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“You were running. Like the dust carried in wind, you shifted your form across the roofs of 
many people's homes. You were running. You carried a bag that was to be urgently delivered to a 
nobleman across the city. Jumping and leaping you went, to carry out your contract. You landed in 
someone's garden which sat atop a ceiling, and as you stumbled out and continued, the dirt and soil was
wicked away from your bare feet by the pure speed of your sprint.

The sun was hot today. It seared the stones that weren't touched by shade, and made your feet 
burn every step of the way. You didn't care. A job was a job, just like any other, except for the slight 
difference in what you were delivering to the man across town.

For this unfortunate cargo, you had to carry a dagger with you, as well as avoid Maxim's guard, 
who were posted throughout the city. Maxim had years ago imposed a ban on items such as the things 
you were carrying. Maxim instructed every guardsman in the city to keep watch for the tell-tale scent 
of what was in the bag. Keeping to the rooftops made detection by anyone on the street below easy to 
avoid. This is why you were so valued for such things.

Thankfully, the delivery was for a nobleman, which meant he'd most likely have a two-story 
home, emblazoned with his family's crest on banners and such. As you neared your destination, you 
were sure you'd found the place you were looking for. Banners of purple dye and suture adorned a 
grand structure set in stone and earth. The perk of having a two-story domicile was more discretion at 
which these certain sensitive items can be handed off to the receivers.

You climbed up to a window balcony, jutting out of the side of the home. You knocked on the 
thin glass, and moments later, you could see a man within forthcoming. 

The man opened the window inwardly, exposing his old face and grand robes. “Are you the boy
who was sent for?” His voice was forced, and waning in volume.

“Yes, I have with me that which is most desired.” You took out a rolled-up blanket from your 
bag with one hand as you held onto the balcony railing with the other. It reeked of dried poppy flowers 
and had a prolific richness that was unmistakable. Sinews in your left arm tensing to hold you. “That's 
the usual toll, if it's all the same to you.”

The old man gingerly accepted the rolled-up blanket. “Yes, yes, of course.” He bumbled, 
reaching for the pockets of his robe as he stared at the blanket in your other hand. Jingling of coins 
dashing about his linings was very audible. The man found five minted coins, gathered them up, and at 
once placed them in your hand. 

you looked at the collection, noticing something was missing. You very wantonly cleared your 
throat. “Usual toll.” You repeated. 

The old man looked at you, confused for a moment. Then he realized, and took another two 
coins out of his robe and gave them to you “Now get out of here before someone sees you, you rogue.” 
The old man shut the window, holding very closely to his chest the blanket.

It wasn't always that hard, but some people can be rude sometimes about the messenger's fee. 
You pocketed the two coins, and dispersed the other five in your bag. 

You dropped off of the window and back onto the rooftop below where you came from. Another
delivery complete. That tallies the entire day's work to be roughly twenty-seven coins, not including the
bonuses from each customer. You would count that just as soon as you found a place to be safe. 

The sun was setting soon. The market will close in just a few hours. You had some time before 
you had to find a place of respite. That scent had been carried with you. You'd have to bathe in 
something before taking to the streets below, or find yourself at the mercy of guards, whom were 
nonetheless not merciful.

So you went, across the rooftops, stalking for a place to cleanse yourself of the smell that 
permeated your only set of clothes. You remembered the garden you tripped into before. The dirt and 
spices growing there could easily wash you to purity again. 
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A hop and a jump later, you found yourself on the rooftop of someone's home. Staring at the 
garden, where your footsteps from moments ago were still present and had thrashed some plants. you 
didn't like collateral damage when You made deliveries. You hated using your dagger even when You 
needed to. This was different. These were just some plants and roots. The greenery would survive if 
you took a roll in the soil, and that you did. 

You emerged from the garden, smelling less like a seedy den of sin and more like the grand 
kitchen at Maxim's palace. The dirt caked your arms and legs. As you brushed it off, fluffed out your 
tunic and leggings, and got as much out of your hair as you could, you looked back at the garden. You 
remembered just minutes ago, it had been a den of life, popping with purples and reds and greens. No 
longer. As the dirt and earth was spread about with no regard for what life it blackened. 

You had taken too long on the rooftop. If someone were to have seen you, or a guard perhaps to 
spy upon your sudden bath, it would be very difficult to try and find somewhere to feel safe again. 

You had heard stories about other messengers getting caught. They would be cast out to the 
wasteland beyond the walls of Hertkur without the safety of a caravan or the defense of a blade. 
Thieves, murderers, and smugglers would all be cast away to the land beyond. Some would wander 
back to the city walls after months of isolation in the desert. Those who did make it back were never 
the same. They spoke of ghosts and monsters that appeared in dust-storms, bad men who would 
torment and steal from the wanderers what little they had. Some even said they met soothsayers and 
prophets out among the dunes of shifting sand. They would smell wonderful things and hear sweet 
music orchestrated over the wind. These claims weren't often investigated anymore. The men who 
came back and spoke of these things were always starved, needed water, and were severely burned by 
the rays of the sun. It was obvious they were delirious. No one paid no mind, but no one in the right 
mind would themselves risk a similar fate of insanity. 

You had to take to the streets before you were discovered. Finding a place to slip down to the 
alley, you carefully assimilated into the teeming crowds below, and made for the market. 

Dusk was setting in over the yellow city as market stands began to close up. You had bartered 
for a piece of fruit for one coin, and haggled the vendor to throw in a loaf of bread from Csalit. Exotic 
stuff was usually pretty expensive. You could get three dozen apples before spending an entire coin in 
the off-season in Csalit, but the tax and cost to transport across the desert made them extremely 
valuable here in Hertkur. Convoys don't come cheap, and that made everything not grown in the city 
expensive. 

Yet here spices were grown and tended to and shipped off to the other cities. A river flowing 
through the center of the city made it possible to sustain this fertile ground for centuries. The garden 
you had rolled in probably cost some farmer a day's worth of sales in the market. Not a big setback, but
any setback is bad nowadays. 

