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                               Dedication

To the King,

With great respect and admiration, I dedicate these words to your wisdom and reign. May your legacy endure as a guiding light through the ages.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "My anger is the pain of knowing that, even trying, the world denies me the cure."
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In the medieval ages, a time when knowledge was scarce and power was wielded through the iron hands of kings and the divine will of the church, there lived a man whose very existence defied the boundaries of time and space. His name was Arlan Dossar, a man of many talents and deep wisdom, a wanderer who had carved his path through the roughest roads of both the physical world and the labyrinths of his mind. From the outset, his life was not marked by the grandeur of birthright or the privileges of wealth; instead, it was defined by a singular obsession: the pursuit of truth.

Born into a world where diseases were untreatable, where life was a delicate thread between survival and death, Arlan was never content with the limitations of common knowledge. His youth was not spent chasing the idle distractions of other boys; he did not seek fame, nor did he crave the riches that came with it. Instead, Arlan sought the ultimate question—the question that no man had dared to answer fully: What is the true meaning of healing?

From an early age, he began to question everything. When his village’s healer relied on superstitions and rudimentary herbal concoctions to treat wounds, Arlan found himself dissatisfied with their inadequacy. Watching the suffering of the sick and the helplessness of those who had no other recourse but the faith of ancient beliefs, he swore to himself that he would find the truth. He began reading, studying, and experimenting—often in secret, with the gleam of inspiration and ambition in his eyes. Where others saw the dark, narrow confines of the medieval world, Arlan saw a canvas, a limitless horizon of possibility that stretched far beyond the walls of the known.
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Chapter 1: The Wandering Mind
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The world of the medieval lands was a patchwork of shadows and light, where towering castles stood against the backdrop of an unforgiving sky, and humble villages lay nestled in the arms of dense forests. The air was thick with the scents of earth, damp stone, and the occasional bitter herb burned in a healer's fire. The wind carried the whispers of distant kingdoms, of empires rising and falling, and of fates long forgotten. Yet among the chaos and simplicity of this world, there wandered a solitary figure—a man unlike any other.

Arlan Dossar was his name, though few knew it. He did not carry the title of knight, nor did he walk the well-trodden roads of fame and power. Instead, he was a shadow—an enigma whose presence was fleeting but whose impact would ripple through history long after his footsteps had faded from view. Arlan was a wanderer, but not in the way the world understood wanderers. He did not seek riches, nor did he seek to conquer lands. He sought something far more elusive, more precious, more difficult to obtain: wisdom.

With no formal education to bind him, Arlan’s mind was unshackled by the limitations of tradition. Where others sought knowledge from the learned scholars in great libraries, he sought it in places far less ordinary. He found the wisdom of the earth in the rustling leaves of the ancient trees that stretched their limbs into the heavens. He listened to the secrets of the wind as it howled through craggy mountain passes and whispered across the surface of tranquil lakes. Every sound, every movement, every interaction with the world around him became a thread in the ever-growing tapestry of his understanding.

Though he lacked the luxury of a tutor, Arlan had something more valuable than any formal education: an insatiable thirst for knowledge. Books were precious in the medieval world, rare and often guarded by the wealthy or by those who held the reins of power. But Arlan found other ways to learn. He sought out old men and women in villages, humble peasants who held knowledge passed down through generations. He listened intently to their stories, not just of battles and kings but of healing, of remedies, and of the mysteries of the human body. Their wisdom was simple, raw, and often steeped in superstition, but it served as a foundation for what Arlan would build upon.

Nature, too, became his greatest teacher. He would wander the forests, collecting herbs and roots, learning how to identify plants that could heal or harm, discovering the delicate balance between life and death that governed the world of living things. The air itself seemed to hum with the knowledge of ancient things—knowledge that had been forgotten by men and erased by time. The world was not just something to be observed but something to be understood. Arlan knew that, in the wilds of nature, there were answers to questions no one had yet dared to ask.

