Quest 11: Phantyssi
    An icy crisp gale of wind whipped past the motionless boy, leaving a red lash on his bare cheek.  His eyes shuttered open as the wind’s whistling amplified in his pounding head.  The arctic sensation left a bittersweet impact on his body.  Murmuring aloud, he turned onto his back and clenched both hands into fists.  There was an unsettling numbness overtaking his digits - frostbite.   He feebly bent his arms inwards and manoeuvred his hands towards his mouth.  Sinking his teeth into the snow-covered gauntlet, he pulled each leathered glove off his hands and exhaled warm air onto his quivering hands.  He looked around – nothing but white.  Something had happened moments ago.  His head began to aggressively pound.

     Li dug his elbows into the white landscape and thrust himself off the ground.  He picked up the gauntlets, brushed off the snow and slipped his hands into the gloves.  The boy could barely feel the wet leather cling to his skin.  Every type of movement seemed to spark a chain of aches and throbbing.  Taking a deep breath of the wintry air, Li sat in the snow for what seemed like an hour as his body violently shivered.  How long had he been lying there?  He waited until he could feel a slight pain in his hands before resurveying his surroundings with a clearer mind.  

     There were faint figures in the distance.  Li narrowed his eyes, but a sudden outburst of sun blinded him.  With a groan of annoyance, the technique fighter adjusted his weight, and using his sword as a support, he pulled himself onto his feet before trudging towards the figures.  Within a few paces, his body caved to the throbbing and he feel into the snow.  He inhaled and exhaled heavily before pushing himself out of the snow and back onto his feet.  Li leaned heavily on his sword and used it as a walking stick.  He continued to feebly walk forward, swaying to the side with every other step.  The sight between him wavered into darkness and he cursed under his breath.  

     Li’s sword began to fall over; he lost his balance and fell into a bank of snow.  The blunt noise from the impact echoed in the wind.  Stretching his arm outward, Li felt around for his sword.  He tilted his head to the right at the faint touch of a tactile object.  Lying in the snow for a few moments, Li waited until he regained his vision.  He had been passed out in the snow for too long and knew that he was moments from dying from hypothermia.  Any attempts to stand would inevitably result in another mouthful of snow.  The figures were just beyond the bank.  Li continually reiterated in his mind that in order to survive, he had to reach those people.  A sudden strength overcame him with his frantic desire to stay alive.  He bent his elbows at an angle and closed his fists inwards towards each other.  Digging into the snow, Li pulled himself up the bank and threw himself into a roll down the other side.  Breathing heavily, he continued to pull himself forward with his elbows before collapsing into the snow again.  

     Li turned onto his back with difficulty, flung his arms upward and yelled, “Help!”
     The technique fighter closed his eyes and desperately waited for the noise of shuffling.  He smiled victoriously when he heard the voices of a girl and two guys.  The voices were familiar, but he was already sinking in and out of unconsciousness.  He struggled to open his eyelids and saw the familiar faces of his friends.  Kim removed her leather mantle and covered Li’s shoulders while Klase and Clow picked him up off the ground.  He smiled at the touch of dry leather pressed against his skin before sinking into darkness.
-------------------------------------------------------------------------

     Li opened his eyelids and took a survey of his surroundings.  He could hear the crackling of a fire in the background.  Moaning aloud, he pulled himself up and leaned backwards onto the wall.  The room was constructed of wooden logs and a mud-like material.  It was barely furnished, containing only a bed, a poorly constructed table, one three-legged stool, and a fireplace surrounded by a fence made of metal wiring.  His armour – washed and dried – was laid out upon the table and his sword had been left at the bed side.  Li reached downward and winced at the pain shooting through his abdomen.  He picked up the sword and laid it across his thighs.  Li could smell the unpleasant odour of herbs on his body emitting from the areas which had been bandaged.  Running his fingers across the scabbard, he followed the contours of the adornments that decorated the simple weapon.  Something was amidst; it was unfamiliar.  Mitsuki had decided to decorate the scabbard of a simple bastard sword; hence, it was illogical for the creator to construct an area as simple as the room despite the possibility that Li was in the slums of a city.  He imagined that she would have at least used a more elaborate design for the fireplace and stool.  
     The door creaked open and a group of children rushed in, clamouring to see the mysterious boy who had been brought to their village.  Li looked at the wide-eyed children as they closed in on him.  He stared at them in silence for a moment; not a single word was interchanged.

