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 Dominic was out of his depth. Wearing robes into the desert along with a small camel train to go 

speak to the natives. The people of Mobiaunous would balk at this. The Nogyaveans were not on great 

terms with the city inhabitants. A historic brick wall still stood in the center of the city, marking where 

the first of many skirmishes between the old settlers and the natives took place over a hundred years 

ago. Since those times, there had only ever been strife in the public eye. Nothing of what Dominic and 

his two companions were out to do that day was normal, however. 

 Colonial masters of past days had once sought a resource in this region, which stirred up the 

machine of war in the north. In his early early lifetime, Mobiaunous had been called Little Quincy and 

was ruled by Quincy and her queen, from the north. After the inevitable loss of interest after high risk 

and low reward conflicts with its neighbors, the ruling party of Little Quincy fled back north any which 

way it could, following the river. It was the belief of the king that whatever resource the colonialists 

were after was still out here and very much worth searching for. What this meant was learning what the 

local tribes spoke of among themselves as myths and legends. Dominic had spent much time in the 

castle's library, parsing what details others had brought of the local's language and what to expect when 

he walked far away enough from the city that he could no longer see it. He was considered a scholar, 

with a good enough knowledge of the Nogyave desert to go out and explore. 

 In the past, Dominic had been in the desert with the aid of a much larger caravan with guides, 

weapons to defend themselves from anything that might attack, and plenty of supplies to last himself a 

long time. This expedition saw himself and two camels wandering where they could in search of life. 

He didn't have enough supplies to last for a return trip, and so his incentive was to communicate with 

natives in the desert in order to collect supplies to come back. Otherwise, he would be a failure, and 

long lost to the mighty Nogyave. 

 He led the first camel by a length of rope and traversed the dunes of the deep desert, searching 

for signs of nomads. Without the amount of supplies he was used to, Dominic couldn't afford to waste 

time tracking them. Although he saw footprints and trails in the hot sand, it'd be moot to follow. 

 Dominic was in day two of his venture, still without signs of a permanent settlement. No fire 

pits, no waste, no nothing. Many volumes of colonial-era research said that the nomads consumed 

everything that they could. It was surprising that they didn't cover their tracks, with the books also 

saying that there are various tribes, and each has a different relationship with the others. Some were 

constantly harassing each other. Others traded openly. 

 He reached the crest of one of many dunes he had crossed today. About 2 miles out, there was 

the entrance to a small canyon with walls maybe 40 meters high. He could see glorious shade, and 

perhaps that would also mean a settlement within. Dominic forged on, tightening a shemagh around his 

head to ward off the dusty sun and wiping the sweat off his forehead. 

 The camels plodded along, not bothered at all by this small journey of theirs. They seemed 

lively as ever, with tiny cloth tents mounted and pitched to them to provide shade while they carried 

Dominic's supplies. He had with him enough food and water for five days, a map, some personal 

effects, and a notebook to collect what information he could. All mounted on saddlebags tied to the 

camels. If either of them got away or wandered off, Dominic would certainly be doomed. 

 His destination now was the canyon, as there was a clear stopping point inside someplace. If 

there weren't people already there, there looked to be ample room to pitch a tent and hitch the camels to 

something. And if there was no sign of life by the end of the night, he could always circle back around 

and head back to the kingdom a failure. That would be better than dying. 

 A half an hour of flat sandy terrain and some sore legs later, Dominic arrived with his entourage 

at the mouth of the canyon. The sun had entered its late afternoon stage, every so slowly lowering out 

of view. 

 The canyon had a floor perhaps 4 meters across, and evident were large caves bored into its 

sides. There'd be no need to pitch a tent, which was a fantastic stroke of luck. Dominic walked into the 

shade and stumbled on its rocky floor, catching himself just before entirely losing balance. He sat for 
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the first time since last night, breathing in and out to collect himself. He was doing okay on supplies. 