Shuffling through the crowd and looking at the various ramshackle stalls, you were distracted 
by the yelling of a man somewhere in the market square up ahead. Over the heads of men and women 
surrounding you, you could make out the voice of Elzri's ambassador to Hertkur, who stood atop a crate
in the market square. He had been growing louder as weeks passed. “Let us, brothers and sisters, join 
together to create a more pure union under one name, under one man!” He was, of course, talking about
Elzri. The King of Mobiaunous had been formulating a radical idea, which your ambassadors were 
instructed to communicate to the people of Hertkur and Csalit. The locals grew tired of his lost words. 
Elzri imagined the formation of one city, led by him, which joined every major settlement near your 
kingdom. The ambassador cried, “Allow the torrent of brotherhood and fraternity to wash over you, 
and let us all swim in the currents of life under the name of our true leader!” He wasn't very 
convincing. Most everyone walked around you, ignored you. Didn't give your high and mighty golden-
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embroidered robes any attention. “Young boy! You there!” The man called to you “Don't you believe in
the divine world that lies ahead with Elzri?” You continued walking and ignored him. “Elzri can make 
you rich beyond your wildest fantasies! You can bend time and space to your will! Hail Elzri, boy, for 
he is the one who shall unite us all under his flag!” You didn't look at him, even though the man's 
searing gaze was clearly felt on the back of your skull. The ambassador grew bored of your victim as 
you passed by, and started yelling about “the grand revolution of our time” again. 

you held close your loaf of bread and fruit. Night was falling quickly, and now came time to 
find a place to enjoy a late supper. There. You spotted a vendor taking down your awning and counter. 
When you folded that away, you could sneak into the makeshift tent and have a little rest. Perfect. 

With the vendor gone, and the crowds thinning, you prepared a small tent-like structure and 
crept inside. Unable to stand, you laid down on the ground and happily enjoyed your meal. You took 
the strap of your bag and heaved it off, tucking it under your head for the coins to make a hard pillow 
for you. Tomorrow you must get to the den and arbitrate the payment for the day's contracts.

“Get up!” A soft kick was administered to your chest. The wind was slightly knocked out from 
you by this sudden impact, and to the surprise you opened your eyes. The vendor from the day before 
was standing over you. The light from the day seeped in through the tent, and you had to squint to see 
the portly, bearded man who stood above you. “Yeah, get up you heathen! I'll not be making it a 
practice to let vagrants sleep in my shop!” More kicks. Dust was swept up from the ground and 
infiltrated your lungs, making breathing a very dry effort. 

The vendor wore some pricey blue jumpers with a white overcoat on, concealing the mass of 
flesh which no doubt could not be supported on a set of wooden stairs. It was a miracle that you could 
administer kicks powerful enough to wake someone with legs that seemed much too short and fat for 
them to belong to a man and not a beast.

“Yes, fine, I'll just be a moment.” You sat up and stretched your woes out of your aching body, 
looking up at the vendor with a leisure which was meant to offend. You took your time. your arms, 
first, then you stood up and stretched your legs in an elaborate yoga pose. The vendor became visibly 
aggravated when more than a minute passed of your exercise. Seeing that your welcome was officially 
worn out, you said, “Right. I'm on my way.” you reached down, retrieving your bag, and swung the 
strap over your head to tether it to your body as you had done so many times before. 

You emerged from the bright tent to an even brighter day outside in the market's dawn. Crowds 
had not yet begun to gather, but surely would as the day progressed. The market was busiest just before
closing, when most everyone had finished their work for the day. Ditch-diggers, librarians, scribes, 
parliamentary leaders, blacksmiths, and the homeless alike all came to the market at some time to 
collect produce and goods. It was the domestic lifeblood of this city, the internal economy that kept 
things moving locally. 

All around you, there were men, women, and the occasional child setting up shop for the day. 
Some sold hand-blown crystal, some pottery, and some clothing. Food, water, weapons, spices, sugar, 
and Al-kuhul. A mixture of everything from around the area was brought forth by citizens who worked 
in their homes. More notorious and older sellers sold food and drink. 

Al-kuhul wasn't rare at all, but the prices were often inflated beyond reason for those of 
reasonable income, and for the more exotic varieties from the East and West the prices were even 
higher. you had once or twice partook in its consumption, but was dismayed by the taste of what people
brought to the den. 

Ah. The den. you remembered you must be back soon to deliver payment to the Listener. Off 
you went, making for the outer edges of the market. Passing you by on the walk were robed people 
walking with their homemade cloth and manufactured wares. Notably, a veiled woman with a roll of 
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rugs, and a man carrying a tray of crystal cups. The man bumped into you, and chastised you for your 
misplaced step. 

you kept walking. The market path ran perpendicular to a road, and across the road were the 
slums. It's not all bad living in the slums. You have community here. Everyone here knows someone, 
knows each other. But no one really knew you. You were something of a black sheep among these 
people. You were a formidable courier, and a friendly person, yes, but no one stuck by your side for too
long. Perhaps this was the nature of the slums, and not really unnatural to experience. Though you 
looked at the younger gangs of boys who walked the streets and they seemed to retain that vital 
camaraderie through their lives.

It was no matter. You had the den, and whoever decided to land there for the day. Finally, you 
approached a small home, but that wasn't the place you were looking for. The house was abandoned. 
What was behind the house was what you were looking for. A smaller, rounder hut sat squarely in the 
middle of an expanse of dirt, which could have been called a farm a few years ago. 

The hut had yellowed stone walls which stretched up ten feet and ended in a conical roof. A 
small chimney off to one side spat out grey smoke into the hot sky. In place of a door, was a red 
curtain. In place of windows were bits of wood and scrap iron hastily fastened on to cover them. This 
was the den. The closest thing to a home you had. 

From the front of the house, seeing the smoke, you already knew that was not the smoke of 
normal incense, but everyone outside would be none the wiser. You had to go inside of the place to feel 
and see what the origin of the smoke really was. What business was dealt here and when someone was 
inside was told by the chimney and the billows that blossomed from it.

You tightened your bag, and made for the curtained entrance. Pushing it aside, you saw lanterns 
hung about and on tables dimly lighting the interior of this place. Red couches and low chairs were 
spread about, mostly empty. Men of young ages sat on these to the count of four. These were the 
couriers. Or at least some of them. Sickly sweet opium burned in vases spread about the room, and 
everyone present to the effect was asleep or close to it. 

Smoke swirled about, and banners of all kinds of mis-matched colors adorned the walls of the 
circular building. The ornate vases supported sticks which burned slowly and released the essence of 
the opium pasted to them. The vapor spread itself around the room and entangled each one of these 
man's minds.

One of the still-awake men was leaned back, shirtless and sweating, on one end of a red couch. 
“If you be bringing demons into our sanctuary, I'll have to ask you to leave.” He looked up, slowly and 
deliberately pronouncing the words. He pointed at you, in the midst of sitting down on another couch 
away from him. “You bring no demons?”