      “What?” Li asked casually with a small smile.  The children beamed back at him and started chattering among themselves.  The door opened again and an elderly lady, followed by Kim, Klase and Max, entered the room.
     The elder spoke sharply at the children and lightly pushed the children away with her wooden staff.   There was a slight tremble in her steps.  Li paid particular attention to her hunched back that hindered her as she attempted to examine his condition.  She reached out for his right arm and clasped onto his forearm.  Li twitched at the sensation of her cold fingers gripping onto his skin.

     The elderly muttered something and Li strained to hear her statement.  She turned her head towards the children and stated another short phrase.  Li looked at his friends and shot them a confused expression.  His attention was diverted to a little girl who tugged at his blankets.
     “Bebe said to take off your bandiches.  You need to wash those cuts and - ” the girl paused for a second and bit her lip.  “Wounds!” she exclaimed suddenly.  “Sorry,” she apologized.  “Bebe can’t speak the new ranguich.  We’re learning it in school now, but I don’t think I’m doing it right.”
     “It’s fine, kid,” Kim said softly as she petted the girl’s head.  The elder took a hold of Li’s hand and began to mutter in an undecipherable language.  She let go of his hand and walked out of the room with the group of kids trailing behind her.
     “Bebe is getting a knife and tub of water,” the little girl explained before closing the door behind her.

    “Did you guys find anyone else?” Li questioned the three remaining people.  Clow sighed and took a seat on the stool.

     “When we woke up, there were only the three of us.  We scouted the area for the others, but we only found you.  You’ve been passed out for five days.  If there was anyone else around here, they would’ve visited this village by now.  There’s no other city or village within miles from here.”

     “How are we going to catch up with them?” Klase asked.  “We don’t even know where they are, or if they’re even alive.”

     “We’re not in Eternity,” Li said softly.  He looked into the eyes of his friends.  “It feels different, doesn’t it?”

     “In Eternity, you would’ve healed in one day.”  Kim crossed her arms and leaned back onto the table.  The wooden furniture wobbled slightly causing the marksman to reconsider her habit.  “What do you think happened?”

     “If this isn’t Japan or Eternity, you think we’re in some other world or dimension like those shows on TV?” Klase asked in bewilderment.

     “I don’t know,” Li answered as he clenched onto the fabric of his pants.  “If we did somehow end up hurled into another world, maybe we didn’t enter it at the same place or even time.”

     “What do you mean?” Kim questioned with a cocked eyebrow.  
     “I’m not sure since I was about to faint, but when you found me I had been in the snow longer than you have.  We weren’t battered up in the fight with the virus, but I have all these bruises and wounds on me.”

     “There’s a bruise shaped like a hoof on your back,” Klase laughed out loud.  Clow attempted to stifle a laugh before joining in Klase’s theatrical guffaw.  Li ignored the other two and directed his attention to Kim who smiled at the remembrance of the bruise.

     “You guys had hardly any snow on you and I remember your mantle was dry when you gave it to me.  I was probably out in the snow for a good portion of the day while you guys looked like you were only there for less than an hour.”
     The elder re-entered the room with a wooden barrel of steaming water and a small dagger. Klase walked over to the elderly woman to help her with the objects, but she glared at him and spoke sharply in her native tongue.  He backed off immediately and shrunk behind Clow and Kim.  Dropping the barrel of water on the ground beside Li’s bed, the woman leaned towards him and slit the bandages binding his chest and upper arms.  She began to remove the bandages for Li; however, the technique fighter reddened and gently pushed her shaking hands away.  He attempted to use body language to show he could remove the bandages himself.  Li looked upwards at his three friends.