He was an observer, a thinker, a man whose thoughts spiraled like the stars above him. His mind was never at rest. Even as he walked across villages, his fingers brushing the stone walls of ancient buildings, his thoughts were elsewhere—racing ahead, seeking patterns, searching for connections that others could not see. It was this restless mind that would lead him to his greatest discoveries, but it was also this same mind that made him feel like an outsider, always on the fringes, never fully belonging.

There were times when he would stop in a village, offering his help to the sick or the injured. His skills were rudimentary at first, a patchwork of knowledge gleaned from a lifetime of experimentation. Yet, there was something about his hands—something that resonated with those in need of care. He had no formal training, no doctor’s cloak to drape over his shoulders, but when he worked, it was as though his mind was an extension of the body he healed. His hands moved with purpose, his fingers steady as he prepared tinctures from the herbs he had collected. His remedies were unconventional, often based on little more than intuition and the wisdom of the earth, but they worked.

In one village, he saved a young child from a fever that had left the village’s healer helpless. The healer, a woman who had spent her life caring for the sick, stood in shock as Arlan’s concoction of crushed leaves, boiled water, and a touch of honey brought the child’s fever down. Word of his skill spread quickly, and soon, Arlan was no longer seen as just a wanderer. He was something more—a healer, a man who seemed to carry with him the power to cure that which others could not.

But Arlan was not content. Though his reputation as a healer began to grow, he knew that this was only one small part of the vast tapestry of knowledge he sought to understand. Healing was not just about curing ailments; it was about understanding the human body, mind, and spirit in their entirety. He wanted to know why certain remedies worked and others did not. He sought to understand the hidden patterns in the diseases that plagued the land and to uncover the unseen forces that governed health and sickness.

He did not stop his wandering, nor did he stop questioning. Each village, each person he met, became a piece of the puzzle he was trying to solve. He asked questions no one else dared to ask. He studied not just the ailments of the body but the nature of the soul. He pondered the relationship between life and death, health and decay. His questions were endless, but they drove him forward, pushing him through endless miles of wilderness and countless villages.

In time, Arlan realized that he was more than just a healer. He was a philosopher, a seeker of truth in a world that had forgotten how to look beyond the surface. His life was an unceasing quest—not just for knowledge but for understanding. And though he had no formal title, no noble birth, he began to see himself as something else as well: a teacher. For, in his wandering, in his endless thirst for knowledge, Arlan had begun to learn not just for himself, but for the world around him.

The path ahead was unclear, but one thing was certain: Arlan Dossar would never stop wandering. For he was not simply a man with knowledge—he was a man driven by a need to understand, to ask, to challenge. And as long as he walked the earth, his mind would continue to roam, seeking out the truths hidden beneath the surface, in the hearts of men and the wilds of nature.
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Chapter 2: The First Cut
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The air in the small village hut was thick with the pungent smell of burnt herbs and sweat. A few flickering candles provided the only light, their flames dancing as if mocking the gravity of the scene unfolding beneath them. Arlan Dossar sat in the corner, his sharp eyes watching intently. He had arrived just in time, or perhaps, too late.

The room was filled with anxious villagers, their faces tight with worry, but all eyes were drawn to the center, where the village healer, a stout woman named Matilda, worked hurriedly on an unconscious man. His body was covered in crude bandages, the fabric soaked in blood that had yet to be staunched. The man, a farmer, had been struck down by a wild animal while tending to his fields. His wounds were deep, his survival hanging by a thread.

Matilda muttered prayers under her breath, her hands trembling as she moved from one tool to another. She was experienced, no doubt. Her weathered hands had treated the common ailments of the villagers for years. But now, faced with the gruesome injuries the man had sustained, she seemed out of her depth. The ragged gash across his abdomen was jagged, and the blood flow was unrelenting. Matilda struggled with the precision needed to bind the wound. It was clear that the healing arts she had relied upon for so long were not enough in this case.