“No demons follow me, nor do I harbor them.” You answered back as if the man was mentally 
unstable, which for now, he was. You got comfortable on the couch, whose cushions were crushed and 
sagged by the lounging and transcendence pleasure of many men before you. You held your bag a bit 
more tightly.

“If you do not harbor demons, then you must be honest.” The man said, leaning further into 
your couch. The words escaping his mouth seemed from another world, and hard to understand. “Every
man has demons. If you are honest and do not harbor them, you must carry those demons with you.” 
He pointed to the bag. “Or,” He dropped his hand. “You must be a demon yourself.”

“I assure you, friend,” You humored the thought. “If I were a demon, I would have already 
enslaved your soul and bent you to mine will.” Now you pointed, at the opium vase nearest the man. 
”Thankfully, there is something in this room that has already done that for me. For if I were a demon or
carried them with me, there would be no peace for you in a place such as this.” your hand fell back 
onto your bag. 
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“If you really think so, boy.” The man passed out with those words. What silly things one says 
when under the effects of the sticks which sat in the vases. 

Everyone suddenly became philosophical and euphoric when exposed to this scent. Nothing 
they said seemed to be of their own thoughts or of their invention. It was as if they all spoke general 
truths. Calm, understanding truths. Exposure caused one to think differently, once they knew these 
truths. Opium provided some sort of forced meditation, where people no matter what their profession 
or status, everyone became one under its influence. For better and for worse. 

Once you have accidentally inhaled it, you can't get away from your unconscious.
All men at once sat up from deep sleep and stared at you, but somehow you were not afraid of 

them. They all disappeared, replaced by birds which flew through the windows, smashing them. 
Outside, the world was no longer a slum, but now a desert. Outside the hut were dunes of shifting 
sands, set against a gorgeous night sky. The couch began to float, carrying you with it. All was peaceful
and warm as you rose through the top of the hut and smashed through the roof. In the distance, at the 
crest of a hill, was a faint light moving about, and then that too disappeared. 

Then the devil came bursting in at once. Everything caught fire. The sand was glassed and 
horribly charred, and guardsmen with blue glowing eyes rushed into the hut below. The couch began to 
fall, and accelerated fast. you landed on the ground, the couch was now gone. Now you were on the 
floor of the hut, and the guardsmen grew larger as they pushed you with their boots and picked you up 
to throw you to the wasteland. Coins from your bag rained upwards like a bucket of water when it is 
thrown.

At once, they were all gone. The guards, the particles of eviscerated wood, and the desert 
outside all vanished with the coins. you could feel the couch again. The red, saggy cushion was under 
you. Everything faded away, and the windows were back, as well as the men on the couches. A larger, 
more elaborately dressed man stood over the man whom you talked with before. The larger man 
slapped his face and shook his shoulders, attempting to bring him back to life, it looked like. The world
found color again, and the hazy atmosphere transitioned back to normal.

The inebriated man on the couch opened his eyes, and saw the Listener directly in front of him. 
“Hey, boss...” He groaned. “Didn't think you'd be here so soon... Got started without you... “ The opium
sticks had all been smothered at half-length. 

“Yes, I see.” The Listener said, looking around the room at your rag-tag band of couriers. A sack
by the door which wasn't there before was spilling some of its contents of rolled-up fabric. “I'll be 
having the coin you all earned from yesterday.” 

The Listener was the chief of the tribe for your band of messengers. He took care of top-tier 
contracts and solicited customers with a high yield of coins. He acted like a big brother, most of the 
time. Giving out hand-me-down swords and bags and clothes and all manner of items. The Listener 
supplied the couriers with their cargo the other half of the time, which he presumably gathered from a 
place elsewhere. No one knew for sure if he had a stash in the city, or if there was an alchemist 
somewhere who crafted the opium sticks for him. All the couriers knew is that they were tasked with 
the delivery. The middle men and the arbiters for high-value contraband.

Rumors spread around the slums said that The Listener once had a brush with the guardsmen, 
which he got his name from. Listening, and not speaking in the face of danger, only acting. You had 
never seen him hurt anyone in person. You had only heard the tales. 

You pulled out and counted the twenty coins you earned from messages yesterday, after which 
you handed them to The Listener. The other seven or so that still clanged around your bag were all the 
messenger's fees you had collected yesterday. 

The Listener continued gathering coins from the other four men, who were still in varying states
of intoxication. They were most likely stupefied enough to give him their tips as well as the price of the
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goods. That made all that work from yesterday worthless for those who did. The coins they received as 
bonuses were what sustained the couriers individually, allowed them any true leisure. One of the 
reasons why you didn't habitually take part in breathing opium was due to the loss of coinage from 
consuming it. Either by giving away your earnings or spending them on the product itself, but both 
were essentially the same thing.

You didn't know what the other men did, if they did anything apart from sitting and smoking in 
the den. They could have wives, children, and responsibility outside of these dangerous services. They 
could be doing all this for fun, maybe that's why they gave away their tips. Who knows. You surely 
didn't. 

“Right, then. Thanks for that.” The Listener counted up the coins and cross-referenced it with 
the amount of deliveries from yesterday. Satisfied with the higher-than-expected number, he looked at 
you, who seemed to be the only truly functioning person in the room outside of himself. “I've got a 
delivery for you to carry out.” You were so used to hearing those words. “A very important one.” That 
was a sort of code for it being the only delivery you'd be making that day. Often this had meant a longer
time spent running, or a guard-dense area to traverse. Normally this wasn't something you would 
accept, just on the principle that it was quite dangerous. 

But you did. “Alright, where am I going, and what am I taking?” You didn't like to dwell on 
what you transported. Most of the time, you'd rather not know. Some things were meant to be 
contraband for a reason. 

“It's some new piece I got from a traveling man in the desert. I don't know what it does, exactly, 
but he did tell me it was a weapon.” He took out from a blanket in his sack a curved piece of wood with
iron details attached to it in a few places. On the bottom and top were strange and curving pieces of 
metal. It looked important to somebody. “I don't expect you to know what this is, but I suspect the 
guardsmen will if it's a weapon.” The Listener wrapped up the device back in the blanket you pulled it 
from, and handed it to you. “I'm afraid if you're caught, you can't claim these are just fancy candle 
sticks like you normally can.” 