     “I want to clean up alone,” he said in a straight forward tone.  Clow snickered at his embarrassment and got up off the stool.  Kicking Klase in the shin, Clow smiled mischievously before heading for the door with a cursing Klase behind him.  Kim let out a scoff before taking a hold of the elder’s arm, heading out and closing the door. 

-------------------------------------------------------------------------

     Kim crouched down to eye level with the little girl who was hugging her mother’s leg.
     “Are you sure it’s alright for us to take all this armour from your village?” she asked with a worried expression.  The girl nodded with a sad complexion.  

     “It not much and not good like umour before, but good for…trip to Embla,” the mother replied while petting her daughter’s head.  “No one comes to Icy Villich so you take meat ship today.  Next one many days from now.” She paused for a moment and released a sigh from the difficulty of speaking English to the visitors.  “Chust one day since we saw falling flash…light above Embla…castle - maybe your friends.  Take this carrich out to ocean and with ship, get to Gaia in 15 days.”
     “Thank you,” Klase replied before pulling himself onto the carriage.  The other three waved goodbye to the villagers and took a seat in the wooden carriage.  Clow bit his lip and drummed his fingers nervously feeling the unsteady tilt of the vehicle.  With a quick cry, the coachman whipped the two black mares, driving the carriage towards the north end of the land.

     “We don’t know where we’re going,” Kim said bluntly.  She couldn’t meet the stares of her companions.  “We’re chasing after a falling star hoping that it’s our friends.”

     “A falling star that was bright enough to show up during the day?” Klase queried in a condescending tone.  “That’d take a miracle.”

     “It’d take a miracle for us to find them all alive and the same as before,” Kim replied quickly.  They all knew the truth and had avoiding voicing it for the past few days.

     “We don’t have much of a choice,” Li replied as he tilted his head forward and hunched his back.  “The villagers couldn’t really talk to us and we don’t know what we’re going to do or where we’re going to go.  Embla’s our best bet.”  The remaining course of the trip to the ocean was completed in uncomfortable silence.  
-------------------------------------------------------------------------

     The clattering of metal echoed chaotically around the room accompanied by the non-stop infuriating squeaking of door hinges.  Patrons of the inn cried aloud joyously, toasting their flagons to their recent victory at Trimodia.  An inebriate man in his late twenties wobbled over towards their table, bumping into furniture with every third rock to the left and right.  On his course over, he slapped the behind of a young waitress who let out a sharp cry before dashing off to the other side of the inn.  Once the red haired man was within a metre of the table, he threw himself onto the wooden furniture and laid there on his chest.  He let out a slurred chuckle, pushed himself off the table and with his left arm, swiped the drinks off the table.  Leaning towards his left, he opened his mouth and laughed at the elven mage who plugged her nose and shrunk backwards at the scent of his rank breath.

     “You,” he hiccupped, “got three gals with you.  One’s enough for a wee boy like –”  A series of hiccups followed his fragment and he let out a long laugh while staggering backwards.  Stumbling forward again, he slammed his palms onto the table and struggled to keep balance.  Slipping his arm around the cleric to his right, he chuckled again and tried to nuzzle his nose onto her cheek.  “I’ll give you 25 gold pieces for these two.”

    Atsuma glared at the inebriated man and was about to rise from his seat when Rena took a hold the man’s right wrist and hip and hurled him to nearest wall with a fireplace.  The drunk hiccupped a bit before getting onto all fours and burping into the fire.  The flames roared in response, tossing sparks onto the facial hair of the man. He screamed in response and sluggishly made an attempt to run for the exit.  A few patrons helped the drunk by kicking his behind, sending him flying out the door.  There was another joyous cry and a waitress left a round of drinks at their table before cleaning up the mess on the floor.
     “Annoying drunk,” Rena retorted as she brushed off her shoulder.  Samantha let out a heartfelt laugh and took a sip of ice cold water from the clay cup.  She smacked her lips and looked into the cup with disappointment.
     “It would’ve been nice to order some alcohol,” she commented with a mischievous smile.

