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On top of discovering the saga that awaits, I’d like to invite the most curious among you to take a look at the pages on my website dedicated to the Chronicles of Galadria, and available through this link.

There, you’ll find more information about:


	The translation process, the languages that are already available, and how to contribute if you feel like translating this adventure.

	The origin of the story and what the writing process looked like when I was working on the novel as a teenager, in the 2000s.

	The music tracks I composed to go with the book, gathered under the “Chroniques de l’Autre Monde” series of albums, along with videos that combine those tracks with excerpts from the various volumes.

	The animation series project based on the story and whose purpose is both to leverage a new medium to strengthen the emotional impact of the Chronicles of Galadria and expand its audience, and to convey its main themes and key messages in a clearer, more structured fashion, thanks to extensive upfront preparatory work (whereas writing the book was a more spontaneous process).



Also, feel free to share your opinion wherever you purchased this volume, as it’ll help others decided whether that story is for them (and I always enjoy reading my audience’s comments)!

Alright. It is more than time for you to discover the adventure that is to follow. Enjoy reading, and enjoy the journey...

To all who still know how to dream...
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​Prologue
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A bolt of lightning seemed to tear the sky apart, then another ork fell. Glaide bounded forward, landing behind his adversary, who he decapitated with a stroke of his blade. Sheathing his sword, he shot a glance around himself, and detected no other sources of danger.

“Good, perhaps now I can look for a place to spend the night. I have no interest in sleeping even a single night more under the stars, or in a humid cave,” sighed the young man with a somber air.

He found himself on a small hill. To the right, he could see the path he had been on, made of gravel, the earth laid bare by the innumerable boots that had trampled the path over the years. It twisted and turned with the goal of never unnecessarily tiring its travelers by forcing them to climb. Glaide, however, had wanted to catch a view from above, and he had indeed found one: he had discovered a band of orks, ready to swoop down upon a small cottage. To his left, there was a mountain range covered with evergreens and other trees whose leaves, in this season, had taken on nuances of crimson and gold.

He looked at his enemies one last time. “They won’t bother anyone there,” he thought, throwing a look of disdain in the direction of the lifeless corpses. Then, he tranquilly began moving towards the bottom of the hill, in the direction of the abode, where the occupants, without even knowing it, had just escaped death.

As he arrived, the sun, which was already setting, began to disappear behind the mountains, and the stream that poured down from the mountains reflected vermillion and silver glints. The rays of sunlight filtered through the trees, enrobing the trees in green light.

The house was in that particular style that was so dear to this world: the door, as in most houses here, was of a somber and simple wood, and the home had a varnished, wooden façade; it was a subtle mixture of the orient and the western world. The walls shone with the light of a million fires under the setting sun.

Glaide knocked. When the old man opened the door he froze in place, looking momentarily astonished to see before him, in the fading light of the evening, a young man wearing a long cape that covered most of his chin.

“Good evening,” Glaide said to him.

The man seemed to come to his senses, and returned Glaide’s greeting. Then his face lit up as he said, “But... but... I... I know you... I’ve seen you before. You.... you’re the Destroyer!”

Glaide stayed silent for a moment, and a flash of sadness briefly crossed his dark eyes. In that flash, one could see regret, memories, and a profound melancholy above all. He responded, “Yes, that is what they call me.”

“Oh, but if I had only known. But I beg you, come in, come in! Hey everyone, come see who has come for a visit,” exclaimed the man.

A whole troupe made up of men, women and children came down the stairs. “It’s just my luck, to land in the middle of a family reunion,” thought Glaide, lifting his eyes towards the sky.

The atmosphere of the room was warm, and though he asked if he should leave, they assured him that he was no bother. A few handshakes later, everyone took their places around the table. After a meal that was as copious as it was delicious, and after many questions about both everything and nothing, the adolescent - who really wasn’t one any longer - and his hosts moved into the lounge, where some beautiful, and very comfortable, armchairs awaited them. The home, though small, possessed a lounge sufficiently spacious to fit the whole group - about a dozen people. 

The old man began to speak, “You see, young man, I had planned to go to Shinozuka soon, and now that you’re here I want to write your story, and take a copy with me to the Great Library. I understood that no one, apart from you, would be able to tell the whole story of the Destroyer, and consequently nothing recounts your advent in the chronicles and history of this world.” Then he added, laughing, “This will make an excellent bedtime story for children!”

The young man smiled politely, but in his heart, he did not smile at all. “No, I am not the only one who knows my story. But that doesn’t matter now,” he thought. Then, he commented, “but, it is.... it’s a very long story.”

