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From the Book of Lore, the Dark Ages

 


Through forest and field,

Fen and glade,

A harsh and terrible

Sound is made.

Never a likely

Tale's been told,

In Leafling lore

From tales of old.

There came a cry

From distant north,

And Devil Troll

Came raging forth.

He cast his spell

With poison rain,

And Tal Kator

Cried tears of pain.

And Quoth, said Troll,

"Nevermore!

Will Leafling toil

In Tal Kator!"

 


… and the Prophesy begins.

 


 


~1~

 


In the far reaches of the Deep Forest, lived
a very large colony of Leaflings. It wasn't the very farthest
depths of the woods, but it was far enough that most of the King's
men and the wandering wizards never bothered to travel there. It
was a fantastic glen, or valley, with the most placid small lake in
the center. This body of water was fantastically beautiful, and for
the peaceful village of Tal Kator, it was perfect. The Leaflings of
Tal Kator lived all around the confines of this sparkling lake that
they named Mirare, meaning mirror. There was a great waterfall that
flowed into it that added vibrant sounds, and the beautiful
swirling currents engulfed the Leaflings in very nutrient-rich and
oxygen-filled water. It was a place of great beauty, with the
woodland animals bouncing to and fro in their perfect little
woodland setting. Its waters soothed body and soul for the
Leaflings, and they all considered it the absolute Utopia of the
world. And although many a wolf had trodden his way through this
seemingly desolate section of forest, the existence of these
special creatures has somehow remained a mystery for centuries
beyond account.

It is no small wonder that the keen nose of a
savvy wolf would not have discovered these vibrant little beings of
the woods. But, the fact that they are not actually mammals could
attest for that. That's the trouble with these spiritual little
creatures. They are not really animals, they are not really plants.
They are somewhat of a combination. It seems impossible that such
vibrant and strange life could exist in the Deep Forest, and yet,
it happened. In the very early tongues of man, they were called
Myrtos, a Greek term meaning small green plant. Some of the
descendents of these creatures actually became Myrtle, which is a
long-known and loved ground cover that grows in many varieties in
many places in the world. Most Myrtle varieties of the world are
very low-slung and vine-like. Their beautiful violet blooms enhance
the stark winter floor of most woodland settings where other plants
dare not delve. They have very ivy-like characteristics that make
them quite well suited for their protective nature of hugging the
forest floor, with their network of net-like coverings. Myrtle's
ancient ancestors, the Leaflings, were not much different in
appearance.

The Leaflings so resembled their Myrtle
cousins, that if they chose to simply stand still ...they would be
completely camouflaged and totally unnoticed. Their skin, or bark,
was very rough looking and dark in color. But, its texture was much
softer to the touch than it appeared to the naked eye. Even though
it looked very rough and crude, it smoothed out like hair when
touched, and was actually quite pleasant to experience. Their
limbs, or legs and arms, were exceptionally thin to view. They,
too, looked vine-like and seemed as gangly as ivy. But despite
their skinny appearance, these creatures were remarkably strong and
durable. A full-grown man could step directly upon their
eight-to-ten inch bodies, and they would simply bend to meet the
weight.

The head of a Leafling is much the same as
that of man. They have facial features that, at times, show quite
vibrantly. And still other times, they could seem totally
nonexistent. That's what makes them so hard to discern in the
woods. You simply cannot see them if they choose to be unseen. All
they really have to do is stand still and act, well, like a
plant.

These wonderful creatures have numerous leafy
coverings upon them, and some have much more than others. Some even
go through a leafless state like that of trees, but it is rarely
seen in the winter months. They seem to shed these leaf-like hairs
in summer as a cooling mechanism. Even in their leafless state, the
Leaflings are still impossible to see when they choose. They just
look like little sticks.

Another very special characteristic of these
creatures is located on their fingers and toes. Where modern man
grows toenails and fingernails, the Leaflings grow long and slender
root-like appendages. They are used in the gathering of food. You
see, the Leaflings do not eat...at least not with their mouth. When
they need nourishment, they simply pause and push their roots into
any soft soil. Sometimes a wet pile of leaves serves as quite a
meal. Now granted, this takes much longer than the time we humans
take to eat, but for a long-lived and durable Leafling, the earthy
nutrients are well worth the wait. And the fact that they don't
eat, means one more trait of survival...they do not leave
droppings. Where there's no poop, there must not be creatures, and
that, alone, could attest for their long secrecy.