     “Ice water will do,” Atsuma replied.  He cringed at the tactile sensation of beads of sweat dropping down from his black hair and streaming down his cheeks.  Lacking a dry napkin on the table, he wiped the sweat away with his leather gauntlet and took a long sip of cold water.
     “I liked being delirious like before.  It was fun…”  Sam threw herself to the back of her chair and heaved a sigh.  She rotated her head and scanned the inn.  The patrons were neither rich nor poor and it seemed that they were the only visitors actually resting at the inn.  The rest were all locals enjoying the cheap ale at the news of their country’s triumph.  The archer took note of their style of clothing and fabric used.

     “You know, it’s kind of interesting,” she paused for another drink of water.  Akina, Atsuma and Rena all stared at the archer.  As of far, her keen observations had led them away from the sand dunes and to this village on the outskirts of Empyreos.  “The clothing they wear, it’s all really heavy and even indoors, they don’t take it off.  It makes you think.”  Sam shook the ice cubes in her cup for a few moments.  Her eyes dashed back and forth with the ice as it shattered into smaller pieces.  Another waitress stopped by their table and left a dish of pastries that were flat, powdery and hard on the inside.  As the other three reached for the pastries, Sam looked up from her cup and smiled.  “Don’t you think it’d be better if the girls wore bikinis while the boys walked around shirtless?”  Rena stuffed a pastry into the archer’s mouth.
     Sam took quick bites out of the pastry while shifting her eyes towards a shadow that slipped through the covering of the entrance doorway.  The hinges squeaked as the door swung open and a man with a torso covered in a white robe appeared.  His black boots and white robe were dusted with grains of sand.  Despite the voluminous nature of his robe, it was evident that the man was of a slender build.  His long fingers were constantly unveiled by the moving robe as he slithered towards an empty table in the corner.  In all other occasions, the archer may have denoted him as another patron in a village in the mind set of a raging war; however, there was one particular aspect of the man which screamed for her focus.  Alligator eyes.  Constantly aware, constantly watching, the lean man emitted an ominous aura that forced Sam to unconsciously shrink back from his presence.
     “He’s here,” she whispered.

     The other three inconspicuously turned to the male’s direction and watched him order from a waiter.  He kept his head down almost the entire time and engaged in as little conversation as possible.

     “Are you sure it’s him?” Akina questioned silently.

     “He said alligator eyes, didn’t he?” The mage looked at the archer’s face which bore a grave expression.  “He just needs to take off that damn hood so we can see his hair.”  The four looked away as a waitress brought a plate of brown rice and a flagon to the man in the corner.  Rotating turns in taking a pastry from the plate, the four continued to watch the man from the corner of their eyes until they finished the grains.  The man ate his entire meal with his head down and took one last sip of his ale before rising from his seat.  He leaned towards the closest waitress, passed her a few coins and left the inn without any eye contact.

     “Do we follow him?” Akina questioned innocently.
     “If we’re going to catch our target before he moves to another village,” Sam retorted.  The four rose from their seats and dropped a few gold pieces on the table.  Atsuma scoffed as the picture of the miser resurfaced in his mind.  A few gold pieces from his treasury were a small price to pay for getting what, or in this case, who he wanted.  Before the four could leave from their table, the waitress from before tapped on Rena’s shoulder.

     “The patron who was sitting there,” she pointed to the corner, “said to leave this to you.”  She handed the crumpled papyrus to the cleric and quickly walked away at the sight of a patron waving for more ale.  

     Rena smoothed out the papyrus and read the two sentences out loud, “I have jet black hair.  Catch me if you can.”

      “Bloody -” Sam exclaimed as she turned her head to the right and downwards, clenching her teeth to restrict herself from yelling a trail of curses.  “He knows we’re onto him.”  The four dashed out of the inn and frantically turned their heads to the right and left for any signs of their target.

     “Which way did he go?” Rena asked slowly, searching the perimeter with her eyes.  A click sounded from the right.  Atsuma turned his head in time to see the man pull a black revolver from beneath his robe.  He cocked his weapon and took aim at the weaponmaster’s chest.

