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    To every dreamer who has ever felt called to something greater,to every person who has faced darkness and still chosen courage,and to those who continue the journey of becoming who they were meant to be.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "The journey does not begin when the road appears.It begins when the soul accepts the call."

More epic

"Not every battle is fought for power.Some are fought to protect the light that remains."

Destiny-centered

"A man does not discover his purpose in comfort,but in the trials that demand he become more than he was."

Mystical and elevated

"Beyond fear, beyond shadows, beyond the known world,destiny waits for those willing to walk toward it."

Short and powerful

"The path of becoming is never walked without conflict."

Light versus darkness

"Where darkness grows bold, courage must grow greater."

Faith and purpose tone

"Some are called to live ordinary lives.Others are called to carry light into places that fear has claimed."
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Chapter 1

First days
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ornlegus wandered through an endless desert, often sweeping large beads of sweat from his head. What would he do? Where would he turn? East was the same as West. North was identical to South. And there were dangers at every turn. On the run, he had no motives but to evade his enemies, traversing through an unwelcoming and desolate land. He walked purposelessly through an endless haze of seconds, minutes, and hours as days faded into one. Suddenly, something cut through the air. A noise. It was the sound of the sweetest singing he had ever heard. The harmonies and pearl-like voices raised chills in his body. He walked toward the direction of the singing, and the warmth of the sound filled his body.

Suddenly, the singing stopped, replaced by a scream that rang out from a direction blocked by a dune of sand. Cornlegus quickly increased his pace, allowing him to scale the dune and look upon a small village in the distance. But the scream's source eluded him until it again pierced his ears. He began to run toward the village, toward the noises of cries ringing out. From behind a large rock, he watched a scene unfold.

"We are the Idaka," a man shouted as he eyed the shabby wooden gates that marked the village entrance. The man was large and muscular. He wore flashy armor adorned with golden feathers and gems. In one hand, he held a sizeable two-sided axe with gold details to match his regal armor. In his other hand, he held the wrist of an elderly but healthy man. This man wore a blue and white king's robe that seemed to have torn from the waist down and now draped loosely around his shoulders. Behind them stood a small army of barbaric-looking men; in front of them, the rest of the villagers kneeled, shaking in terror.

“I, Bija Adar, am a man of honor.” The oppressive man spoke in a way that sounded rehearsed. "I do not plan to use this blade and other more brutal methods of getting what I came here for. I do not plan on slaughtering you all, your women, your children, and your cattle. I do not plan on doing anything other than talking peacefully to you." He visibly resisted a smile. "My brothers, on the other hand," He gestured to the men behind him. "They are not quite as honorable as I am. Luckily for you, they follow my command. But they will grow restless should I be… disrespected." Bija chuckled. "Now, does anybody have a problem? Something they would like to voice to me?" He stared into a silent crowd. "Really? Nothing to say? You had much to say before. Now you are mute? I would love to hear your opinions," he said, stifling laughter. His henchmen chuckled loudly.

Bija raised his axe into the air. The Idaka tribal warriors lifted their weapons into the air as well. With swords, shields, axes, and more raised to the sky, they split off with shouts and laughs, entering houses and taking whatever they pleased. They reclined in beds and reposed at tables. Bija took a few men and entered fields, stealing their crops. The remaining men kept an eye on the villagers, ensuring none of them tried to escape or attack.

Cornlegus watched the events from the hilltop, a large dune of sand. His mind raced, deciding on what to do. He knew it would be foolish to run in and attack. He was outnumbered, and it did not seem he could depend on the cowering villagers for help either. He had learned from Victus to watch and think of a plan. He could hear Victus' voice in his head:

Your eyes and your ears, my friend, are your greatest weapons.

Cornlegus continued to watch and ponder, taking breaks to gather food and water. He moved to the right, then to the left, as he watched the activities in the village day and night. He watched to see what sorts of people these villagers were and if they had brought their troubles upon themselves. But he could see that they were a loving, peaceful people. They cared for each other. Those whose homes were not occupied by the marauders made space for the others. They prepared activities to keep the children active and calm. They even offered food and assistance to their invaders.

After three days, the men assembled in the center of the town carrying huge black bags full of various treasures over their shoulders. Bija stood in front of them.

"Bring me all of the young girls."

Suddenly, screams erupted from the camp as fathers shouted and stood before their daughters, and mothers pleaded for mercy. Each of the marauders grabbed two young maidens and lined them up in front of Bija.

"We will be taking these girls with us. We thank you all for the peaceful transaction." He smiled. We'll return in a fortnight. Please be respectful. Ensure that, by then, you'll have something sufficient to offer. We know that you have family scattered around the region. Go and collect their jewels and gems. Retrieve the gold you have hidden in the Pisha Mountain Caves. We will return to collect it all. If you obey, you will live. Defy me, and you and all you know will die. "

Bija raised his axe in the air once more. ""Idaka!"" He shouted. The rest of his tribe repeated before they exited the village, not taking notice of Cornlegus as they walked just a few feet away from where he lay crouched on the ground. Once the tribe was gone, he walked into the village. The residents began returning to their homes to see what had been taken from them as they wept for their daughters and sisters. He could hear the melancholy cries of men, women, and children at the state of their village.