You took the blanket. “So where is it going?” You shoved the heavy thing into your bag. 
“I have a man outside the city who is after things such as these, whatever they are.” This meant 

potentially more deliveries of them in the future. “Your delivery point is at the edge of the city, outside 
the walls. Now, that shouldn't be a problem aside from the guards at the walls. So keep an eye on them, 
or find a clever way out of Hertkur. Whatever you do, do not get caught with this.” 

“I understand and I'll get it done. What's the expected price for this job?” Getting down to the 
nitty-gritty now. 

“Well, no one I know of apart from that traveling caravan had one of these. I'd expect it to be 
higher than anything else we've ever done before. Upwards of, say, a hundred coins?” That was the 
price of a decent home in the center of the city. No trinket should be worth as much as that.

Surely, The Listener is wrong about this. “I don't expect to really get that much for this chunk of
tree.” You conjectured. “Do you?” 

The Listener's eyes widened slightly and a smile crossed your lips. “Yes, my running friend, I 
really do.” This thing must be made of sorcery if it's worth that much. “You better get to it.” 

you did not have to be told twice. For a hundred coins, you could expect a tip of twenty-five for 
the fee. That was worth, why, twelve dens put together! you could buy a home in the slums outright 
with that money. You most likely wouldn't, though. you would save it, and continue doing what you 
did. Getting food and buying new clothes with it, maybe getting a small place of respite somewhere in 
the city. Oh, the dreams of things you could get with that coin. 

You had to plan out your delivery. Get to earning that so-chased coinage. The first step outside 
the den you made was towards the city wall.
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You weren't fond of jobs like this. The city was safe, free of bandits and the insane. Even if 
corrupt guards were to catch you and slit your throat for what was in your bag, you'd still be in the city. 
In the city, there are people. Not only that, but humanity. People like you jumping across alleys where 
humanity took its course. Crates of weapons and bundles of drugs on the rooftops, and the honest 
crystal peddlers and cobblers on the streets below. The city at least bred kindness and honesty. The 
desert bred aggressiveness, instincts, and deliberate disregard for anything that got in the way. you 
grew curious of the person you'd be delivering to. Was he from the desert? Would he kill for what was 
in the bag instead of paying? You began thinking of every possible event that this man could take the 
form of.

The receiver wasn't something you should be worrying about, it's the guards and their routes. A 
wall separated the city from the wastes. A twenty-foot tall brick barrier stood around the whole of the 
city, and kept out whatever dwelled in the outside. Guards stood atop that structure, roving and 
watching the horizon for dust kicked up from camels and horses. If needed, they were there to protect 
the city. To you, they only stood between you and a hefty delivery.

Caravans in the wasteland had to travel days from here if they wanted to reach Csalit. 
Mobiaunous was closer, and was larger, but was still a ways away. Hertkur shared this desert with those
two cities, and many other smaller settlements. The three bigger cities shipped items from one to 
another, and that usually took days. Caravanning was costly, and required very skilled people who 
knew the desert like no one else. It also needed people to protect it from those bandits out there. Some 
settlements bred only the desperate, who stole and pillaged. A general hassle to be around. You again 
began to wonder what the receiver's business was, appearing from the desert to take away this odd 
item. 

It didn't matter. you tried to shove the thought out of your head. What mattered was getting 
paid. You had passed by many people for many minutes on your way out. You had been walking for 
almost twenty minutes when the wall was finally visible.

You had to start formulating a real plan on how to get out unseen. There were gates along the 
wall at intervals, but those would be most heavily watched over. You could quite possibly put a hole in 
the wall if someone in the market was selling fireworks of some kind. That would be pretty expensive, 
though; probably worth more coins than you had. The idea was quickly abandoned as you neared a wall
of Hertkur. 

You were walking through some of the slightly-richer areas of the city after getting out of the 
slums. The houses here were less decrepit and somewhat flashier. The people living in these homes 
must have taken some kind of pride in their work. No doubt were there families inhabiting them, with 
all the bells and whistles you imagined a family came with. It was rare anyone had to deliver directly to
a district like this.

At a point, the houses stopped, and instead it was open. Before the wall was a ring that kept 
open a pathway for guards to walk and commerce around the city to move. It made transport around the
city simple for people who's business was in the outer edges of the city. 

Normally, that would be a huge problem for moving across it, but it was still rather early in the 
day. If you had an incognito way to get across, it would have to wait until a plan B was needed if you 
could pull off a very risky way across. 

You stopped at the edge of the homes, and sat down on the ground at its corner. You looked like 
an average bum, asking for coin. While that never worked for them, the purpose here was to simply 
look unimposing. So far, it was working. A few guards looked your way, but very quickly turned their 
attention to other, more interesting things.

Now you could figure out how to maneuver outside the massive wall. From what you could see,
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there were no cracks or craters in the wall's surface that you could shimmy up. That was the go-to tell 
for an average path, for paths are not just horizontal. Ruling out climbing as an option made this a lot 
tougher of a delivery already.

Another option, fireworks, would take much too long to acquire. Also, the wall appeared much 
too thick for some sparklers to do any damage. Good thing you hadn't blown twenty-seven coins on 
imported fireworks, then. 

You watched as more people started to walk about the edge of the wall. No one paid you any 
attention besides the occasional glance. It was getting riskier.

You looked up above at the homes that surrounded you. The rooftops could get quite high. 
Perhaps you could leap to the wall if you could avoid the sight of guards. No one on the street would 
care, and if they raised alarm over a flying man, everyone would suspect they just wandered in from the
desert. No fuss. 

You had your plan. You got up off the ground, brushing the sand off your breeches and heaving 
your bag over your shoulder. The device was very heavy. Could you make a ten-foot jump with this 
thing strapped to you? 

The first difficulty of your plan was encountered as you began looking for a way to the roof. 
The device seemed to get heavier as you stood against the wall. You shook off the tiredness. That was a
long walk to the edge of the city and not enough rest for it. You had to push through the fatigue. 

There. A stairway leading to the balcony. You hurried up before anyone inside sensed you, and 
upon getting to the balcony, climbed up to the second story roof. You got on your belly as quickly as 
you could and looked at the wall. You were breathing hard already, that rush of adrenaline woke you up
some. You had to keep moving.

The wall looked to be much closer now, if you got a running start you could reach the edge after
jumping for it. The guards on the wall hadn't seen you scramble to the roof, and you observed them. 

One stood in your way. After thirty seconds of the guard not moving, you began to get 
impatient. Still on your belly, you crawled towards the opposite edge of the roof. Turning back around, 
you saw the guard moving. You froze.

