

 

 Vendel ran as fast as he could, holding onto the food for 

dear life. The sun was setting! That, he hoped, meant that they 

would be there soon. In the distance, he saw a black mess hidden 

beyond the trees that covered the area ahead. 

 "Is the temple black?", he asked breathlessly. His legs were 

burning! 

 "That is the ruin of Doerchgardt. The temple lies close," the 

elf said in a voice almost unaffected by the strain of running. 

Vendel was becoming increasingly strained. The air felt so thin 

here... "Try to breathe, and answer me this: has the air changed 

in any way?" The question startled Vendel. Had Morwinyon read his 

mind? 

 "Er, actually, I was just thinking...", he began, but 

Dorothea finished the sentence for him. 

 "Yes, it has. It's thinner somehow", she said, also being 

short of breath. 

 The elf stopped immediately, and both Vendel and Dorothea ran 

past him before they reacted and stopped themselves, breathing 

heavily. 

 "What is it?", Vendel inquired, regaining his breath. No 

answer. Instead, Morwinyon seemed to be tasting the air. The elf 

turned this way and that, eyes scanning the increasing darkness 

around them. 

 "Get behind me," he whispered, now turned back the way they 

had come. The elf dressed in black moved his pale hands in odd 

patterns before him, and an odd, luminous light formed in between 

the fingers of his right hand. Vendel stared, and Dorothea grabbed 

his sleeve and dragged him to where Morwinyon was standing. 

 "What is it?", Vendel repeated absent-mindedly, but there was 



no reply. Then for a moment the air seemed to become refreshed, 

and a faint wind caressed their faces. 

 

 They did not know that the wind was escaping from a point in 

front of them. The area became nothing but a Void, and out of it 

stepped a wraith-like figure, followed by two knights with cowls - 

cowls filled with darkness more black than that around them. 

Morwinyon uttered the last word of his incantation and from his 

hand shot a small projectile of starlight. It went through the 

chest of the wraith, and exploded in the grass behind it. The 

wraith then started to walk, almost gracefully towards the three 

beings made of flesh and blood. She - the wraith - was not of 

flesh, not of blood. She was nothing. Nothingness manifested. The 

dark elf ran. In vain. The Void always found you. The humans 

stared, as if enchanted by her presence. The wraith leaned forward 

and as if a ghost it swept towards the two with unearthly speed, 

letting out a shriek which pierced every leaf, every blade of 

grass, and the minds of the humans. They turned and ran. 

 In vain. The Void always found you. If not now, then another 

time. They had time. 

 

 Vendel's mind was empty. All he could hear was that scream, 

which had filled him with pure terror. Before, he had thought that 

he had been running as fast as he possibly could. He had been 

wrong. Now he was running that fast, fuelled by every fibre in his 

body. Behind him, he felt a force wanting to pull him back, into 

the nothingness. He had to run! Flee! Flee for his life! Flee for 

his life or meet a fate worse than death! His vision became 

blurred, and small starts twinkled in front of his eyes. 

 Then, something else appeared ahead: white, and in a way as 

wraith-like as what was hunting them. Wind blew from it as well, 

but no matter the likeness, something was different. Fundamentally 

different: there really was something there. A radiant white with 

a heart of azure light, pulsating, pulling him away from the dark 

into the light. He fell. 

 



 The azure light exploded forth with power that Vendel felt as 

if dreaming. It threw him aside as it roared past, leaving a cold 

trail behind it. A shriek of horror rose from his pursuers, but it 

was ended abruptly by a blue pulse of light and a blast of ice-

cold wind. Amongst the whipping winds there was a short, barely 

noticeable sound of an area being filled again: a sucking, 

plopping sound. 

 "Morwinyon, who are they?" A female voice. Calm. 

 The sound of swords meeting. Another blast of cold. Another 

void being filled. 

 The sound of metal piercing metal. A void slowly being filled. 

One last azure light. Silence. 

 "They were shipwrecked off the coast to the north-east. I 

decided to bring them. They are the only survivors - the rest are 

already Undead Flesh. They need food, and shelter." 

 Footsteps on the grass beside him. A moan from Dorothea. By 

the by, the world became less and less of a blur... 

 

 "You did well. I will make sure they are taken care of." That 

voice again. Far away. 

 "I am pleased that you think so, my lady. They are in your 

debt for helping them." Morwinyon's voice. Far away. 

 "I told you he had a hidden agenda..." Dorothea's voice. Very 

close. 

 A smile came to Vendel's lips. He did not care. The elf had 

not only served himself. Everything was going to be all right. 

 

 So it was. Vendel and Dorothea survived the night and were 

treated well with food, drink and rest at the temple of Aeris. 

However, stating such a thing as 'everything was going to be all 

right' might be too optimistic. The two humans were now on the 

continent of Mythodea, and they had only seen but a fraction of 

the wonders and horrors to be found there. If Vendel had known it, 

he would have thought: 'the adventure has just begun'. That, and 

he would have been pleased to know that there would be no dark 

elves taking care of him. He was on his own with Dorothea - for 



better and worse. 

 

THE END 