He turned to the right to see a few young men and women in a huddle, quietly discussing something. Cornlegus approached them. "That will not work, " he said flatly.

"Who are you? " one of the men shouted, stepping back.

""Please!"" He said with a stern tone of voice. "I am a friend. I mean, you no harm. Are you all healthy?"" He asked. They looked at him with a confused face but nodded.

"We are perfectly healthy, " a muscular young woman barked at him.

"Then why would you let these men take over like this? "

"Sir, we are just a farming village, " one man spoke. "None of us knows how to fight. Our religion is one of peace. We are forbidden to raise a hand to harm another. Besides, we would've been massacred if we fought back. We do not believe in weapons or violence. "

Cornlegus shook his head. "I know not of this religion. Who taught this to you?""

""Vegarius of Demago,"" he answered. He came and taught us the ways of the gods. He promised that if we collected gold from the hills and remained peaceful, we would be blessed by the gods. "

"And how much gold does he take in exchange for the knowledge he gave you? "

"Just 100 gold coins at the changing of each moon. "

"He has lied to you, " Cornlegus said. "Vegarius is the worst pillager and raider of these lands. He only spares you his wrath so that you can extract gold for him. He is a liar and a thief. He knows not the ways of the gods. And because you listened to him, your girls are gone, and your homes have been robbed. "

The tribal leaders all began to talk at once as they realized what had happened.

""What are your names?""

One by one, they introduced themselves with tears in their eyes. The eldest man spoke last. ""I am Or. I am the elder of the Fundu tribe, and this is all my fault. When I took over years ago, Vegarius warned me that our eternal souls depended on what he would tell us. That is when he convinced me that the gods had offered us their protection in return for the gold and that Vegarius was his sent messenger. "

Cornlegus rested his hand on Or's shoulder. "Do not condemn yourself. Vegarius is a crafty liar. He has many villages under his spell. He sends in his men to terrorize them and then shows up as their Savior. They trust him when the violence ends, never knowing he was the source of the terror. "

"So, " said the muscular woman. "Are you here to be our Savior now, " she smirked. "My sister is with those vandals, probably being raped or worse. Why should we believe you? "Cornlegus walked over to her. ""What is your name?""

""I am Aneva.""

"Well, Aneva, I have sat atop that hill for three days and watched as your way of life has been under assault. I want nothing from you. In fourteen days, I will leave as I came — empty-handed. You will never see me again. But you had better believe me because I am your only hope of ever seeing your sister again. "

She nodded humbly.

"Now, go out and gather your peers. The strongest among you, male and female. Meet back here at sunset. " They each touched his shoulder as they left in separate directions.

Cornlegus sat on the ground as he waited for them to return. He watched Aneva ease up to a large bird. He wondered what she was doing. She pounced on it, but it flew up, making a horrible screech and loud flapping sounds. It struggled to take to the air due to its side and continued to screech as it tried to get traction in its wings. She ran toward it and leaped in the air, snatching the bird by the feet and pulling it to the ground. She wrapped her arms around the giant bird as if hugging it, and it went perfectly, making no sound or movement. She stroked its feathers and whispered something to it. She glanced back at Cornlegus and winked. Then she grabbed the bird by the neck and snapped it. She walked off with the dead bird, holding it by its feet.

Moments later, Aneva returned with a wooden bowl. The smell of the food within drewCornlegus's eye down to see meat, rice, legumes, and spices. Aneva pushed the bowl at him without speaking. He took it in his hands and bowed in thanks.

"What is this meat? " he asked. ""I have never seen meat so pink and bright.""

"That is the meat of the Emirati. "

"Is this the bird you captured earlier?""

"We call it the love bird because it will stay silent and still for hours so long as you embrace it. "

Cornlegus took a bite of the tender flesh and sighed in pleasure. "That is the most delicious flavor I have ever tasted. Thank you.""

Aneva turned and ran off without reply.

At sunset, a group of 100 men and women gathered. When they did, the group was marginally more significant than previously. Cornlegus stood again, standing above the group.

"All of you understand this. It would help if you fought back against these men. I know that you do not have the skills to do this. Leave now if you are too scared to gain the advantage over them. "

The crowd stood motionless. Cornlegus secretly felt relief, as they would need nothing short of a miracle to defeat the Idaka with their current numbers.

They would stand very little to no chance if their numbers thinned further.

""How will we defeat them?"" Aneva shouted out. "Their numbers are three times this." She looked around at their crowd of just under 100 men and women.

Cornlegus instructed some men and women to grab as many long bamboo poles as possible. Once they returned, he gestured for the group to follow him out of the village. They walked far from the village and into a cluster of trees so that if an Idaka returned, they would not find their training ground. Cornlegus gave each person a pole and took one for himself.

"OK, everybody. Line up rows of 5, please. "

They followed the instructions, making about 20 total rows. Cornlegus stood in front of them. "Watch me. Do what I do and say what I say. " He struck the air with his pole a few times, expertly swinging it around his body. Once he finished, there were a few murmurs in the crowd. ""Now, repeat."" He swung once, leading the group to try to copy the movement. He swung thrice more, showing them step by step the routine. He let them repeat the motions, walking by them and checking their posture. We are all quite unstable, their stances unsteady. He knew they all had a lot to learn.