“Will the night suffice?” asked a woman.

Glaide nodded his head slowly, then gazed out the window at the night gently enveloping the countryside. The moon was full, and everything seemed auspicious for one of the greatest secrets of Galadria to finally, and for the last time, be revealed...

“Am I ready?” thought the young man to himself. “I have pushed the past away throughout the many months, afraid of my own memories... Who am I now? What is left of the person I once was? People are celebrating someone who gave birth to this new age. They celebrate the Destroyer, even though they know the truth. Even though I am still happy to be here, I've renounced the name they have given me, along with the memories of the adventure that I had hoped for so long. But, could it be that my journey destined me to be here, this evening? Was I supposed to relive the memories, though I didn’t know if I regretted them or feared them? I had always dreaded living in the past, but perhaps today it was the past I had to draw on to create a future for myself. Yes, I want to live life anew...

“And little does it matter; I must concentrate and retell my story. Perhaps it will offer an aid to the future, who knows? You are right, master: all stories have an ending, and mine certainly seems to be finished.”

He turned to his listeners, and saw the old man lift his head from the piece of parchment that he held in his hands and stop writing on it. Then, out loud this time, Glaide began:

“And so...”

The man took up his plume again and placed the point just below what he had already written. Characters which, with a certain arrogance, read:

“Chronicles of Galadria: The Coming of the New Destroyer”.
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​Chapter 1
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HOW long had it been since it all started? He couldn’t precisely say. The only thing he knew for certain was the way everything had started: first, it was simply vague contemplation, then a story had germinated in his mind, always set in another world. But all of this made him happy: yes, it was like a dream for him. When he considered that he could never explore this fabulous world, and that it would remain only in his mind, depression crept in. However, he had always boasted of having a will of iron, and so combatting this depression was a feat that he considered it his duty to accomplish. He read an abundance of books, and so, in a way, he was able to travel to many worlds.

The world in which he lived, at that time, wasn’t really his own. He wanted a world without technology; a world that remained in the Middle Ages, but with monsters, and magic. The authors called it “Heroic Fantasy”, but after all, what did the name matter? And even though others never stopped repeating that that world existed only in his imagination, and that the monsters that he dreamed of defeating – and that he had named orks – as in all good stories, were nothing but the invention of a man, he continued to enjoy dreaming, something which is rare in this day and age.

He had discussed this subject several times with a friend of his, and the two often asked themselves how such a world could exist. Maybe it was just childishness... An overflow of imagination, without a doubt. He was not one of those people who live in their dreams. On the contrary, he had always shown himself to be very lucid – maybe too lucid. His dreams never took over reality. They made time move forward, and that was their only role.

Nonetheless, he had asked himself on many occasions if it couldn’t be possible, one day, to discover a world like the one he dreamed of. In these moments, he lost himself in imagining the ways he would react, and what events he would be brought into... But sometimes events that are unforeseeable occur, and – something even more rare – sometimes dreams become reality.

Glaide was traveling home on the bus. The 17-year-old, who had relatively long, chestnut colored hair, dark brown eyes, and a frank face, tried, more successfully than not, to keep his balance despite the jolting movements of the vehicle. He had a deep and serious expression on his face, a look that seemed to hint at great moral strength, and his mouth was twisted into a magnificent smile; however, he was generally a very discreet and private person, and his smile appeared like this only rarely. He generally spoke little, but thought much – without a doubt, too much sometimes, if that were even possible. Though he little desired to attract the attention of others and lead, he knew how to make decisions if he felt it was needed.

Today, he had Jeremy by his side: his constant comrade, whose hazelnut eyes and jovial appearance instantly won people over. With his friendly face and easy smile, one might almost label him as reckless, or even superficial. But judging by appearances alone can often lead to errors, and his loyalty was a perfect model for many: his actions had proven more than once that he deserved the trust of his friend. He had just celebrated his seventeenth birthday at the beginning of June.

The two boys had decided to go out together that Friday, as it was the eve of the first day of summer vacation. The cries of delight and the overflowing joy that resonated within the bus left little doubt that everyone in the vehicle was celebrating. The bus driver was the only one who didn’t seem to share in the joy that surrounded him – probably because of the loud cries that blasted his ears.

After getting off the bus, the two young men began discussing their plans for the coming days, all the while following the small cobblestone pathway leading towards Glaide’s home.

“So, Jeremey, are you going south, like you do every year?”

“Ah yes, a tragic inevitability,” sighed the young man. “And you?”

“We’ll definitely spend at least two or three weeks, just the family, enjoying the sun. But we’ll see.”