 Dominic thought it might be a good idea to quickly find a place to rest inside, while the sun was 

still shining. Luckily, the mouth of the canyon faced the west, and there was still some light from which 

to see. 

 There was plenty of danger in wandering into a cave. One of his personal effects was a pistol, 

smuggled in with his supplies. The king didn't want Dominic to pose a threat to the Nogyaveans, let 

alone kill any of them. That certainly wouldn't improve relations. But the pistol might have been a good 

tool to hunt animals if there had been any, besides vultures rarely flying overhead. 

 Now he withdrew it from a saddlebag, and cautiously walked into the cave. It seemed deep, but 

not by much. He felt along the wall with his free hand and shakily held the ancient flintlock in his hand, 

finding that it rounded off a good way in and didn't seem to extend any further. It would be fine to sleep 

in for a night. 

 Dominic returned to the cave's entrance to tie up the camels to the remains of a tree. The rope 

was long enough that they could walk about relatively freely and come into the cave, but for now they 

simply stood at the entrance and watched Dominic as he gathered his sleeping arrangements. 

 He pulled out the tent materials from a saddlebag and laid it all out to sleep on instead of set up. 

The sun waned now, and with the last light he pulled out his notebook to quickly write down details of 

his trip so far today: “Nothing of interest. Located a canyon, and a cave within to rest for the night. 

Roughly 25 miles traveled today, judging by the sun and the stars.” 

 Dominic sighed, seeing the sun lay low and turn the sky a bright pink. He returned to the cave 

and parsed his notebook entries, seeing the previous day and a half returned similar results. At least he 

had this canyon, now. Perhaps he wouldn't be woken by the scorched air this time. 

 

 Entry 1: “I have been chosen for a mission into the desert to contact any tribe I can. The king 

has heard of my aptitude for cartography, and so I am traveling with what has been documented of the 

Nogyave so far, as well as this small notebook to describe whatever foreign I may come across. As 

weary of this as I am, I'm confident in my tracking ability to be able to locate anyone out here, if they 

are in fact out here.” 

 

 Entry 2: “Sun set three hours ago, and the desert grows cold. I have set up camp for the night, 

with the city long out of view. No lights to speak of besides those in the sky. Camels doing well. 

Supplies being consumed as expected. In two days I will turn back and attempt to retrace my steps if 

nobody is spotted.” 

 

 He woke up the next morning expecting to be in the center of a bunch of curious savages 

poking him with sticks, but much to his relief (and crushed sense of adrenaline) there was nothing there 

but what he brought with him. 

 The tent rolled up without difficulty and he strapped the pistol to his chest, placing everything 

he'd taken out back onto the backs of the camels after jotting another entry. Today's goal was to locate 

anything he could. Hills, landmarks, anything. It started with this canyon. 

 It was a rather large cut in the world, but the floor was small, with the camels and Dominic 

barely being able to fit in the width while standing shoulder-to-shoulder. So far it hadn't been an issue, 

but one mile into the canyon it became clear that the hard granite floor of the canyon was not as 

forgiving as the dunes of sand were. There was no way he was going to be able to walk for very long in 

the canyon with the sandals he brought for exploring the desert. 

 This in mind, he turned around to head for the desert once more. Perhaps it was time to abandon 

this damned mission. Even with tracking skills there was no way he was going to be able to find any of 

these tribes. He'd rather die in Mobiaunous, in comfort, than waste away in the desert. 

 Dominic had walked a quarter of the way back to the canyon's mouth, with the shemagh around 



Den of the Nogyave #1: Heart of Sand – Jake Thomas Shaw 

his mouth for the wind that kicked dust through the narrow rift. With no sun in his eyes obscuring the 

path ahead or behind, he became paranoid. One hand held the camels' lead, and the other slowly 

reached for the pistol strapped to his chest. 

 Someone was watching him. He looked behind and saw only the parts he had retreated from. 

Dominic flushed with heat as the shade seemed to warm, with an eerie howl by the wind in the caves 

around the canyon walls. 