     “Gotcha,” he whispered, and pulled the trigger.   
-------------------------------------------------------------------------

     The viridian grass in the background provided a perfect contrast to the dodger blue sky marked with the occasional perfect cumulus cloud.  In the distance, there was a faint sound of explosions.  Down below was the chattering of villagers and the playful laughter of children running around in the market.  Certain beats of time gave way to the cry of a bartering shopkeeper, which was followed by a female’s outraged cry at the exorbitant price offered for an item.  It was all so similar and yet all too different.  Natsukawa had gravely told them that they were no longer in Eternity the moment they awoke from their fall into the grass fields.  The people, geography, native dialect and accent were different from the NPCs and landscape of Eternity.  He had no idea where they were and now that there was someone to explain their surroundings to them, it was all too confusing to absorb.

     William turned away from the window and looked at Nat who was hovering over a map of Phantyssi.  It was a strange new world; yet, it was peculiarly similar to Eternity.  On the other hand, he remembered making a similar assessment of Eternity when he first played the game.  It was all very similar to a fantasy world - a realm powered by caprice and possibly innate desires hidden with the evolution of humans from their primitive state.  The rogue scanned the room.  It had all the general markings of a medieval reconnaissance room: the large table for conference, the elaborate thrones for the King, the tapestry of national symbols hanging in a row on all four walls, and the ceremonial sword which was nailed onto the wall for display of power and prestige.  All that was missing was a large round table, but that was an English medieval concept and not directly correspondent to the fantasy realms which were inhabited by elves, dwarves and celestial elemental spirits.

     Katsuki was standing beside Nat while clutching Kaze no Senritsu oddly close towards herself.  She raised the thumb and index finger of her right hand towards her chin and closed her eyes.  The conjurer seemed to be in deep thought.  William sighed and walked towards the two.  In the background was the shuffling of feet and the sound of murmuring in crescendo.  The large doors on the east side of the room opened and two servants strolled in before bowing their heads and angling themselves towards to the middle of the door.  A familiar robust figure walked into the room with a thoughtful expression on his face.  With every great stride, the cape rhythmically wafted behind him.  His face was covered in brunette curly facial hair that extended from his sideburns.  There was a fierce yet compassionate aura that emitted from the great figure.  He looked down at the three with his emerald eyes and greeted them with an affirming smile.

     Nat and William knelt on one knee and cast their heads down towards the red rugged carpet while Katsuki malevolently curtsied at the person’s presence.

     “Greetings, your Majesty, King Ghob.”

     “Rise,” King Ghob boomed in a regal voice that echoed in the spacious room.  “I hope you’re all refreshed after that journey from the outskirts of Gaia.”

     “Thank you for your hospitality when you’re in the middle of a war,” Nat replied as he stood up.  

     “Not at all, my boy!  It’s the least I can do for such mysterious and lost visitors of Embla.  Has the map helped at all?”

     “Kind of,” Katsuki replied frankly.  She lifted her left arm and angled it towards her to create a perch for Munin.  The black raven cawed affectionately and sat on his mistress’s arm.  “We’re still not sure how we ended up on Phantyssi, but I think we’re getting the hang of the map.  Munin departed off the conjurer’s arm and perched on the edge of the table.  Katsuki reached into her hair and pulled out a hair pin which unravelled a few pink curly strands.  She walked back over towards the map while everyone else trailed behind her and circled around the centerpiece.

     “This is Embla.”  The conjurer pointed at the continent located at the southeast corner of the map.  The hair pin was shifted to the southwest of Embla towards a peninsula. “And we’re here, Gaia, the capital of Embla and the location of Your Majesty’s abode. To the southwest of the border is Muspelheim, the country of deserts and fire.”  Katsuki walked towards her left and guided the hair pin along the edge of the continent.  She skipped over the ocean gap and pointed at the continent located at the southwest corner of Phantyssi.  “This entire continent belongs to Aesiris, the Light Realm, and the continent above it is the gale country of Whirvine.  The continent located at the northern point of Phantyssi is Frore, the snow country, and to the southeast of Frore is the continent of Derkazia, also known as the Land of Darkness.”