Cornlegus trained them day and night. He was impressed with their dedication. They refused breaks to eat or drink until Cornlegus forced them to return home for a short rest and rehydration. Deep into the night, with nothing but the moon, stars, and a small campfire to light the path, he taught them multiple techniques. When they were done for the day, he sent them back to their homes, telling them to put each bamboo pole exactly where they found it. In the following days, they trained their skills. Each day, Cornlegus could see considerable improvement. On the sixth day, he instructed them to bring all the metal objects they could find, whatever the Idaka did not find valuable enough to take. He also told one of them to find the most comprehensive log piece, some tongs, and a mallet.

He brought them to their training spot and taught them how to build a smelting furnace. The fire was more extensive and hotter than anything they had ever seen. They were hesitant to get close enough to forge their weapons. But Cornlegus worked with them until they learned how close they could safely come to the fire. He took the best of the things they found and put them in the furnace. He took the tongs and retrieved a piece of metal, placing it on the log and beating it with the mallet. His students watched in awe as he molded it into a spearhead. The next day, they returned to the training spot. He helped them build their spearheads until spears were in the thousands. They were all decently built.

On day eight, they tied their spearheads to their bamboo poles. Looking at them, they were alarmingly primitive. However, they were sturdy enough to get the job done.

The green twine that tied the spearheads to the bamboo was thick and reliable. The spearheads would probably crack or bend after multiple uses, but Cornlegus hoped they would last long enough to defend their village. For the next two days, they trained relentlessly. Cornlegus believed that they had a good chance of beating the brutish Idaka. They had 300 fighters, which, from estimate, was just about as many as they had. He wondered if they were outmatched, however. He had no way of knowing but was determined to teach them everything he could.

On the next day, the ninth day, he sent for the elegant young men, the fastest runners of the group. As the warriors continued to train and prepare weapons, he put the boys through trials, showing them how to run fast but nearly silently without being seen. He stooped on the ground and worked with the boys and Or to make a detailed map of the village showing every forest glen, every dune, and every large rock. He taught the boys the way of stealth. Then, he assigned each to their station. At the first sign, the first boy or girl was to release a migrating bird into the air. The bird was noisy on takeoff, flapping its wings and screeching as it had that day before Cornlegus. That would signal the runner a mile away to run toward the village. They would run to the next checkpoint as fast as possible, where the next runner would take off toward the checkpoint a mile away. Their activities would continue for ten miles until the last runner went to the village to signal the warriors.

The next day, day eleven, Cornlegus gathered as many people as possible into the forest to pull back from the Liogoy trees. It peeled off easily but was quite strong. Hours later, hundreds of Fundu people came trudging from the forest, lugging these large pieces of bark.

"Place one inside the door of every hut, " Cornlegus ordered. Just then, he felt a tug at his cloak.

"Young man? "

Cornlegus turned to see an older woman bent with age and time. ""Yes, mama?""

"We will not be left out of the fight. What can we do to help?""

Cornlegus hugged her gently. "I have just the job for you." Cornlegus gathered with the senior men and women of the tribe for hours, showing them how they would help in the fight.

On the thirteenth day, with all the preparations made, Cornlegus returned to his spot at the top of the hill to sleep. Just as he nodded off, he heard footsteps. The tribal leaders, with Or in front, are ascending the hill.

"I know you did not wish accommodations that would displace anyone in our tribe from their homes, " Or said. "But we have prepared something special for you. "

They led Cornlegus to the riverfront, where they had prepared a lovely open-air hut with the softest straw covered with their best animal hides. Cornlegus walked up to the setup and lay on the softest bed he had felt in many moons. His eyes fell shut, and he reveled in the luxury. He sat up and turned to thank the villagers. But they were all gone.

As he tried to rest, he had to think about the chance that he had pulled these young people into a death trap. Did they even stand a chance? It was too late now. They had to fight back. They had to do something. The fourteenth day came, and they gathered at the village entrance. Cornlegus stood in front of his little army.

"You've all come a long way in the last fourteen days, " he said encouragingly. "We are going to be OK. We are going to win. They do not stand a chance against us. We are the strongest army in the world. "

The Fundu people chuckled.

"OK, we are not the strongest or the most experienced. But you are the most loving, hardest-working people I have ever met. You deserve this win to take back your village. Every man, woman, boy, and girl who was able had helped in the fight. Remember that they are large but clumsy and lazy. They have not fought in quite some time. "

"How do you know? " someone shouted out.

Cornlegus turned in the direction of the voice and saw Aneva.

Cornlegus held out his arm. ""Scars. I can tell you every battle I have fought by the scars I bear. Those men with their bulging arms and legs had scars so old, and I would guess it has been 100 moons or more since they had to fight. They storm in with their weapons, demanding what they want. People cower to them because of their size. That will be their disadvantage. You are all smaller. But you are elegant and strong. We will win.""

The village raised a shout to the heavens.

""Remember. Listen to everything I say. I have fought many battles before, and this will not be my last. And it will not be yours either. Understood? "

""Yes, sir!"" His army responded.