Arlan’s eyes narrowed as he watched her work. The healer’s hands shook, her movements erratic as she tried to stitch the wound closed. Her methods were traditional—root-based concoctions, poultices, and salves—but they were no match for the severity of the injury. The man’s body convulsed slightly, and Arlan could hear the soft gurgle of blood in his throat. He was slipping away, and Matilda was doing nothing but prolonging the inevitable.

Arlan could not sit idly by any longer. He had seen enough.

Without a word, he rose from his corner and approached the bed. The villagers shifted uneasily, some murmuring, others eyeing him with suspicion. They knew little of this wanderer beyond the rumors of his strange knowledge. He had proven useful with herbal remedies, yes, but now, they watched him with wariness as he moved to the healer’s side.

“Let me,” Arlan said simply, his voice calm but firm. Matilda, startled, looked up at him, her face pale from the stress of the situation.

“I—I'm no surgeon,” she stammered. “This is beyond my skill.”

“I’ve seen worse,” Arlan replied, his gaze fixed on the farmer’s wound. There was no hesitation in his voice, no doubt in his words. He could sense the urgency in the room, the desperation of the villagers, and above all, the quiet, inevitable passage of time. Every second the farmer bled was a second closer to death.

Matilda’s face contorted with reluctance, but she stepped back, wiping her hands on her apron. “You may try, then. But there is no guarantee.”

Arlan nodded, his mind already racing ahead, analyzing, calculating. He had no medical training, no formal tools—only his mind, his hands, and the knowledge he had accumulated through years of observation. He had studied nature, observed the animals and their instincts, and learned of the various herbs and roots that could heal wounds, stop blood flow, and stave off infection. But none of that would matter if he did not act quickly.

First, he motioned for the villagers to bring him a sharp knife—a simple, sturdy tool. The blade was crude, not meant for delicate work, but it would have to do. He examined it carefully, feeling its weight in his hand. His mind was focused now, no longer distracted by the strange mixture of fear and excitement that always accompanied such moments. There was only the task at hand.

He moved to the patient’s side and placed his hands on the farmer’s abdomen. The skin was warm, slick with blood, and the scent of it filled the room. Arlan ignored the discomfort, centering himself. The wound needed to be cleaned first. With swift precision, he reached for the herbal mixture he had prepared earlier—a blend of willow bark, thyme, and sage—each chosen for their medicinal properties. The mixture would help to numb the pain and reduce inflammation.

“Hold him steady,” he instructed the villagers, and two of them gently grasped the farmer’s arms and legs, ensuring he did not flinch during the operation. The man was unconscious, his breath shallow, but Arlan could sense the strain in his body, the slow pulse of life slipping away.

With a steady hand, Arlan applied the mixture to the gash. The concoction bubbled slightly as it touched the blood-soaked skin, its warmth spreading through the wound. He then took the knife and, without hesitation, made the first cut.

The room held its breath.

The cut was clean but deep. Arlan worked with a focus that transcended everything else—there was only the wound, the body, the mind working in unison. He carefully peeled back the edges of the torn flesh, revealing the damage beneath. The jagged edges of the wound were more severe than he had anticipated, but he could see what needed to be done. The farmer’s intestines had been nicked, and blood pooled beneath the surface. He had to stop it, and fast.

Arlan took a deep breath, steadying his hands, then began stitching. The needle he used was not the finest instrument, but it was sufficient. His fingers, deft and sure, moved with precision as he pulled the thread through the man’s skin, closing the wound as best he could. His mind raced, considering every angle, every possibility. He worked methodically, sealing the torn flesh and ensuring that the wound would not reopen.

The process was crude, but effective. Arlan’s heart pounded in his chest as he finished the final stitch and wiped his brow. The room was silent. The villagers stared in awe, their mouths agape. They had never seen anything like this before—never imagined that a man who wandered from place to place could possess such skill, such knowledge.

When he stepped back, Arlan gave a simple nod. “He will survive.”

The villagers did not speak immediately. They simply looked at the farmer, then back at Arlan. The healer, Matilda, stood to the side, her expression unreadable. She had witnessed something extraordinary, something that had shaken her understanding of what was possible.