The two guardsmen closest to you were now facing and moving opposite directions, both away 
from where you were meant to land. You had a clearing. This was your chance. 

You stood up, tightening your bag, and ran for the edge of the roof. A hard final step on earth, 
and you launched your way into the air, catching flight. The wall was closer in milliseconds. People 
below had eyes captured by this sudden fast movement above them. 

You braced, your arms slightly in front of you ready to catch the edge of the wall's top. your 
small form met the wall. your legs found their brace before your hands found the edge, and you were 
there on the side. You made it. 

Your second problem was encountered. There were no buildings on the other side of the wall to 
jump to, just a sheer twenty-foot drop onto sand. That was not cushion enough for a fall. You were 
trapped on the wall. 

You pulled yourself to the top, and remained laying down. The guards must have to turn around 
soon, and you couldn't be there when they did. No noise from below besides that which was normal 
was made. You were unnoticed for now.

You looked over the other edge of the wall. The desert. Oh, the desert. It was beautiful. 
Compared to the crowded density of the city, the golden hills, unabated in their design, went on and on 
and on. It was a sight to behold. You felt like you could surely get lost in its beauty. 

Looking down, now, you could see the ground below the other side of the city. Something was 
different. The ground was closer on this side than the other. You did nothing to question this turn of 
fortune, and you would figure out why this was later on. Now you needed to move, and keep moving. 
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You crawled over to the edge, placed your hands on it, and before slipping down, you looked back up 
at the guard who was just standing where you were. You were hanging on the outer edge now. 

You gauged the distance to the ground, made the decision, and let go. Into the windswept dunes 
you went. your feet buried into the sand, and you fell over sideways down a slope, rolling until you got 
to the bottom. 

You laid in the sand, looking up at the bluest sky. your bag had landed next to your arm, which 
was outstretched. Nothing was hurting. Nothing was broken. You were outside of the wall. 

You crawled out of the sand that had built up at the city wall. Dusting yourself off, you looked 
around for someone who looked suspicious, but saw no one. The guards above the wall couldn't see 
you on the ground, either. It appeared as if you would be waiting a while if you didn't keep moving.

You began walking. Again. On the outside, there were no people. Just over the other side of the 
wall, you could barely hear the hustle of city life rising with the sun. Sand at your feet curled with the 
air and was pushed up between your toes. 

You shook yourself out of the trance. You had to focus. What had the Listener said? Just that the
contact was outside the city walls. Well, you were here. There was no contact. Maybe you had to get 
closer to a gate? That seemed like a reasonable thought. 

With nothing else to go on, you turned the opposite way
This sand was different than the sand in Hertkur somehow. It was finer. Richer. It had a 

different, golden color. Inside, the sand was brown. Each grain looked dirty in its own right. There was 
nothing in the city that purified the small granules. Out here, it was like the breeze itself picked the grit 
from whatever source of grime there was out here. 

Walking close to the wall, you could appreciate the horizon. The people seemed so far away 
already. It was an alluring thought to just abandon the city and go join the dunes. 

That was a mirage. A spell, cast by the desert that kept men walking around in aimless ecstasy. 
You recalled in your mind how those cast out of society would return so infatuated with its image. The 
desert had that effect. No one sane would ever understand.

your steps pushed aside and made mounds of sand as you went. You had been walking a while. 
The sun was getting higher to noon. As it was getting hotter, you pulled up your thin tunic hood. The 
white fabric stained with flecks of hallucination and tales of dirt. You held onto your bag as you walked
and every so often tripped over a rogue sand bank.

The gate had come into view. It was still far off, but you could see it now. The shadow of the 
wall covered you as you rounded a curve of the city wall. You could pull your hood off now, as the 
sand here was cool and the air suddenly so not hot. 

No suspicious person, still. No receiver to take from you the cargo. You sighed. You had no idea
where this person was meant to be. This wasn't something you wanted to abandon, either. You didn't 
know how important it may or may not have been to someone who may or may not have been 
important. 

“Psst” A hand reached out of the sand. It pointed directly at you. This was certainly suspicious. 
“What... who are you?” You stepped back about eight feet, holding your bag close. You drew 

your hood up again as you stepped out of the shade. 
“The better question is what have you got in that bag?” A sniveling, throaty voice wisped from 

the sand. An old, wrinkled arm stood like a wilted plant out of the sand, limp. 
“It's probably best for me to not tell you, unless you already know.” You hoped this was the 

drop-off. “Do you know?”
The hand began gyrating as if trying to remember. “I'm supposed to pick up a, uh, drat... what 

did you say...” It fell back to the ground, looking for an answer. Then it disappeared. A grotesquely old 
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man came to form from the sand, wild-eyed and wind breaking the dust from your face. “What's in the 
bag?” 

“I don't know.” You said, still stepping further back into the desert away from the man. “It's this 
odd, wooden thing with iron on it. I don't know.” 

“Aha! That sounds like it!” The man became weary of the guards on the wall behind you, 
understanding discretion was probably best to go about this transaction, and quieting down. “Get 
closer, boy, before you're seen.”

This was the single most sensible thing said by the man so far. “All right, give me a moment.” 
You said, reaching in your bag and gripping your dagger as you approached the man. 

You had reached the shade when the man looked straight ahead. “I've got it!” He looked at you. 
“It's called a kang or a chang or something like that. Let me see! I've only ever heard of them.”

“Let's see the coins first, then I'll let you see and have whatever this is.” 
“All right, all right.” The man turned back around to the sand and dug around the crater he 

emerged from. He found a large and buried leather pouch. “Here we are.” He threw the heavy pouch to 
you after shaking it off.

With your other hand, you caught it, and released grip on the dagger. You took out the cloth 
bundle, and heaved it to the man. “Hope that's what you're looking for.”

“Qiang!” The man exclaimed quietly as the cloth unrolled in his hand, exposing the device. 
“Yes, little messenger, this is what I've been looking for.” He took a moment from looking at the device
to look you in the eye. “You do not know how long I've been searching for this.”

“Glad I could help you along.” You pocketed the pouch, turning from the man. You started off 
for the gate. It would be before noon perhaps when you got back into the city. 

“Boy!” You stopped and turned to face the man again. “You do not know what you carried! You 
do not know the value!” The man was laying on the ground, covering yourself in sand.

“The value is in what you paid for it!” You quipped before turning again. 
What an odd character, that man. Who knows what that thing was or why he liked the sand so 

intimately. Whatever helps him get through the day, you rationalized. He was probably far-gone 
anyways.