 All at once, it became still. No more wind. Only his footsteps and the weight of the camels 

behind him were audible. He began looking to the caves to make sure no one was lurking about, and 

yet the feeling didn't cease as the canyon's mouth seemed to stretch further away. 

 As he kept going, listening to the deafening sound of his own footsteps and panicked heart, he 

looked to the canyon's crest above him. There was a single figure stood still, those 40 meters up. Just a 

silhouette, but it was certainly a man, eclipsing the sun enough that it might make someone second 

guess it being there. But there was, just that single figure. 

 Dominic quickly unstrapped his pistol, looking down to pry the firearm free and looking up 

again to be blinded by the sun. The figure was no more. His heart continued to ring in his ears as 

nothing could be heard, as he stood frozen and his camels followed suit, but out of tedium. 

 His head shot all around; ahead, behind, in the caves beside him, and nothing was there. But 

then his heart began to beat more viciously. More primal, more... rhythmic? It wasn't his heart that had 

been beating. It was drums. Far off, but growing louder. 

 Silent but the drums fading in closer and closer to him, Dominic was stood still until the thought 

set in. Drums are the sound of war. He began tugging on the lead and trying to run his camels. “Damn it 

all, run, you creatures!”, he shouted. He was not a fighting man. This was beyond him. He pulled and 

pulled, but the camels were too disinterested to move. 

 The drums were so close they rattled him to the core, and his hands began to shake with the 

uncertainty creeping over the next few moments. At last, he threw the lead to the ground and began 

sprinting, pistol in hand, to spit out into the desert. 

 Every footfall of his sandals on the rough canyon floor was excruciating, exacerbated by 

running on the rock. The drums still didn't sound like they were drums, it was just noise that was so 

deep it evoked the evil in the heart of every man. It was a dreadful dirge that could demoralize any foe. 

 He looked over his shoulder to find that his camels were gone. He looked above to see that there 

was nobody at the top of the canyon, and this panicked him even more as the drums got closer. 

 Until out he popped into the desert, falling into the first grains he touched. The ground beneath 

him still vibrated unnaturally, with the sand jumping slightly around him to the beat of the drum. The 

pistol only had one shot, he remembered the rest lie with the camels. This madness would stop one way 

or another. 

 Then over the crest of the dune he had come over the previous day, there appeared people. 

Running. Spears. Olive skin. Strips of dark reddish-brown cloth tied around their waists. Dominic had 

read about this tribe before, and they are among the least friendly to outsiders. They took care to 

interrupt caravans traveling with cargo across the desert, and to war with other tribes when territory 

was disputed. Little else was known about them, save for their nomadic tendencies. 

 Dominic immediately took his sandals off and turned to run directly back into the canyon. This 

was brazen of them to attack a lone wanderer from the city. He had quite literally nothing valuable 

besides the pistol, which was useless salvage after all the ammunition was fired. 

 The tribe would overtake him soon, and he would not go down without inflicting damage of his 

own. Three minutes into his sprint back into the canyon, they were in as well. Slowed by the narrow 

walls now, he could see there was a small party of maybe a dozen of them, but still nothing he could 

fight on his own. 

 He slowed his pace and turned. Backing up, he could not help but watch as they grew closer and 

closer. At 100 feet away and closing, Dominic leveled the pistol. 
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 It was an old colonial model, tried and true, with a special kind of bearing that was designed to 

pierce through metal armor at range. These tribesmen, perhaps never seeing one of these before, 

continued their assault on the wandering scholar, and at 50 feet, Dominic fired. 

 The first three in the line went down, the fourth was hurt, and the rest halted. Seeing the 

destruction this small device had just wrought, they cautiously watched and ducked behind rocks as 

Dominic pretended to reload it. He pointed it back at them, and they stood, prepared for whatever 

happened next. 

 Though, Dominic continued to back away. His heart now again the thing pounding rather than 

drums, he know at some point he would have to keep running. He had killed now. He was a murderer. 