     “Although some believe this to be folklore, the history of Embla states that in the past, there have been visitors to Phantyssi who were not from this land.”  King Ghob walked over towards his throne and sat down.  “It is said that many centuries ago, there was a surge of light that beamed out from Spellhold, located in the middle of the ocean.  Many days later, a similar phenomenon was seen.  According to legend, a group of men and women from another world were teleported into Spellhold and then teleported away a few days later.  After these bursts of light, mysterious tools and objects drifted from the ocean onto the shores of Phantyssi.  All of these items had a name carved on it and a strange language etched above it.  Among this group of objects were the astrolabe, the firearm and scrolls with translations and guided pronunciations of the strange language.  The origin of these strange objects is easily explained if the legend is true.  It may also explain why we can understand each others’ dialect as the strange new language was taught to youth generations at the time, a tradition we still carry out.”

     King Ghob lifted himself off his throne and majestically strode toward the centre of the room.

     “According to past maps, Spellhold stretches from the northern point of Phantyssi, all the way down to the southern end.  It’s approximately 25 furlongs wide and occupies the centre of our world.  Spellhold is a secret realm that is protected by an invisible force field powered by magic.  Modern navigation instruments inform sailors that as they near the estimated location of Spellhold, they will instantly be transported about 50 furlongs to the other side of the ocean.  On the other hand, if they attempt to cross the ocean at the actual centre of Phantyssi, they will be unable to cross as if there is an invisible wall that extends from the bottom of the ocean to the very upper atmosphere of Phantyssi.”  

     “For centuries, mages and some clerics have attempted entry into Spellhold, but all have failed.  It has been sealed off for ages and the elderly students of magery have not communicated with the outside for centuries.  But the existence of the force field requires the input of magic from mages inside of Spellhold.  The legend has always been passed on from older generations by word of mouth.  Only one known document explains this event, but it was separated into two halves.  One part of the documentation is with the Forest Elves of Ymir Forest, located in eastern Embla.  I’m afraid that I am unaware of the location of the other half.”

     “So we have to find these elves if we want to get back to where we came from?” William asked nonchalantly.

     “In the past, there have been no records of a similar event occurring; however, a few weeks ago, a similar surge of light was seen above Muspelheim.  You have also seen the recent surge of light that occurred a few days ago over Frore.  They may very well be your friends.  You have mentioned that you have an elf among your group of friends?”
     “Yes,” Natsukawa replied.  He cast his eyes towards the window and let out a short sigh.

     “May the Gods and Goddesses reunite you with your friends.”  King Ghob closed his eyes and murmured a soft prayer.  “The elf may be your only hopes of returning home.  I highly doubt that the Forest Elves will grant you entry into their abode without the other half of the documentation, and even with an elf companion, they will be hesitant.  The Forest Elves are an enigmatic people who distrust humans.”
      “Do you know of anyone who might know the location of the second half of the documentation?” Katsuki questioned.  King Ghob stared at the conjurer for a moment.  He drew back into his childhood memories, skimming past dialogues he had engaged in with visitors to the castle.

     “Perhaps,” he muttered, followed by a pause, “Perhaps the elder knows of the location.”

     “Elder?” William repeated.

     “He is a wise elderly man who prefers to subject himself to the life of a hermit.  His abode is located somewhere in the barren lands between Tradevista and the border of Muspelheim.  It is highly likely that he has currently taken temporary residence in Tradevista due to the war.”

     “What is Tradevista?” Katsuki questioned.

     “It is the largest public market in Phantyssi and is located at the southeast end of Embla.  It is the perfect place to gather information and to buy new items, weapons and other supplies.”
     “I don’t mean to probe, but who are you at war with?”  Natsukawa asked politely.  King Ghob’s compassionate complexion was shadowed by a sheet of ice.