They waited for the Idaka to come, each passing moment increasing their determination and angst. They were a bit twitchy, watching the horizon intently. It felt like ages, the sun burning on their heads as they awaited battle. But ages ended when a young girl waiting near the top of the mountain that overlooked the village saw many men growing in size on the horizon just as the sun peeked above it. She held onto her bird closely until she was sure. Once she saw their armor, she released her bird. It flew up in the air with its usual screech and flutter, setting off the chain of runners to alert the villagers.

Cornlegus whistled. The most beautiful girls in the village step out of their huts in their stunning tribal gowns that hugged their perfect bodies.

Bija walked to the front line. "What's this supposed to be?!?"

All the men came close to the beautiful girls, lowering their weapons. They were much more beautiful than they remembered. They had washed themselves and adorned their hair perfectly.

The men walked closer, each pushing past the other to get a look. Once they were all inside the firing line, Cornlegus whistled again. The girls ran toward the forest. As the men rushed to catch them, the senior men and women sprang to action. They have woven young bamboo into thick, tight cords and buried them shallowly beneath the ground. They yanked them taut from their huts, each holding one end of the dozens of cords they made, causing the soldiers to fall on their faces. Several of them stabbed themselves accidentally by falling on the sharp side of the swords and axes. Blood poured out everywhere. The ones who were injured stood and headed for the huts.

"Now!" shouted Cornlegus as the mothers and fathers in the huts pressed the bark against the doors, and the warriors let the arrows fly. Safely behind the bark, the warriors were free to shoot anything that moved as the rest of the army surrounded the village with their spears. Any marauders who escaped the arrows were run through with the crude spears.

Cornlegus saw Bija crawling away like a coward toward the forest, trying to escape. Cornlegus took off after him. He caught up to the lumbering bandit, jumping on his back. Bija thrashed left and right, trying to free himself from Cornlegus. But Cornlegus held on with all his might until Bija fell to the ground on top of him. Cornlegus felt his breath leave his body as the small giant crushed him. He reached toward his side, drew his knife, and thrust it into Bija's side. Bija screamed and started to turn when Cornlegus pressed the knife against his neck. As Bija turned, Cornlegus pulled his knife hard in the other direction, partially severing his head.

Bija tried to speak but could not. Cornlegus sliced across his head again, separating the head slightly more. A third slice left his thick neck half open, eyes wide open, and blood pouring out.

Cornlegus stood to the sound of cheering. The beautiful girls in the forest were shouting and running toward him. They seized on him with kisses and hugs as they returned to the village.

The dead littered the ground, and the dying stumbled in pain. The warriors stood over with their spears at the ready, shouting at them to get up and leave.

"No!" Cornlegus responded unhesitantly. "Kill them all except the least injured one among them. If you leave them alive, they will never give you peace."

The soldiers looked at each other, hesitant to finish them off.

"Trust me. If you do not do this thing, you will regret it. The fighters will return with a vengeance as you have never seen."

One warrior was brave enough to thrust his spear into the bandit's heart. The others followed suit, and Cornlegus lifted a man with just a leg wound.

"Question him. Torture him if you must.

But find out where he has taken the girls."

Cornlegus sheathed his sword and walked toward the hill.

"Wait! Where are you going?" Aneva yelled, running toward him.

"I promised you I would leave as I came."

"Thanks for teaching us…We could not have done this without you."

"I am glad to give a whole people the ability to defend themselves. I hope you'll all practice your skills and pass it on to your young ones. Never let your defenses slip again, no matter what anyone tells you unless you want me to return in 50 years to train your children and their children."

Aneva chuckled gentile`````````````````` as she extended her arm.

Cornlegus gripped her elbow, and she gripped him.

He turned and disappeared into the blazing sun.


Chapter 2

Love Finds di Journeyman
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e came to the stream daily to watch the raven-haired maiden gather water. The maiden form was that of a goddess: tall, slender, and curvy. Her every motion filled him with passion and desire. When she walked, the earth seemed to sway with the beat of her hips. Her hair was shorter than the young girls accompanying her to the waterside daily. But she was their leader. He learned that her name was Haviah Nahl. She was the most beautiful woman he had ever seen, but he had yet to find the courage to introduce himself.

A bird rustled in the bushes, causing her to look up. But she did not see Cornlegus. As she and the thirty girls walked off, he exhaled. As he began his walk back home, he heard the sound of marching. He ran towards the sound to see the object of his affection surrounded by five men and the younger girls running off in the distance.

The King's men chasing me had a sword to her throat.

"Where is Cornlegus? We've tracked him to this town. You must know where he is. Hand him over, and we'll spare you," one of the men said.

Haviah Nahl was frozen in place. "I have never heard that name. We are not hiding anyone," she said nervously.

Cornlegus wasted no time. He charged at the man with the sword and grabbed it out of his hand. He held off the men, allowing Hannah to escape. He fought the soldiers one by one until the last one fell to the ground, clutching his wounds. Cornlegus turned to run after Haviah Nahl when a knife, thrown by an injured soldier, struck him in the back. He yelled out in pain as he ran towards the village. He fell a stone's throw away from where Hannah stood, waiting and watching.

"Oh my, you are bleeding. Come, let me take you to the healer's hut." She wrapped an arm around his waist and led him to the hut. Over many days, his wounds were healed, and he was left to rest. One morning, as he awakened, he saw Haviah Nahl sitting at his side.

"Thank you for bringing me here," he whispered.