There have been times, over the years, that
drought has become a troublesome battle for the Leaflings. They can
tolerate a very long dry spell, and still live through it without
much discomfort. The dryness does take its toll, though. For
instance, they become much more brittle and much less tolerant of
the footsteps of man. They tend to break, when dry. Also, their
voices become almost nonexistent. Even when well lubricated, the
voice of a Leafling is raspy and dry...like the rubbing of
wood...the rustling of leaves. It is almost a loud whisper. Their
speech can be heard by those trained in the listening, but if one
was not prepared to hear such noises, they would seem quite normal
and woods-like. But, to the listening of the trained ear, the
Leaflings have developed a language much like that of the very
early English. Some of their words are of Latin decent, and some of
Greek. Some other influences have changed their speech over the
years, much like that of all walks of life. Language changes with
the life around it and the Leaflings have life all around them.
Even the birds and animals played a part in their language.

Despite their developed language, the
Leaflings live a fairly primitive sort of life. Their lifestyle
resembles that of the Native American Indians. They can live from
the land, and protect their own with the fierce anger of the
toughest of warriors. They even carve their own tiny arrowheads and
build their own arrows...which they shoot from their own
limbs...like a sling. No bow and string...just their own limbs and
the waxy vine-like twine of a root system at their fingertips. They
can actually bend those roots and use their appendages as fingers,
or stretch them out as tentacle-like whips with many uses. They can
be ferocious little blokes when they want to be. They are like
much-developed spiders, with limbs flailing and snapping back and
forth with razor-like precision. Thankfully, they are quite calm
and peace-loving creatures most of the time, which might be
attributed to their lack of sexual differences. These Leafling
creatures are both male...and female.

To reproduce, the Leafling parent simply
leaves its root-like fingernails immersed in soil and wait. In a
matter of a few days, tiny roots sprout from their fingers, and
with a quick, intentional snap, they break off a piece of
themselves...thus allowing a portion of themselves to root on its
own and come to life. It is a very emotional time in the life of a
Leafling. It is said to be quite painful, but very rewarding for a
parent to fulfill its destiny...to bare the life of another. It is
a choice made by the Leafling when the time is right, which is
considerably different from the mammal world, where opportunity
sometimes knocks at very inopportune and awkward times. It seems to
bring both the feminine qualities to the creature, as well as
masculine. It is said that this brings a greater and deeper
understanding of living things than is accomplished through normal
male/female conditions. They are normally in tune to the influences
of the world that deal with the complexities of life, itself. They
are, in fact, quite peaceful creatures, most of the time ...and go
way out of their way to avoid any sort of conflict. But Peace, my
friends, isn't always peaceful, and it isn't always achieved
through peaceful means. Peace...can sometimes only be upheld by
force...by war ...by some of the most unmerciful means imaginable.
And, in the name of Peace...and because of the persistence of one
disgusting old Troll, the floor of the Deep Forest was about to
erupt.
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The morning sun pierced the hazy morning sky
and bounced from the surface of the Mirare. Young Kimbli and his
Leafling parent, Tulas, sat peacefully on the shoreline with their
toes pushed deeply into the muddy bank. They watched as tree
swallows sailed overhead and elegantly soared over the lake
surface, searching for tiny insects. Squirrels scampered from tree
to tree, barking back and forth with one another, and bluebirds
sang their morning song. The age-old branches of the great chestnut
stretched out over the edge of The Great Falls, offering shade and
shelter. In the distance, the chuckling voices of young Leaflings
floated on the morning air, as they pounced and played merrily on
the forest floor. Spring was in the air in Tal Kator, and life was
as fresh as the morning dew.

Tulas looked down proudly at his young
Leafling by his side. With a crooked smile, his mind danced back to
the day when the little one was born. It seemed like only yesterday
that he had pushed his hand deep into the soil and waited. Days
passed as he silently and patiently sat as all vigilant Leafling
parents must. He could easily remember the tingling sensation of
new roots beginning to form, and could almost hear that dreaded,
yet rewarding, snap of his arm breaking...creating life. Young
Kimbli was the light of his life, and he loved him more than life
itself.

Now, before this story goes any farther, one
must consider how Leaflings were addressed by man. The Leaflings
were referred to as males, (him, he, his, etc.) because they tend
to look male. As has already been stated, they are not just male,
but female as well. Many of their mannerisms are much more female
than male, but overall, they appear male at first glance. Most have
had trouble referring to them without gender references, so for a
lack of a better way, most refer to them as male. Although, at
times, it isn't fitting at all. For instance, the young Leaflings
affectionately call their parents Ori. It is derived from the Latin
term Oriri, meaning origin...or parent. The terms Mom and Dad do
not fit, and Ori (to the Leaflings) is an address held in high
regard. It is a playful and loving term, loved by one and all.