The day was bright, yet, even at the end of June, the sun never seemed to quite warm the world up as it should, and everyone still wrapped themselves up in sweaters, protecting themselves against a summer that promised to be cool.

While they walked, two young ladies the same age as Glaide followed in their footsteps. One of the girls had fine black hair, emerald eyes, and a beautiful smile that came readily to her face. Responding to the name Emily, the girl was one who spoke little, and then often only to say that she was thinking. Glaide admired her because, without being antisocial – something he was often accused of – she was also never extravagantly social. 

Her companion had shoulder-length hair that sometimes took on a golden gleam when the sun hit it, a phenomenon that the young man had never quite been able to explain. She was called Gwenn, and she had a natural tendency towards gullibility that had often made her fall prey to jokes and pranks. She made up for this by having magnificent grey eyes, tinged with blue, that attracted innumerable remarks and suitors.

The two young women were good friends, and they appreciated Glaide, despite his somewhat cold and hard appearance.

Deep in their discussions, the four didn’t immediately notice the strange violet glow when it made its appearance. The glow was intriguing because it was not projected or reflected; it appeared, growing in plain sight, out of thin air.

The two boys were well ahead of the girls, but the cry was so piercing that it reached their ears. Instinctively, they spun around, and Glaide discovered before him a scene that he could never have anticipated in all his life – one he could never have hoped for: a monster was before him. Yes, a monster; he had no other name for the creature, which was more than nine feet tall with sharp claws, and which was moving to attack Emily and Gwenn. Short fur covered its black skin, which looked as hard as steel.

However, this vision of horror, which had yet to do anything more than surprise Glaide, soon made Glaide feel something else entirely. The feeling of surprise was replaced with the feelings one experiences when something they’ve long awaited finally arrives: a joy mixed with surprise and incredulity, because after imagining one improbable situation after another, Glaide had finally discovered one in the real world. He was incapable of making a move or saying a word: his mind seemed to work at lightning speed, trying to comprehend the incomprehensible, all while crying out that the time had finally come.

Jeremy stood petrified by his side, ceaselessly repeating the same phrase, “it’s impossible, it’s impossible...”

Glaide gave him a shove to bring him back to his senses and said, “Hey, wake up! Quit repeating that nonsense; you can clearly see it’s possible!”

Sadly, the shove merely reminded him that he had legs, and he instantly made an about face in an attempt to escape – a reaction that was at least normal. Glaide, however, planted himself in front of Jeremy, forbidding his escape. Jeremy tried to push past him, but instead he received a blow to the stomach that knocked the wind out of him. He dropped to one knee, attempting to regain his breath, while his companion began to speak: “Look! Look at that monster there! It’s exactly as I told you before: it’s the Other World, here! It’s my dream Jeremy. Finally, I see before me exactly what I had hoped for! It’s now or never: the chance to realize my dearest wish, and believe me, I’m not going to let it escape from me.”

The adolescent, still breathing in short bursts, looked his friend in the eye. Was it the determination that he saw gleaming there that calmed him? Or perhaps it was the peculiar, almost delirious look he always noticed as Glaide spoke to him of this “Other World”? Or maybe it was once again that determination to follow after a friend? Whatever it was, he rose up. Though still unsteady, he declared in a calm voice, “It actually seems you were right: this “Other World” does exist, and it won’t be said that the best friend of Glaide abandoned him just as he finally realized his dream.”

“Does that mean you’ll come with me?” asked the young man, timidly.

“I don’t know if we’ll see anything so wonderful, and to tell you the truth, I have no idea what we will do to face this.... thing,” he said, pointing to the creature, “but yes, I think it is worth a try.” He exhibited a big smile. Glaide felt completely overwhelmed with joy, to the point that he temporarily forgot the creature of nightmares that could be found mere yards before him. Realizing his dream was fantastic in itself; discovering that he was not alone, and he had his friend by his side was a miracle.

A second cry reached their ears, drawing them back to the present. The whole scene had taken only a few moments, but now the monster had begun his attack. He seemed to have set his sights on Emily. Glaide’s blood boiled; he bounded forward, Jeremy on his heels, towards the young women, without even considering what they would do when they reached them. Gwenn turned towards them, unutterable fear evident in her eyes. She seemed unable to move, and powerlessly watched the nightmarish scene unfold before her.

As the boys arrived, however, something surprising happened: Emily instantly stopped moving, voluntarily leaving herself at the mercy of her adversary. Furthermore, as Glaide yelled at her to run, he noticed that the monster also seemed to be petrified, just like Emily, and even Gwenn, the surrounding trees, and truthfully, everything; only Glaide and Jeremy seemed still able to move.