     “Muspelheim.  They claim to house the greatest blacksmiths and blade wielders in all of Phantyssi, but they’re nothing but thieves and crooks.  They pickpocket the poor and never regard an innocent tourist or passerby with any mercy.”

     “That’s hardly a reason to go to war,” Nat replied, appalled.

     “As much as I despise the lack of discipline and order in that country, that is not the reason behind our battle.  Whatever may happen within the borders of Muspelheim is not our business, but not long ago, they crossed into our border and began pillaging the villages near the border.  They are cutting down our forests and destroying our land.  Worst of all, we have also received news that they’re building a massive cannon aimed for Gaia.  Muspelheim struck first and we have no intentions of being an easy target.”  No one spoke another word for a few minutes.  Katsuki shuffled her feet uncomfortably, shifting her eyes between King Ghob and Nat.  William let out a sigh at the sound of Munin cawing and perching onto Katsuki’s right shoulder.  She nuzzled the bird affectionately with her cheek.
     “If we move from the capital of Embla, wouldn’t the chances of reuniting with our friends dwindle?” Nat asked in a gloomy tone.

     “I am sure that if your friends travelled to this world in the same manner as you, the locals of that continent would direct them to this piece of land.  The visitors landing on Frore were the last of the surges of light.  They will be heading for Embla and Muspelheim as the other two surges hovered over these two continents.  Your friends seem to be of decent nature; hence, I’m sure they would attempt to escape that treacherous kingdom in Muspelheim.  If you travel towards the south, you may hear news of your friends from villagers.” 

     “What do you think?”  Nat asked curiously as he walked towards the conjurer.

     “Me?”

     “Yes.  I’m not sure how, but you predicted the past events: the panda, the virus and the storm.”

     “That – It wasn’t foresight,” Katsuki stuttered defensively.  “Munin was the one who led me to envision those events, but that’s because he is one of the eyes of Odin.  That’s only for Eternity, isn’t it?”  The conjurer looked at the Earth King who met her stare.

     “Odin?  He was the King of Gods in the Old World.  After the arrival of those strange items, the culture Phantyssi took a drastic turn.  Whether we still worship the same divine figures is beyond my knowledge; however, we have different names for these gods and goddesses.  There are 7 main gods and goddesses and each spirit resides in different areas.  Aeriella resides in Aesiris, Musel rules Muspelheim, Kheios resides in Derkazia, Friusa dwells in Frore, Vindros protects Whirvine and Trikumos protects our Mother country.  The ocean is ruled by the goddesss, Suihera.  However, it is believed that the elves still believe in the deities of the Old World.  Perhaps your pet can still perform the same abilities.”

     “We still have our abilities, so maybe Munin does, too,” William deduced logically.  Katsuki held her right hand out in front of her and the raven wobbled along her arm towards his mistress’s hand.  Munin fluttered his feathers slightly and shifted his body to face his mistress.  She stared into his beady eyes and there was a moment of silence.  A warm sensation filled Katsuki’s mind and body.  It was a good premonition.

     “We’ll head towards Tradevista.”

     “Wonderful.  I’ll have my servants and squires provide you with better armour, items and the necessary transportation,” King Ghob beamed joyfully.  
     “We’d like to make a small request, your Majesty.”  William bowed his head to King Ghob respectively.

     “What is it, my boy?”

     “If our friends visit Gaia, please inform them of our destination.”
     “Of course,” King Ghob chuckled aloud.  “We will do our best to help you on your way home.  Embla always welcomes visitors!”
     The king got up from his throne, gallantly strolled out of the doors and retired to his room, leaving the three in the care of a couple of squires.
-------------------------------------------------------------------------

     Once King Ghob entered his room, he closed the wooden door on his knights who stood readily at the door.

     “Your Majesty?” one knight called from the hallway.

     “Yes, my boy?” a booming voice replied.

     “Why did you not mention the falling star that appeared in the sky about 1 month ago?”  The knight stood there uncomfortably, waiting for an answer.  Unable to hear the slightest sound, he pressed his air against the door.  “Your Majesty?”  The knight heard a near silent shuffling in the room, followed by a scraping of metal.