Kimbli was in his usual morning doldrums,
impatiently waiting for his morning feeding to end so he could join
his Leafling friends in their morning frolic. The young Leaflings,
and sometimes old ones, love to play in the morning. They have many
little games of fancy that nearly all contain swinging from tree
limbs or swimming in the lake. One even consists of throwing one
another into the air by using their long fingers to weave nets
between themselves like firemen catching someone in a tarp. The
Leaflings play with all their hearts, and few members of the forest
could keep up when they chose to play along. Some of the young
squirrels would play for awhile, but would shy away when the
throwing got a little too close to the water. So, by now, young
Kimbli had heard enough singing and playing to be well annoyed by
the wait.

"Come on, Kimbli," yelled one of the
youngsters. "Don't be such a stick-in-the-mud."

"Can I Ori, pleeeeeeease," he asked, with the
sweetest sad-eyes he could conjure.

"Alright," said Tulas, "I suppose you've had
enough. You may go." Tulas chuckled as Kimbli jerked his feet from
the soil and scurried off. "Stay away from the old Apple Tree!" he
shouted, in his raspy Leafling voice. Within seconds, the little
one was five feet in the air and laughing out loud along with his
friends. And, the floor of the Deep Forest was glad.

Tulas eventually pulled his feet from the
soil and made his way across the clearing to the edge of the
forest. He slowed his pace as he passed the old Apple tree. Some of
the old Leaflings were enjoying a "good soaking" at the old Apple.
The old Apple was a favorite destination among the old timers, and
was quite popular as a local hang-out. Last year's apples had
fallen and fermented upon the forest floor, and the old Leaflings
loved the fermented soil like mankind loves the effects of a fine
barrel of ale or wine. They were having a right-jolly old time as
Tulas approached.

"A bit early to be hitting the fruit, Ducah,"
smarted Tulas to one of the barkies. The term barky was a term used
by younger Leaflings to poke fun at the older crowd. "You barkies
can always be found near here."

"My purpose," suggested Ducah, with a drunken
smile, "is purely medicinal, and nothing more! Me old boughs hurt
me so, you know!"

"Yes, yes, of course," said Tulas, "how could
I be so judgmental... Do accept my humble apologies, dear friend."
Tulas smiled his crafty smile and raised a knowing eyebrow. "Carry
on, my friends...as you were!" The old blokes continued their
conversations, laughing to and fro as Tulas strolled past,
chuckling to himself. Today was a good day. The young ones were
frolicking playfully and the barkies were happy doing what they do
best. And, Tulas was just glad to be a part of it. Tal Kator had
all the comforts of a warm civilization, and all the serenity of
the most remote and natural portions of the wood, and life seemed
to float along with the sweetest of harmonies. Life was pure and
simple here...just as life is supposed to be.

Tulas reached his destination and waited
patiently on the rock overhang, just outside a small cave. He
watched as a number of young ones hung from the old Chestnut and
slung others into the vibrant waters of the Mirare. They laughed
and played as if there was no tomorrow. Today, he wished he could
play along, but knew that Azir would be ready for his teachings.
Tulas was a faithful student of the elder Leafling, by the name of
Azir. Azir was the oldest and wisest of all the Leaflings, and
carried a weight of knowledge that seemed to burden him beyond his
years. Knowledge can be a great and terrible weight to carry. Some
of the happiest creatures one could ever meet in this world are
plum stupid. That sounds harsh, but sometimes, ignorance is bliss.
Sometimes, the wiser one becomes, the more worried one
becomes...and vise-versa. Sometimes knowledge and destiny become
too entwined, and Azir was a very knowledgeable individual.

Today was to be just another day of lessons
and spiritual work for Tulas. He attended a meeting several days a
week to learn the teachings of Leafling lore. Leaflings rarely ever
documented anything on paper or stone. They chose, like many
civilizations, to simply relay, from one to another, the important
occurrences of a very old civilization. They learned...from word of
mouth...from old-to-young...and that seemed to be enough. It was
history from folklore...and folklore from history. And, it served
this community well for generations.

"Come, Tulas," came the coarse voice of old
Azir, "we have much to cover today." Tulas stepped beneath the rock
ledge and found Azir in his usual meditating position of setting
with all fours pushed into the soil and eyes closed. Azir had
parented Leaflings more then once, and had lived long enough to
re-grow his hands to full potential. It was rare for a Leafling to
parent more than once, and certainly, most that had, did not live
long enough to fully recover use of their limbs. Azir was well
preserved for his age and carried himself well, as the wise and
respected individual that he had become. He had taken it upon
himself to educate the colony and had also made great strides in
broadening the language spoken here in Tal Kator. His teachings of
Faith warmed the hearts of all the Leaflings, and he was as loved
as he was respected. He had come to love Tulas as his own young,
and hoped that he would someday take over his position as Elder of
the colony. Tulas was very much like Azir in his spirituality, and
the two had an uncommonly close relationship as friends.
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