Only? No, not really: an old man who floated before them also seemed to be able to move. He had long white hair and a sleek and impressive beard of the same color. He wore a robe of the same immaculate white, and his body seemed to radiate a dazzling light. His expression as he faced the two boys seemed benevolent, and he immediately inspired in them confidence and respect.

Before the two friends could attempt to do anything, he addressed them, saying, “Greetings. It appears I’ve finally found you.”

His voice, calm and serene, didn’t prevent Glaide from exclaiming, “Who are you?”, with his eyes open wide.

“And you, who are you?” The boy was just about to give his name as the stranger interrupted him to add, “No, no. I know your name. I want to know who you are.” The young man gazed at him, his mouth open wide. “Do you think that your name defines your personality? Asking someone who they are serves no purpose; we do not know ourselves, and a part of us always remains unknown. Moreover, today I am going to shed light on a shadowy region of who you are – one that even you are not conscious of. You will see, Glaide,” he added. “Your identity has nothing to do with your name.”

The boys said nothing. Who was this man proclaiming such a philosophy? But more urgent problems were waiting. Before they could ask what was going on, the stranger spoke again, saying, “Yes, I was the one who froze time.”

“What a thought, he can read our minds!” mused Glaide.

“I have many things to tell you, but alas, we don’t have much time,” declared the old man. “Let me start by explaining the situation: I am from another world: Galadria – or more precisely, the Known Lands of Galadria – which represent a territory peopled by men, like you, along with other creatures that I won’t list now.

“My world is made of magic, as you can see, and it has two gods, which each represent a branch of magic. I won’t go into detail, but you should know that these two gods are brothers, and that they have fought several times. 

“One, Baras, is worshipped by creatures that want to destroy men and their allies. Many people call him the “God of Evil”. In contrast, his brother, Aras, the one we sometimes call the “God of Good”, is – or was – worshipped by humans.

“However, know this: the terms of Good and Evil are used only because it seems like Baras never ceases to persecute the people, while Aras protected them long ago. But the terms don’t signify anything in particular; Good and Evil don’t really exist in Galadria. There are only battles, sometimes for obscure reasons.”

The young men tried to grasp what he was telling them, all while holding back the questions that seemed more important, such as how the speaker could float like that.

“Do you mean, no one knows why Baras is so aggressive?” asked Jeremy.

“Exactly.”

“And what is our role in all of this?” asked Glaide. “You are implying that we should side with Aras, but we have nothing against his brother. And then, why couldn’t humans follow Baras?”

The adolescent had lost no time; already, he was trying to reason differently, as if he was already in the other world. Still, the man facing him wore a strange smile, as though the question demonstrated Glaide’s naivety. 

“Men fight Baras for the same reason that you will be in the camp of Aras: I’m speaking of the young women accompanying you.”

The two teens stared at him uncomprehendingly.

“If I am here today,” explained the stranger, “it is because via a book with more or less mystical properties, I discovered that Gwenn and Emily were white magicians, or maggs. Although they are common on Galadria, it is extremely rare to find them in other worlds.

“The white magicians are the representatives of Aras. They are the only ones capable of using ‘white’ magic, which permits them to accomplish all kinds of miracles. They can heal almost all injuries, create protections, and they even say the most powerful of them are capable of sharing the pain of others. One cannot become a magg; if you aren’t one at birth, you can never be one.”

“And you are telling us that Emily and Gwenn can do all that?” exclaimed Glaide.

“Without a doubt, even if their powers are latent at the moment. It is because the representatives of Aras are humans, and because these two young ladies are maggs, that men and you yourselves are on the side of this god. As for the roles of these young ladies, it is very simple: they will traverse the Known Lands, bringing aid where it is necessary, and fighting the hordes of Baras.”

The man looked over his shoulder as if he saw or heard something, then he turned back to his listeners and continued, “The maggs aren’t alone in their quest; they are accompanied by protectors. These are warriors whose only goal is to protect the maggs. Although they possess many powers, a protector is aid that they cannot do without. A white magician can, over the course of their life, find themselves surrounded by many protectors, although this is a charge that should not be accepted thoughtlessly. A protector must fulfill his role to its conclusion, even giving up his life if it is necessary.

“When a magg becomes conscious of their powers, a protector is designated by Destiny. They are often men, though they can at times be women instead.”

“What do you mean by ‘Destiny’,” asked Jeremy?

“I’m referring to an event that brings together the magician and the warrior. You have an example right next to you,” the man said, pointing to the gigantic creature, still frozen in space.