She smiled at him.

"It's the least I could do after you saved my life." She gave him a cup of water.

"Is your name Haviah Nahl?"

"How did you know my name?" she giggled.

"You do not know? My name is Corn- I mean, Coren," he lied. He figured it would be dangerous to use his real name.

Besides, if she knew why those wanted to kill him and that he was the man they were looking for, she'd never want anything to do with him.

She smiled at his answer and handed him a piece of sweet bread. "I will be back tomorrow to check on you."

The next day, Cornlegus woke up to the smell of curry cooking. He tried to stand for the first time in days. He was shocked at this strength. The healers had closed the wound cleanly. He walked out of the hut to see the sun for the first time. He squinted at the light of the sun. When his eyes adjusted, he saw that Haviah Nahl was there to greet him. "Would you like a bowl? Mother makes the best curry," she assured him.

He thanked her as she handed him a bowl. He was delighted with the taste.

"Can you walk?" she asked.

"I think so," he said, nodding.

She walked with him as they talked. He led him to the center of the village, where an elegant temple of stone and marble was built. They walked past the idols and artifacts. To the right, he heard the shouts of soldiers.

She motioned for him to join, where many villagers were watching a group of amateur fencers as they sparred. One of the fencers looked at my size and walked over to him. "You are a fighter, no?"

"Yes," he answered.

"Join us."

"No!" Haviah Nyl cried out. "You are not well enough, Coren."

Cornlegus smiled and offered to come back in a few days. When he did, they marveled at his skill with a blade. He offered to teach them how to fight correctly and spent half the day with them. Soon, it became night again. Haviah Nahl led him to her hut. He stopped before entering. "Are you sure this is OK? I do not want to offend."

She giggled and took him inside, and a woman was tucked into bed.

"This is my mother," she whispered. We should not wake her; she has not slept well since she was cursed." Haviah Nahl frowned.

"Cursed? I offer my condolences."

"Anyway, this is your room," she pointed to a bed behind a fabric wall. "You can stay as long as you want." She smiled at him.

"Is that permitted?"

"We are a unified people. No one violates another. Your home is my home, and my home is yours. That is the way it is in every home. We move freely in each other's home." She placed her index fingers in the sign of an X and moved them to her heart." "This is the signal for every man and woman to tell the other if something frightens or upsets them. We all respect the crossed heart. It is our way. My mother is anxious to meet you in the morning. "

"Thank you for everything." He looked at her.

She stepped closer to him as their lips met in an innocent passion.

She said goodnight, and she left the room.

Cornlegus had a pleasant sleep, which he sorely needed after sparring. He spent the next few days there and learned many skills, passing on some of his knowledge. He learned some recipes from the best cooks in the town. He also met some of the children in the town and told them stories. He helped them with various projects to beautify and fortify the city. He loved staying here and had begun to wonder if it would last. But he knew the King would send more men, and this time, everyone in the town would know him as the outsider who appeared out of nowhere. The King's men might hurt the people of the town; he could not let that happen. The only problem is Haviah Nahl. If he had any doubt in his love for her, these last few days confirmed it. She was the most wonderful girl in the world. He did not know how he could leave her.

One day, he met up with Haviah Nahl and asked to talk to her in private. If he was lucky, he could bring her with him. "Haviah Nahl, I love you. These have been the best of my life. But unfortunately, they must end. I cannot stay here with the King's men on my tail."

"The- the King's men? What do you mean? Are- Are you?"

“Yes, I am Cornlegus. The man they have been searching for."

"They say you are a ruthless killer. That you slice off men's heads and drag their entrails through the roads."

"Some of what you have heard about me is true. But I swear I have never killed anyone who was not trying to kill me and others. If I stay here, the King's men will kill you and your people. That's blood I refuse to have on my hands. Now I know how much you'd have to risk if you left with me, but I do not know how to live without you. I promise to spend every day protecting you if you come with me." He smiled at her.

She frowned at his words and sank as tears cascaded over her cheeks. "I am so sorry, Corin. I mean, Corn-, Cornlegus. I love you. But I cannot go with you. I told you my mother was cursed, but I did not say what the curse was. When I was younger, I fell in love with a man. However, my mother disapproved of our relationship. His family are the shamans of our village. His mother prepared a potion and invited us to dinner. She slipped the potion to my mother, which she drank. That is when his mother revealed the curse: Until I marry her son, she will die if I leave the village. So you see, I cannot run away with you." Stray tears fell down her cheeks.

He promptly wiped them away and pulled her into his arms.

"Then we must find a way to be together."

"I have thought of everything. There is no solution but to marry Bandel. But how could I marry a man who would consent to this awful curse? He has been gone in the war between Each Nespa and West Nespa. Now that the war is over, he is coming home. But I will never marry him.

He has shown himself to be a monster."

"So, I cannot stay, and you cannot leave?"

"You must go. Forget about me. Not a day will go by that I will not think of you."

Suddenly, there was a sound of applause. A man stepped out of the shadows and walked up to the couple.

"Well, this is beautiful," Bandel said.

Haviah Nhal gasped. "What are you doing here? I thought you would be many more days before your return."

"I came as soon as I got word of you playing nursemaid to this scofflaw."

"Just a minute-" Cornlegus said.