You could get through a gate with no problem, now. You had offloaded your cargo, and would 
no longer be detained for carrying it, whatever it was. In moments you would walk up to the guards at 
the gate, and pass right through it without a second glance. Into the frantic oblivion of the city once 
more.

You were far away from the slums you knew. Blank faces and stone walls sprang up around you
as you shuffled through the crowds towards the heart of the city. You hadn't often been to this part of 
the city, but it always entranced you. Much like the market you were accustomed to, the heart of the 
city boasted a massive marketplace. Camel trains and vendors would appear and sell goods sought from
the farthest reaches of the desert. Here in the heart, there is much more than the slums could ever boast.
That must have been some kind of advertisement on part of the vendors. It did its job, as the more high-
class customers and vendors appeared here in these streets, and not in the more culturally-rich slum 
market.

You found an unoccupied wall to sit down in front of and lean on, and emptied your bag of 
coins, and counted them out on the ground. You started with separating your cut from the delivery. 
One... two... three... became at last thirty-one. Thirty-one coins. You had seldom held this much in your
life, and even seldomer counted it as your own. 

You looked around to make sure no one saw a fragile figure with a lot of money, and shrewdly 
tossed the coins back in your bag. 
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Thirty-one coins. That was a lot of money to you. Among the people in this market, however, it 
was perhaps a day's pay for waking up. And that is a generous estimate. 

Maxim, the ruler of the city, didn't even wake up for thirty-one coins. From your sitting place, 
you could see off in the distance the ivory-white palace. That was where official business was 
conducted, and no doubt where officials were trying to legally escort Elzri's annoying ambassadors out 
of the city. 

You still had to find a way back to the slums. Asking someone right out, “Where are the lower-
income huts?” felt very strange to do. You looked at the sky, unsure of what time it was. Judging by the
hustle and bustle, it was most likely afternoon by now. You ought to get up soon, or else you'd lose 
more time getting back to the Listener. 

A voice underneath the rabble, low, and speaking in an incredibly low tone, caught your 
attention. Darting your eyes left and right, combing the immediate area for the source, no one could be 
found. You stood, dusted yourself off, and again stopped still to listen closely for a direction to the 
sound. There was nothing immediate to go off of. 

You began to walk into the market, ignoring the people in fine linens swarming all around you. 
your ears tuned in to that low voice beneath all the others, and upon a short venture through the center 
of the marketplace, discovered its origin. 

A man in red robes sat upon a prayer mat, and was surrounded by gold; with sticks of incense 
which you hadn't ever detected in your life burning around him. He was letting bellow low notes that 
resonated with your immediate surroundings. 

“Excuse me?” You were leaning in close, and whispered. “Sir, why are you singing like this?” 
The man was once facing downward, a hood covering the entirety of his face. This approach 

caused him to cease singing immediately, making the sound of the market seem much crisper. He 
slowly looked up at you, and removed the hood as he did with both ease and formality. His features 
revealed a man scarred. With many long-closed wounds adorning his face in every which way, as if he 
had fenced every day of his younger life. A white beard exaggerated that effect, which is to say he 
looked extremely wise. 

“And why have you stopped singing now? Just because of me?” You went on, not sure what to 
make of the situation quite yet.

“She tells me when to stop singing.” His voice had continued fluxing with lower keys. “It is 
merely coincidence that you appear.” You began looking down again, about to begin his song once 
more.

“Who is this h-” You were interrupted by the low, vibrating sound. “Hello?” You waved your 
face in front of the man, who had now closed his eyes. “Fantastic, a madman in the marketplace.” you 
gripped your bag and walked away, looking to leave the market at once.

The sun was setting once you had reached the den. Strangely, no one was inside but the 
Listener. You brushed the curtain aside to find him patiently waiting, sat on a couch at the far end of the
hut. 

“Let's get this over with.” He began, before you had fully entered. “I need my cut before I go 
home today.”

You were in no way going to disagree, but still a question, “Where are all the others?”
“I sent them away. They would kill at the chance for this much coin.” 
An easy enough explanation, or a thin excuse. No matter, the payment must be received. 

“Alright, well,” You sat. “After my cut, it came out to be exactly one-hundred coins.” You palmed loads
from your bag, and piled them onto the couch beside you. “Which is still way more than I was 
expecting. I hope we see more of those things.” 
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The Listener, pleased, stood up and opened a pouch to still the money into. “You've done good 
work!” The last of them clinked at the top of the heap. The drawstring was closed. The pouch was 
pocketed. “Say, I know this was a dangerous delivery. Any issues I should know about? Guards to 
bribe?” 

“Well,” Only one thing came to mind. “The receiver was just sort of...” You didn't know how to 
describe it properly. “In the sand. He was in the sand. And when he noticed me, he came out of the 
sand.” The Listener listened. “And then he gave me money for the thing, and took it very graciously.”

“And..?”
“And then he ran off and buried himself in the sand again.” You continued. “He also called the 

thing a kang or chang or something of the sort. Other than that, it went quite well.” You didn't know if 
this meant anything.

“Well, he paid, didn't he?” The Listener laughed. “Idiot! He'll probably end up dead or mad if he
hasn't already.” He started for the exit. “I'll be back tomorrow, if you'll be around?” You threw a casual 
nod. “Alright, then I will. The other men will be back, too, but I have another important job for you 
tomorrow.” 

“Another? Well, if it was anything like this, I could make a real killing.” 
“You and me both, friend.” The Listener pushed aside the curtain. “I'll be back. Be ready to go 

in the morning.” Another nod, and The Listener departed.
Neither of them were at liberty to wonder or discuss where a man buried in the desert came 

upon so much disposable money. These were strange times, truly.

That night was fraught with many things. Many things that our simple three-dimensional minds 
cannot comprehend, but things that, nevertheless, opium makes a person understand. There is a writer 
who has told tales of such things, the monsters and demons as seen from someone lost to the desert. 
While you were led to think they were all so terrible and frightening, the dull poppy scent was enough 
to strip the head of sensibility. 

So the demons came to you, as the chimney wafted earthy scents. The couch was once more 
lifted into the roof. The windows shattered and split. The stars grew bright, and you knew the moon's 
might, as you rose. The figure from the desert was closer now. The sand was now just sand and not 
scorched glass like before. With the silhouette came a low tone, like a chant or drawn out key in music. 
It reverberated and shook the couch in air. 