This was less important than his continuing to live. 

 The remaining tribesmen decided to call his bluff, once again moving towards him, but more 

slowly this time. Hatchets and crude knives in their hands, they took off running after him when 

Dominic didn't shoot again. 

 This is the end, he thought. This fantastic journey into the desert would end with his head on a 

pike. He'd at least have contacted a tribe after all. What a cold comfort. But where had the drums gone? 

He nearly hadn't noticed them stop beating since his heart had replaced it. 

 He turned tail and ran, too, thinking of how it would all come to a close. Then a yelp from 

behind. A surprised cry out by one of the men chasing him. Dominic turned to see, and there were 

arrows pouring into the chasing nomads from the upper reaches of the canyon. 9 tribesmen dwindled 

within seconds down to none, with them not having but moments to realize what was happening. 

 The arrows had come from divots in the canyon walls high above, what looked like caves of 

sandstone similar to the one he had woken up in this morning. 12 dead tribesmen crowded the path of 

the canyon once again, and looking up into the caves, Dominic witnessed more natives emerge from 

the shade. 

 They stood at the entrances to massive caves far off the ground, like tunnels. They came out of 

the caves beside him, they crowded the floor around him, and his camels reappeared, led by an older 

looking man with paint on his face. “[This is yours.]” Dominic understood the man, and his guard with 

pistol pointing towards the canyon's exit slowly sank back to his hip. The man confidently pulled the 

camels towards Dominic, letting the rope flow from his hands and into Dominic's, no longer shaking. 

As he processed what was happening, looking up at the eager natives, the old man rose a hand to 

gesture to the canyon around them. “[This is ours. Bring peace. You are welcome.]” 

  

 Venturing into a cave, Dominic was led by the elder and followed by dozens of natives. From 

what he could gather, the red-stripes were belligerents to these rift-dwellers, who accordingly were apt 

to shoot them on sight. Their den was vast and built like an anthill. Torches and vents to the outside lit 

up the tunnels as they walked, on inclines and over hills, where they passed rooms of natives going 

about their daily lives. They were hidden in these walls. 

 Dominic conjured up all the languages he learned, saying “[It is pretty here.]” 

 This seemed to surprise the leading elder, who responded with. “[Yes. It is ours.]” 

 It almost seemed smug, but rightfully so, as this must have taken years to build. Even the 

Csalitians would toil at boring out this rock in a similar fashion. Dominic had taken out his notebook 

after being reacquainted with his camels, and had been jotting everything he could while they walked. 

 After some time, they reached a large, open area. It seemed like a massive gathering place, 

absolutely cavernous. There were holes in the roof, from which it was evident that the ceiling was 

about 20 feet thick. At the center, a bonfire burned. It looked like it consisted of stumps of trees and 

other debris they found. Around it were crude grilles to cook, and it even appeared as if they had a 

forge here. This was like nothing that had ever been documented before. He excitedly scribbled every 

little detail into his notebook. “[How long are you be here?]” 

 They stopped at the grilles, laden with stripped vultures. “[3302 cycles of the eye of the night.]” 
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Furrowing his brow at this detail, Dominic wrote it down. “[You are strange. How do you find us?]” 

 “[I was sent by my village. We are interested in meeting you.]” 

 “[No good has come from talking with your people. You war, you yell, and we watch. Now we 

war because you are here. Those others... dead... will certainly have others come for us. I hope it is a 

good trade.]” 

 “[What do you want with me?]” 

 “[You want to see us. We will show you.]” 

 

 Entry 5: “I came under attack from redstripes today, and fled into this canyon where I found that 

there was another community of natives living within its walls. These rift-dwellers fought off the 

redstripes chasing me and welcomed me into their community. I understood some of their dialect, and 

was able to converse with those who helped me. To which I have found wonderful things about their 

history. They have lived in the walls of this canyon for hundreds of years, with branches of tunnels 

going all around like an anthill. I have seen them work with metal like we do in forges. I am able to 

understand them and so I am asking questions. They are far from hostile, and in fact seem to see those 

that claim the desert as a scourge. More importantly: they have settled here. We may at last be able to 

make relations with the natives, and I have found a friendly tribe in the den of the Nogyave.” 