Bandel lifted his hand. "Do not start a fight you can not finish."

Just then, soldiers came out from every corner.

"Just go," Bandel said.

"When this is all over, I will return for you," Cornlegus whispered into her ear, and he hugged her to say goodbye. He gave her a melancholy kiss before pulling away.

He wished she could come with him, but she had a duty to her mother. He would miss her greatly, but he had to leave. He continued his journey with a part of my heart left behind and taste on his lips of the raven-haired maiden.

"You must go. Forget about me," Haviah Nhal whispered tearfully. "Not a day will go by that I will not think of you."

Suddenly, there was a sound of applause. A man stepped out of the shadows and walked up to the couple.

"Well, this is beautiful," Bandel said with a sly grin.

Haviah Nhal gasped. "What are you doing here? I thought you would be many more days before your return."

"I came as soon as I got word of you playing nursemaid to this scofflaw."

"Just a minute-" Cornlegus started to protest, but Bandel lifted his hand.

"Do not start a fight you cannot finish."

Just then, soldiers emerged from every corner of the encampment, their weapons gleaming in the moonlight.

"Just go," Bandel urged.

Cornlegus hesitated, his gaze locked with Haviah's. "When this is all over, I will return for you," he whispered into her ear, his voice filled with resolve and emotion. He hugged her tightly, saying goodbye. He gave her a melancholy kiss, savoring the taste of the raven-haired maiden on his lips.

He wished she could come with him, but he understood her duty to her mother. With a heavy heart and a part of his heart left behind, Cornlegus set off on his continuing journey, determined to fulfill his destiny and seek redemption.

As Cornlegus journeyed further into the unforgiving desert, he couldn't shake the image of Haviah from his mind. Her face, her smile, and the taste of her kiss, all lingered with him as he traveled through the desolate landscape.

Each step was a reminder of the love he left behind, the love he promised to return to. The InnerVoice, now silent, seemed to echo his own heart's yearning.

Weeks turned into months, and Cornlegus faced trials and tribulations, honing his skills and gaining wisdom. But he never lost sight of the promise he made to Haviah.

One fateful day, as he stood atop a towering dune, a glint of hope caught his eye. In the distance, a mirage of an oasis seemed to shimmer on the horizon. Could it be a sign, a hint that his journey was nearing its end?

As he made his way towards the mirage, a group of nomadic wanderers appeared, their leader, a weathered and wise old man, greeted him with a knowing smile.

"Are you the one seeking redemption, young traveler?" the old man asked.

Cornlegus nodded, his heart was heavy with the memory of Haviah. "Yes, I seek to make amends for my past."

The old man nodded in understanding. "Then, you have come to the right place. In this harsh desert, redemption is earned through sacrifice and service."

Cornlegus knew that his journey was far from over, but he had found a new purpose. With the guidance of the nomadic tribe and the memories of Haviah as his inspiration, he continued his quest for redemption, hoping that one day, he would fulfill his promise and reunite with the love he left behind.


Chapter 3

It begins
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ornlegus was born under a troubled star that promised loss and blood. His birth was unusual in every way. The positioning of the stars that day was an odd alignment. And it was a day of sorrow. His mother died giving birth to him, but he was raised from the dead by his grandmother, a healer. Still, she was never the same after she was raised. She seemed disoriented and always talked to things or people who were not visible. She often left Cornlegus alone, even as a child, for days.

His birth also occurred amid an opening in the time portal, unlocking possibilities beyond this space. The timing of his birth was so perfectly aligned he was blessed with special powers. But with powers came terrors and suffering. Yet, from the day of his birth, he struggled to survive. His life was often in strangers' hands when his mother would wander off. She would return suddenly, find him, and move them to the new place. The struggles of his existence etched a permanent scowl on his face, the remains of being browbeaten by adversity. He developed a renegade lifestyle, roaming about doing as he pleased. It morphed him into a temperamental and impetuous individual.

Blessed with unusual abilities, Cornlegus never understood where his powers came from. He had knowledge he had never learned and abilities he never trained for. His insights were vital. It troubled him. And he wondered how and why he should be so gifted. It just sat in his heart where it festered and rotted. He perpetually dabbled in many different things, but his attention waned quickly soon after he embarked upon any new adventure. Everything new seemed old to him.

It is said that one who tests the depth of the sea discovers the mysteries of the deep. Cornlegus tested those deep places even as a child. He knew much desolation and heartbreak. Perhaps it was because he had powers that were not of this earth.

As a baby, he was able to send messages telepathically. When his mother was gone, his caretakers would feel obligated to bring him a toy or food, and he could not understand their urges. They would crash into each other and sometimes get injured, rushing to care for him. But it was Cornlegus, supplanting their minds and controlling them. As he got older, he discovered he had other powers.

He would use telekinesis and telepathy to implant thoughts into people around him to get what he wanted. But when he got older, he wondered if he should explore the reaches of his abilities. He tried to move things with his mind by staring at them or waving his hands. His young peers pointed and laughed at his folly. One day, he successfully lifted a ball, suspended it in midair, and hurled it across the playyard, causing his schoolmates to scream! They wanted nothing to do with him from that day on and teased him mercilessly.