No guardsmen came for you this time. No demons to speak of. The silhouette could be a demon,
with the tone being its growl, but you didn't know. You didn't care. You were floating above it all, 
anyways. No need to think of these things as you should be, now you could dream. 

You were sat on the couch, head rested way back. your mouth was agape, and your eyes were 
rolled back into your head. your precious bag was resting on your chest, and your arms were spread 
wide. The bag was unguarded. As the other couriers entered the room and began to breathe in the smell,
one man resisted. Instead, he pillaged and stole. The man had jostled you to a dangerous degree. If he 
wished to secure the bag, he'd have to be more careful. The bag strap was lifted over your head and 
threaded through your arms. Perhaps soon the man could have its contents.

The low tone never grew louder as the silhouette approached. Now as it neared, a fog enveloped
it, rendering its discernible features invisible. Color began to pierce the fog. The blackness of the figure
turned red with every step it made toward you. Or was it even walking? You couldn't tell. Periodically, 
it would take a monstrous shape as it twisted and perpetually transformed, but once eyes were focused 
it appeared as a tall person. Human, almost. you felt an incredible desire to stand, but the couch was in 



Deneb Mythos #1: The Courier – Jake Thomas Shaw

air. You could only sit and watch. 
Your eyes shot open. You were in the desert, on the couch. Not floating. A man was grabbing 

you. Why? Why was the man grabbing you? As you looked at the man hunched over you, the man 
looked at you. With terrified eyes, the man tore a strap away from you and began running into the 
desert with the bag. 

“Hey!” You jumped up after him. “I'm going to catch you, you prick!” Sand kicked up small 
mountains behind the man. You knew you were good at running, you'd never tire or falter. The man 
would be caught eventually. You didn't know where you were, but you knew you needed your bag. You 
needed that money. Seconds passed.

The man looked over his shoulder to see that you were still giving chase. The man turned left, 
and then right. He cut left again, and looked over his shoulder once more. 

You had been running in a straight line, roughly fifteen feet behind him. The man continued to 
turn and dodge past nothing, and the gap began to close. Fourteen, thirteen, twelve...

The man didn't relent his escape. 
Ten, nine, eight...
What did you think to do once he was captured?
Seven, six...
The man still evaded and turned into nothing. As if he were using shortcuts in a maze, but the 

maze had no walls. Kicked-up granules of sand sprayed your shins. 
Five, four...
The man suddenly broke his stride, turning. In his hand was something. Metal, for sure. Was it 

similar to something you had seen before? There was no way of checking. You had already tackled him
to the ground. That would well be, if the ground hadn't given way, and caused both of you to go 
tumbling into an ever-darkening hole. 

Pain. 
All that seemed real was soreness. You tried to move, but lacked the energy. Groaning, you sat 

up, propped against something. Voices. Low voices. There was a crowd somewhere, but you couldn't 
see. Everything was dark. You could see yourself, however. Touching a hand to the spot that was most 
sore, you withdrew from your stomach to find an ample smearing of blood on your fingers. It hurts.

Pain.
Vision returned. The fog lifted. You were in the slums. 
Your bag lay next to you, droplets of red now adorning its face. What had happened? 
The voice of a crowd was now given shape as you finally noticed the circle of men and women 

around you. You were alone in the center. What had you been chasing after?
The circle began to part on one side, and in through it stepped a pair of guardsmen. With 

helmets, leather armor, and spears in hand. “On your feet, lad.”, one of them said. Not exactly 
forcefully, but they were clearly being kind because of the people around. 

When you demonstrated your inability to do so, they moved to grab you by the arms. “My 
bag...”, you gasped out, and pointed to it. 

One of the guardsmen picked it up and draped it lazily over your neck, and then they both 
grabbed a hold of each arm. 

Your vision faded in and out. The bag felt like it was anchoring your head to the ground, while 
your spine stubbornly resisted. your eyes hurt when they were open and observing. What little things 
you did see were being cast into a haze with every blink. The world grew darker and uncertain again. 
The man you chased before remained unseen, but the wounds incurred from last night were very real. It
hurts. 
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The last thing you remembered seeing was stairs below your dragging feet. With this, you 
decided to never again use opium. At least in the near future. 

You were on a bed. That much you knew. When your eyes cracked open and beheld the small 
cell around you, you realized where you were. Incarcerated. The straight iron bars running parallel to 
each other on one side of the room was enough evidence to that, yet the rock wall on every other side 
of the room added much more to the sad atmosphere. Words and phrases were carved into each side, at 
varying heights. Some of the more hopeless messages were found near the floor. 

You sat up, feeling your bag shift from your leg to the bed's surface. At least you still had that. 
Feeling around, you found that your dagger was missing. It would have been stupid for the guards to 
not have taken it, but in the bag was still all the coin you had earned. That's all you cared about. The 
wound in your stomach was stitched up now, as well. Wherever you were, your captors wanted you 
alive.

On the wall opposite the iron bars was a window, also barred. It peered out into the city, but you
couldn't tell at which angle you were seeing things. After a brief look around the room, and a look 
outside, you sat back on the bed. There was no where to go. No need to escape. You didn't even know 
what you were in for. Time would certainly tell. 

Feeling that there was nothing of worth to do, you laid back down. 

You woke up once more, this time to the sound of metal clanging loudly. It echoed around the 
room and could have brought the dead back to life. The jingling of keys was punctuated by the opening
of your cell door. “Get up, prisoner.” A guard commanded. “Your presence is requested by Lord 
Eldritch.” 

You rubbed the sleep from your face, completely unaware of any time passing in your sleep; or 
really any sleep occurring at all. “What for?” You stood, clutching your bag. “And why am I here?” 

“That's for him to discuss with you. I shall escort you to his office.” The guard motioned. “We 
must be timely, Lord Eldritch is a busy man.” 

“Looks like I have something to do today.” The guard began walking, and you followed. Today. 
What day was today? The important delivery debrief had certainly been lost. It's best to not worry 
about it right now. What was worth worrying about was this “Lord” you were meant to see. You had 
never heard of a prisoner talking with nobility before. 

You racked your brain as they walked through the dungeon-like corridors. What could you have 
done to be here? 

They turned a corner and walked up a flight of stairs, which opened into a grand foyer. This 
looked completely different from the rooms and halls before you. Grand. Pillars on each wall stood tall,
stretching from the floor to the ceiling. They outlined a dome which capped the entirety of the 
structure. The tile floor beneath me walk slick and cool on my feet. 