 

 Entry 8: “They tell stories generations old, passed down from those who first found this place. I 

have heard legends around the bonfire of red men who dig graves in the desert, and of a heavenly place 

far beyond the horizon. They speak with vigor, and nearly every week hold ceremony around the 

bonfire, singing in their tongue for blessings of the future, of good health, and of swift confidence in 

times of uncertainty. It's been indicated that nothing has changed much since my arrival, and I have 

somehow been so accepted that I am treated like I've been here for my entire life. While this is 

unexpected, it is a wonderful development. I may be able to learn more than I had ever thought I 

could.” 

 

 It had been a week since Dominic set off from Mobi, and the king had written him off as a loss. 

But in truth, Dominic had been living in a canyon many miles from the city. The rift-dwellers called 

this place “Yeyroas”, literally “Beneath feet”. The people of Yeyroas were unlike the redstripes known 

to the people of Mobi in that they were hospitable. The redstripes had been known to the city since it 

was first settled, and originally started out as a roving band of traders to the settlement, but over time 

relations worsened until open attacks were common. 

 The Yeyroasans were very unlike the nomads, in that they had a settlement of their own in this 

canyon, and most likely had a history with the roving redstripes in the desert. In comparison, the 

Yeyroasans were entirely sophisticated. 

 Dominic now was a small part of the daily life in these tunnels. He cataloged how they grew 

crops by absorbing rain through the clay ceiling closer to the surface, how they built complex cutlery 

and arrowheads by use of a forge (unknown to be used by natives at any time before), and the traditions 

they spoke of. They had deities living in mountains and shepherds of the desert sands. Spoken every 

word in a dialect he could understand. His notebook had swiftly become the authority on the Nogyave 

tribes, and he had gotten further than any scholar before him. 

 Even now, sitting before a bonfire and watching the elder Yeyroasan from before speak to other 

tribesmen, he understood that they were speaking of the gentle rains they had gotten the previous 

month. He wrote in his notebook, “They talk of recent rains, but that doesn't make sense. The only 

source of water for miles around is the Aaugyst River, and even then Mobi doesn't get much rain. It 

seems impossible that they are able to sustain farmland without even what we have.” 

 Dominic arrived back in town after three more days of being presumed dead. When he 

approached the king in his palace, he spoke of grand traditions and complex argicultural developments, 
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and Breeg did nothing but smile. They had learned. The king thirsted for knowledge of the region. 

Perhaps he saw something rich in it that no one else had. 

 Dominic's notebook was held and taken to the scribes of the library, where they copied it word-

for-word into dozens of volumes to add to the growing knowledge of the desert. Even the method of 

farming on clay deposits might be of use to harvesting crop near the river. 

 And so he saw himself rise to be the very thing every library-lurker wished: a source of 

knowledge. As he sat in a small ceremony where the king and ruling diplomats from the other cities, he 

couldn't help but yearn for another taste of that adventure. With this pioneering move in establishing 

native relations, he became the man to go to for all questions, mundane or otherwise. 

 He only lasted a month in town before rounding up a group of other educated men to begin a 

series of journeys across the desert, and this time he had the full backing of King Breeg's treasuries. 

With this, he had the newest equipment ranging from binoculars to the robes he wore. This time, being 

sponsored by the king, Dominic also carried a flag, affixed to his backpack, which itself held the 

insignia of the Deneb cities. 

 With this, Dominic's heart surged with joy. He felt no more happy in the city when they came 

back with reports than when he was able to set foot in the desert again. Where might they go, this group 

of intellectuals? What might they find? 

 Nobody knew, so they had to be the ones to find out. 

 

  