Cornlegus would wreak his revenge for their harsh taunts. He crawled into their minds, hid in their dreams, and feasted on their souls, causing them terror and fear in the night hours that forced them to bolt upright, leap from their beds, and pace the floor at the horrors they had seen in their dreams. His fellow students would show up to work the next day with bloodshot eyes from lying awake all night, too afraid to re-enter the dream world where Cornlegus' magic was waiting to terrorize them.

He was a talented and gifted child. But his gifts were not without a price, and chaos would occur in his life. Too many strange things would occur whenever he was around, as he knew how to manipulate people from an early age. He quickly learned their language and practiced speaking it when he was left alone by the careless staff. He could have spoken to people as early as a month after he was born but felt it was prudent not to do so.

Though his caretakers were ignorant of Cornlegus' enchantment, other forces in the world were not unaware. These dark forces sensed his imminent birth and clamored to exploit his services even when he was the size of a pebble in his mother's womb. These mystic soothsayers foresaw his arrival and proclaimed his extraordinary abilities. It was said that "he would manifest many miracles and free the peoples of the earth and ages." It was spoken throughout the whole continent in the circles of sorcerers, warlocks, conjurers, mystics, mediums, sages, and mages. Everyone thought Cornlegus could be used to further their work in some way and set their minds to control him.

Cornlegus was conceived in Zaire, but since his mother, Samira, was a witch doctor, she never stayed long in any nation. Her gifts of healing would be used and exploited to heal the wealthy and influential. Then, when the elite were done with her, they would turn against her, fearing her power and influence.

"Mundunugu! Mundunugu!" they would shout, alerting the people of the town or village that she was dangerous. The protests always grew more prominent and louder until they turned violent. She would run her off with her baby. But she meant no harm to anyone. She was preoccupied with finding new medicines for the benefit of humankind. She was an idealist, diligent, intellectual, and incredibly bright. But she was burdened with magic that she tried her best to suppress. Instead, she used her intellect, education, and connection. Still, there were a lot of latent abilities in her that were passed down from generations before.

She was the descendant of a lineage of great distinction. Her ancient mystical tribe was known far and wide in times past. But, as with all great abilities, the price of being extraordinary was that people feared them. And those they feared, they hunted.

Samira began to worry about Cornlegus. As he got older, the attacks on her included threats against his life. She taught him to suppress all that was special about her young son. She never told Cornlegus about his father, and he never asked.

He was from the Tambini tribe, a mystical tribe of ancient nomads who moved from place to place, picking up and leaving as quickly as they moved throughout the continent.

The Tambini had some of the most extraordinary mystic powers of all the tribes and nations past or present on the continent, having magnificent warlocks, shamans, and divinators the continent had ever seen. They were smoke wizards and used their ability to conjure smoke to kill, steal, teleport, and perform many incredible feats. They needed those abilities since they were nomadic and usually encroached on various nations and tribal lands as the warriors ventured to and FRO as they pleased.

Using smoke, they could camouflage themselves, shapeshift, dissipate, and reappear as they journeyed the continent. Legends about them spread through word of mouth. But there was not much evidence of them historically. Many people call them "Smoke Demons, Ghost Nomads, Messengers of Death " by different names. Most did not dare to speak the name of the tribe out of respect, reverence, and fear. They were master navigators, fishermen, hunters, and gatherers; their talents were innumerable.

Despite their reputation for destruction, they were peaceful and only killed when attacked. But when they did kill, they were ruthless. It was a mistake to disturb them when they arrived in a region. They caused no harm to anyone and only took what they needed from the rivers and forests to survive. When they left, no evidence of their presence remained. They conjured up a spell that returned the land to its original state. So, there was no reason to provoke them. Yes, some tribes or nations attacked them for encroaching on their lands.

Because they meant no harm to anyone, they remained open and friendly. It was as if they baited other nations and tribes by not camouflaging themselves and leaving themselves vulnerable to attack. They were carefree and, as with any group of people, incompetence or carelessness often vetoed wisdom and caution. They were so powerful it often led to arrogance, knowing that no tribe or nation could ever contend with them. They fought many battles and did not lose any. And that was the very reason many nations wanted to destroy them. They felt they had become too powerful and something needed to be done to destroy them.

She was the descendant of a lineage of great distinction. Her ancient mystical tribe was known far and wide in times past. But, as with all great abilities, the price of being extraordinary was that people feared them. And those they feared, they hunted.

Samira, the matriarch of the tribe, knew the weight of this legacy all too well. She had seen her ancestors' powers and witnessed the consequences of their greatness. The history of her people was fraught with tales of envy, greed, and fear from neighboring tribes and nations. The powers that had once made her tribe revered had also made them targets.

Samira began to worry about her son, Cornlegus, as he grew older. The attacks on her people included threats against her young boy's life. She knew that to protect him, she had to teach him to suppress all that was special about him. She never told Cornlegus about his father, a courageous warrior who had fallen defending their tribe, and he never asked. Their history was shrouded in secrecy and pain.

Cornlegus, born into the Tambini tribe, was a mystical tribe of ancient nomads who roamed the continent, picking up and leaving as swiftly as the wind. The Tambini possessed some of the most extraordinary mystic powers of all the tribes and nations, past or present, on the continent. Warlocks, shamans, and divinators among the Tambini were unparalleled, known for their mastery over the art of manipulating smoke.