I followed the guard across the room, and we walked through an arched doorway, where one 
side of the room had a desk. Behind the desk was an elegantly-clad man, and sitting in front of him 
were two other men. 

One of the men stood up quickly and began yelling. You turned around and stormed in the 
direction of you. The other man appeared to apologize and thank the man behind the desk before 
standing up and jogging after the first man. 

You looked intently at the man behind the desk as the steps from the other two faded and 
disappeared. The man behind the desk, deduced to be important and by extension deduced to be Lord 
Eldritch, looked like he worked the fields. He was very tan, with his eyes stark white against his skin. 
He wore white robes that looked to be new every day he woke up and put them on. A small head 
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wrapping covered the top of his head, with scraggly tufts of black curly hair sticking out in places. He 
didn't look like royalty. 

“Please,” Lord Eldritch addressed you. “Come and sit.” You looked at the guard, who stepped 
aside, and proceeded to one of the chairs in front of the desk. “Have you ever heard of Anodia, boy?” 
Eldritch tapped on the desk, pointing out a map. “It's down the river a long ways. If you follow the 
treeline for a long time, the river empties into a lake. I hear it's supposed to be quite lovely around 
autumn.” He sat back in his chair and thought for a moment. “You know, I've never been there, but I 
bought a cottage for whenever I just so happen to be there.” You shuffled in your chair, uncomfortable. 
“See, I like having things I like.” He leaned in, looking at the map on his desk. “So one day, I was 
walking around the market, and found some paintings that looked nice; next thing I know, I was buying
a piece of the subject of those paintings.” You didn't dare interrupt. Eldritch has a way of intimidation 
which requires no effort: a title. “You know who I am?”

“I'm assuming you are Lord Eldritch.” You felt some tension recede. “I've heard your name 
before, but I don't know exactly who you are.” 

“I am a rather influential person here in Hertkur. Captain of the city watch, among other things.”
Which would explain why you were here. Something wrong has been done. “So on that note, allow me 
to cut to the chase and dispel your worries. A couple of guardsmen reported that they found you, 
wounded, somewhere in the lower-income district this morning.” You nodded. You could feel your 
quickly-beating heart calm down. “We believe the man who was witnessed running from the scene had 
something to do with it.” You nodded. “We also have reason to believe that he were involved with a 
number of crimes that occurred last evening and this morning.” Eldritch leaned back. “Is there anything
you can tell us about him? Anything you remember that would stand out in a crowd, or any defining 
features we can use to catch him?”

You blinked. Your eyes looked up to the painting behind Eldritch. A wondrous landscape of 
orange trees and incredibly blue water. “Uh...” Tell the truth that you were inhaling opium immediately 
prior? “Well, I only ever saw him behind that I remember.” Eldritch looked closely. “He broke into my 
house while I was sleeping and I woke up to him rifling through my bag. I carry my money and 
personal effects in there, and when he saw me looking at him he grabbed the whole thing and ran. 
Naturally, my life savings being kept there, I took off after him.” The lord looked satisfied with the 
explanation. “After a few minutes of being right on his tail, I was able to tackle him to the ground. 
Everything after that, I can't remember.”

“What did he look like?” 
“He was older than me, not yet to middle age.” You looked up to the right side of the painting. 

“He was wearing decently tattered clothes, like he had been out for a while without a proper bath.” 
Eldritch let this sit for a few seconds. “Had you ever seen the man before?”
“Not that I can remember. He just looked like another face to me.” You thought for a moment. 

“Say, why are you asking me all these questions? I thought that guards usually handled questioning. I 
wasn't aware I was worth a full audience with the captain yourself.” 

“You're clever.” You tensed up. “The quickest explanation is that I plan on moving to Anodia 
very soon.” He pointed up at the painting behind him. “I am young for this position, and I will retire a 
rather wealthy man for it. I decided to investigate a few petty cases until I must start training my 
replacement, to fill time. We brought you here because you needed some attention, and appeared to be 
knocked out when my men found you.” 

“Is that all you need from me, then?” you braced yourself to stand. 
“Not quite. One more thing.” Your heart was seized. Had you left anything in the bag that you 

shouldn't have? “Here's your dagger.” A wave of unbridled relief. You stood and turned to leave. “Pray 
you needn't use it anytime soon!” Eldritch shouted after you.
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Once out of view of Eldritch, you quickly walked for the exit, and found yourself in the high-
class district once more. You had to get back to the den. The Listener told you to be waiting.

You arrived to the den to find it abandoned. All the opium caches hidden under chairs and in 
low cabinets were gone. The curtain remained, as did the boards in the windows and the sagging 
furniture. It could be that this den was no longer. Yet you waited for the Listener. An hour passed. 
Maybe two. You couldn't count, couldn't keep your head straight. You looked at your healing wound 
every once in a while. It was still extremely sore.”

Flames reflected off of the man's goggles. Throughout his gripping story, Iszak hadn't felt 
himself grow thirsty. Yet he was running out of time. The man's red raincoat was barely distinguishable 
from the sand dunes. His gruff, soothing voice hadn't been betrayed by a moving mouth underneath his 
tied red scarf for the entirety of his exposition. The wide brim of his red hat, when lifted, revealed his 
goggles again. They reflected the fire which had been burning for as long as Iszak remembered 
anything in the world. “Then someone did appear in the doorway, Iszak.” The goggles inhumanely 
stared at the dying man on the other side of the pyre. “But it wasn't the Listener,” The red man stood 
and stoked the flames with his razor-edged shovel. “It was a squad of guards, following you to a den of 
thieves and smugglers.” Iszak looked up, seeing a ghostly silhouette set against a sky filled with stars. 
“And now you've been lost in the desert for a week.” He pulled up the shovel, “Exiled.”, then brought 
its edge down on the center of the fire; emitting a violent flash of particles. The man looked at the 
moon above the horizon, off in the distance, then back at Iszak. Iszak had stopped moving. The red 
man walked with slow determination around the fire, confident in these events. On the other side of 
Iszak was a small hole, dug before he had collapsed nearby and crawled to the etheric embers. The red 
man had been waiting for him. Now, he walked to Iszak, and with a firm foot pushed his lifeless form 
into the hole. He didn't have to bury him. The mighty Nogyave would kindly take care of that in time. 

“Then,” The red man proceeded. “You died.” He looked down at Iszak's ragdolled body with a 
stoic truth. Then he turned in the moonlight, away from the fire's edge. The red man calmly walked off 
into the desert, with a backpack of burning incense smoke trailing as he disappeared into the dunes.