As the hours passed, the farmer’s condition improved. His breathing became steadier, his pulse stronger. Arlan stayed by his side, administering more of the herbal mixture and ensuring that the wound did not become infected. Slowly but surely, the man’s body began to heal.

That night, as Arlan sat alone by the fire, he could not help but feel a strange sense of accomplishment. It was the first time he had truly tested his knowledge—his ability to make a difference, to perform something that others would consider beyond his means. And yet, as he stared into the flames, he knew this was only the beginning. He had not just healed a man’s body; he had taken his first steps toward understanding the deeper mysteries of life, death, and the human body.

The road ahead was long, and the questions endless. But in that moment, Arlan Dossar realized something fundamental about himself—he was not just a wanderer anymore. He was a healer. And this was just the first cut.
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Chapter 3: The Philosopher’s Dilemma
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The dawn had yet to break when Arlan Dossar found himself standing on the edge of the village, overlooking the vast, rolling fields that stretched out to the horizon. The morning mist curled around the grass like a living thing, and the cool air was thick with the scent of earth and dew. Yet, despite the beauty of the scene, a heavy weight pressed on his chest, a question that refused to let him rest.

The farmer he had saved—he had healed the body, but was that truly enough? Was he merely delaying the inevitable? In his quiet moments, Arlan could not escape the thought. Healing had come to him naturally, almost instinctively. His hands had stitched wounds, his concoctions had soothed pain, and the very act of saving lives felt noble, righteous even. But as he stood here, lost in the endless sea of green, he found himself asking a question that felt more profound with every passing day:

What was the true purpose of healing?

Was he saving lives, or was he playing God, usurping nature’s right to determine who lived and who died? The line between the two seemed thinner than he ever imagined. Life, after all, was fragile—an intricate dance between the living and the dead. His thoughts began to tangle, the swirling ideas twisting like the mist before him.

Arlan had always been a wanderer, drifting from place to place, observing the world from the sidelines. He had seen death in many forms—animal, human, natural, and unnatural. But now, in this small village, for the first time, he had intervened. He had changed the course of fate.

But who was he to decide? Who was he to halt the natural order, to mend what was broken by a force greater than himself? Was he truly helping, or was he simply postponing a truth that could not be avoided? In the act of saving, had he made a choice that others had no right to make for themselves?

The question gnawed at him, and it was not one that could be answered with logic or reason. His mind, once focused solely on the act of healing, now began to drift toward philosophy—the nature of life, death, and existence itself. What if death, like life, was a necessary part of the cycle? What if, by saving someone, he was only preventing them from reaching their true destiny?

Arlan’s hands, which had been steady and sure just days before, now trembled slightly. He had stitched a man’s wound, but what of his soul? What of the deeper meaning behind each breath he took, each heartbeat he fought to save? Was it enough to simply cure the body? Or was there a higher, more elusive truth to be understood?

As these thoughts consumed him, he found himself turning inward, asking the most dangerous of questions—the ones that had no easy answers.

Was I wrong to intervene?

His mind wandered to the stories he had heard during his travels—of great healers and shamans who were revered for their ability to save lives, yet were often questioned for their methods. Many believed that healing was a divine gift, that to heal the body was to restore balance, to be in tune with the forces that governed the universe. But Arlan wondered: Was that the truth? Or had these so-called healers simply embraced the illusion that they had the power to alter the course of fate?

And then there was the matter of the soul. Could a man truly be healed if his spirit was broken? Was saving the body enough if the mind or soul was left untouched? Arlan thought back to the farmer he had saved, his body stitched together with care, his wounds closed, but his eyes—those lifeless eyes—had remained as dull as before. Had he truly restored the man, or had he merely mended the shell?

His thoughts began to spiral, deepening with every passing minute. The more he considered the meaning of his actions, the more complex they seemed. Healing, he realized, was not as simple as applying herbs or stitching a wound. It was an intricate, delicate dance between the body, the mind, and the soul. And to truly heal—truly understand—he would need to go beyond the physical. He would need to confront the very nature of existence itself.
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