Smoke was their medium for waging war, achieving stealth, and accomplishing incredible feats. The Tambini used it to kill, to steal, to teleport from place to place as they pleased. Their powers were both awe-inspiring and terrifying. Legends about them spread through word of mouth, but there was little historical evidence of their existence. They were referred to as "Smoke Demons," "Ghost Nomads," and "Messengers of Death," among other names. Most people dared not speak the name of the tribe out of respect, reverence, and fear.

The Tambini tribe consisted of master navigators, fishermen, hunters, and gatherers. Their talents knew no bounds. Despite their reputation for destruction, they were peaceful and only resorted to violence when provoked. When they did kill, they were ruthless, and it was considered a grave mistake to disturb them when they arrived in a region.

The Tambini left no evidence of their presence behind. They had a spell to return the land to its original state, erasing any trace of their existence. Thus, there was no reason to provoke them, yet some tribes or nations attempted to attack them when they encroached on their lands.

They baited other nations and tribes by not camouflaging themselves and leaving themselves vulnerable to attack. This carefree approach often led to arrogance, as they knew no tribe or nation could ever contend with their power. They had fought many battles and emerged victorious each time, further fueling the desire of other nations to destroy them. The perceived threat of their overwhelming strength became the catalyst for hostility.

Despite the tensions surrounding their tribe, the Tambini remained open and friendly. They were a unique people who meant no harm to anyone, only taking what they needed from the rivers and forests to survive. Their gentle disposition, coupled with their extraordinary abilities, posed a perplexing paradox. They appeared defenseless, a facade that invited aggression. The Tambini was often misunderstood, a mysterious enigma on the continent's landscape.


Chapter 4

Revenge of the Spirits
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he spirits of the continent who had seen all of the passing of time gathered for a tribunal. It was rare for such an occurrence to take place. All through the ages of the continent, a convergence only occurred when there was adversity and or a sense that some grave calamity was to occur in the continent. It was dangerous to bring the great spirits together. Their powers were weakened when they were in the same realm. And if there was a dispute, the results could be catastrophic. Their meetings stirred up floods, tsunamis, typhoons, and raging fires. They left each other’s presence as soon as possible, or the entire earth would collapse.

The spirits were all seeing and all-knowing, allowing them to see future events. While they did not directly affect the space-time continuum, they had extraordinary powers. They worked to keep the equilibrium of the continent, no easy feat as humans grew more powerful and advanced.

All the gods and goddesses were present: ten celestial, terra firma, and water spirits. They each had dominion over the continent and were tasked to safeguard and oversee the continent without interfering directly in the affairs of humans. It was a difficult mission, but they were all in alignment. Whenever they agreed, they moved in concert to enforce the decrees that were in place. But this meeting was more important than all the rest. The event was a rare gathering, and the meeting was called to discuss the birth of a mystical child: Cornlegus.

All the spirits agreed that the Tambini nomadic tribe had become much too powerful and had tilted the balance of power for too long. It was typical for nations and tribes to rise and become formidable and authoritative, but their supremacy would not last long. Eventually, they fell or settled into the ebb of flow on the continent. But these nomads were different. It was known that they were running a covert operation without reproach. And, when engaged in battle, they were ruthless, laying waste to any challenger. Though they were not a warmongering people, their power was far too great, and they had corrupted and eroded the fabric of nomadic tribalism. Now, one of their tribe had mated with a shaman and given birth to this powerful child.

They decided that the mother needed to be destroyed, and the whole Tambini tribe was wiped out to keep this from happening again.

The spirits of the spirits did not communicate with each other except at the gatherings. The motion was their custom, so there would not be unnecessary bickering, backbiting, and any diabolical thoughts of friction from the collective.

Twice in history, thousands of years ago, dissension in their ranks split the spirits and caused a war that rocked the earth. It split the earth into continents and emptied the sea. It took many thousands of years for the world to recover.

For the most part, the celestial beings were honorable, peace-loving, and benevolent beings who only sought the betterment of the continent. It greatly worried them that the Tambini nomads had become so massively influential. With great displeasure, they took ten crucial steps to keep their power, influence, and dominance from continuing to destroy the balance of power.

The first was to divide the tribe. The team would separate everyone into factions to lessen their strength.

The second was to remove all the children from the tribe. With the children gone, they could not teach the team their ancestors' ways and raise a new generation of Tambini to threaten the continent.

The third was to remove all the women from the tribe. It was the only way to ensure new babies would not be birthed to learn the Tambini way.

The fourth was to remove any food from the vicinity upon arrival. This plan was designed to keep the team off-kilter and moving more frequently to survive. Many would undoubtedly starve, decreasing the tribe’s numbers until they were ultimately wiped out.

The fifth was to remove their abilities to camouflage themselves from detection at all times. It was not clear yet how this would be done. But the spirits agreed this was a priority.

The sixth was to make the men impotent to reduce further any chance that new generations would rise.

The seventh and last was to make the women infertile. They feared that, by chance, the men would reencounter the women as they moved about the continent.

The eighth was to remove their magical artifacts, believing they were the source of their extraordinary powers.

The ninth was to wipe their memories. They would become confused and look to survive without remembering their past conquests.
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