     “That was nothing,” a voice replied from within.  The knight shot a worried look at his partner.  There was a menacing tone to that reply.  Shocked by a sudden barrage of noise, he jumped backwards as the door swung open.  King Ghob appeared before him with an undecipherable look on his face.  “The star was nothing out of the ordinary,” he replied simply, before walking towards the throne room.
-------------------------------------------------------------------------

     They led the group to an endless corridor of doors that gave entry to extravagant, empty rooms.  The echo of footsteps resonated throughout the hallway.

     “Why’s this hallway so empty?” Katsuki remarked in a whisper. 

     “It’s the War, ma’am.  These are the storage rooms.  They used to be filled with armoury, weapons, potions, rations and the lot.  But they’ve moved it all to Trimodia -”

     “Trimodia?”

     “It’s what we call the land where the War is taking place, ma’am.  His Majesty’s soldiers are all at the southern border, fighting those crooks from Muspelheim for our Mother Embla.”  There was an expression of admiration and pride on the young boy’s face.

     “My brother’s in that war,” remarked the other squire.  “I wanted to join him in battle, but they wouldn’t let me.  They said I was too young to go to war, but I can wield a sword better than half the lot there!”  The two pivoted and looked at their visitors as they unlocked the only closed door at the end of the corridor.  There were a couple of axes crossed at the arch of the doorway.  The rusted hinges of the door creaked and screamed from the agony of the sudden unrest.

     “These are the supplies we have left…”  A disappointed look fell on the three as they surveyed the room.  The room was blanketed with broken glass, loose threads and scrap metal.  The squires entered the chamber, already tossed in turbid, and threw a few scraps aside.  After a few minutes of rearranging, they were able to scavenge a few intact pieces of armour.  “It’s not much, but it’s better than what you have now.”

     William carefully walked towards the squires and reluctantly accepted their generosity.  With a keen eye, he surveyed the items and passed them out to the best corresponding class.

     Katsuki fidgeted in her new robe.  It was no wonder the clothing was in that chamber of rejects; it encumbered the conjurer.  Nat and William’s faces showed a clear dislike to their new armour, but they unfortunately had to accept the truth that the new items provided better protection than their battered clothing.  The three walked towards the squires who were standing at the entrance of the castle.  Before they could reach the grand arch, a loud siren sounded.  A sudden clashing of metal echoed throughout the corridors of the castle, joined by cries of soldiers as they abruptly dashed through the castle towards the entrance.  Caught in the uproar, the three sprinted towards the squires who started to stammer in anxiety.

     “Muspelheim has taken Trimodia and captured our soldiers.  All of the soldiers of Embla have been ordered to leave for the border to hold off the enemy.  If we can’t fight them on land, we’ll attack them from the sea.”  A shadow loomed over them.

     “I’m sorry for the lack of hospitality,” King Ghob said in a distressed voice.  “These are dire circumstances…”

     “We understand,” Nat interrupted as he bowed his head.  “It’s your duty to attend to your country’s affairs.  We thank you for the generosity you have offered.”

     “We’ll find our own way to Tradevista,” William stated with a reassuring smile. “If we travelled with your army, we would only encumber your unified front.  Best of luck in your battle.”  King Ghob beamed an awkward smile at the three before returning to the tactical room with the two squires.

     A passing soldier suddenly stopped and turned towards the group.

     “You’re His Majesty’s guests, right?”  They nodded in reply.  “Muspelheim’s travelling north, but the route to Tradevista should still be secure.  We can’t spare you any horses so you’ll have to journey on foot.  There’s a dirt road at the south end of the city that leads to Tradevista.  Best of luck.” He lowered his head respectively and continued his dash towards the stables.

     “Thank you!” Katsuki shouted to the back of the soldier.  “Should we get going?”

     “This is more like it,” William stated enthusiastically.  “It doesn’t matter where we are, it’s an adventure, right?”