“It is almost impossible for a monster to travel between the worlds,” he explained. “The fact that this beast is here can only mean one thing: you are the protectors of these young women.”

The two boys looked at each other, then Glaide exclaimed, “This could be fun! What do you say, Jeremy? From being simple students, we find ourselves transformed into warriors, entrusted with the protection of magicians!”

“Well, that does sound pretty exciting, actually!”

“Well, who would have thought?” Glaide said to himself, “I owe the girls both so much; without them, no Galadria!”

The man added, “The role of you four is relatively simple: if I am here, it is simply to bring the girls to my world, because we cannot afford to forgo the assistance of two more maggs. So then, you shall live in the same manner as other magicians and protectors.”

“So actually, it’s distressingly commonplace, then,” commented Jeremy, ironically.

“Are you still sure you want to come?” asked Glaide.

“In any case, I don’t believe I really have a choice; nor do your other two friends...”

Suddenly, the man glanced again behind him, visibly surprised. When he began to speak again, he seemed more nervous, and spoke much faster, as if he was rushed to finish: “They’re arriving; I don’t have much time. To defend their maggs, protectors need weapons. On Galadria, what you call ‘firearms’ simply don’t exist, and in any case, would be useless; can you stop magic with technology?” Glaide was tempted to answer in the affirmative, but looking at the face of the stranger, he decided that “no” was the more accurate answer.

“You will defend yourselves, then, with these!” the man exclaimed, holding out his arm. A flash of light blinded the two boys for a moment, before being replaced by two magnificent swords that slowly descended from the air, down towards the young men. The sheaths were leather, black for Glaide, and brown for Jeremy. The tip and base of the sheaths were reinforced with steel. The metal reinforcements gleamed, and the boys could see the small studs that held them in place. It was obvious that these were weapons of great quality.

Glaide’s was rather impressive; the blade alone, he judged by the size of the sheath, must be about four inches wide, and roughly thirty inches long. The guard was simple, large, and undecorated. Near to the blade, the guard was wide and flat, to protect the hand of the swordsman who carried it but without blocking his movement, and nearer the handle, the guard narrowed. The grip was, quite appropriately, made of leather cording, twisted and braided together, ending with a pommel, also made of steel. The young man estimated the total size of the weapon as three or four feet.

He watched as it descended in front of him, and he asked himself how he would ever be able to carry such a thing. However, when he caught it in his hand, he found that it was much lighter than he had expected. “The same weight as a katana,” he thought, “though it is almost double the size.”

Jeremy’s weapon was, by contrast, considerably shorter: it was just under three feet in all. The blade measured little more than two inches wide, and twenty-five long. The guard on his sword was also simple, straight, and finished on both ends with sharp tips. The grip was relatively long – just under a foot – and had a pommel in the shape of a crescent moon that extended to the sides, allowing him to block blows. Jeremy caught his sword easily, showing that his also must weigh next to nothing.

They both drew their swords at the same time, making the clang of the steel resonate sharply. They discovered the most remarkable difference between the two swords proved to be in the form of their blades, or more precisely, in their points. Jeremy's sword began to form a point by halfway down its blade, effectively creating a long stake. Glaide’s weapon, however, had a much shorter point, only about an inch long, though very wide. The two weapons had little decoration; they were truly made for combat. 

The man cried out, “Now that you are armed, defend your maggs. I would love to tell you that all will turn out for the best, but it doesn’t look like you know how to handle those tools. Let’s hope you can improvise! And as for your passage from one world to another: I'll take care of that!” Just before he disappeared, Glaide and Jeremy had a moment to thank him for his revelations, for the swords, and for the adventure they were about to live, even as they turned their eyes to the combat to come. Then, the stranger disappeared in a flash of light. Who knew if he would return one day?
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​Chapter 2
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TIME returned to normal, and the cries of terror began again. Without taking even a moment to be shocked by this wonder, the two young men went into action: Jeremy ran towards Gwenn, pulling her to safety some 50 feet away from the monster. She easily let him lead her away, despite it being the first time she’d run across the young man.

At the same time, Glaide raced towards Emily. When he arrived, she looked surprised; then she noticed the shining blade. The young man observed, with a certain amount of amusement, that the teen appeared completely lost; she didn’t know if she should scream or simply appear surprised at the sword that he carried, which hadn’t existed just a few seconds before. The young girl forced herself to move. She turned towards the boy and, ignoring the roar of the monster at her back, attempted to take one step, and then two... and then she began to run. Her legs shook, but they didn’t give out.

Glaide was impressed by the courage his ward proved to have. He quickly called out to her as she passed him, telling her to join Gwenn, but her face was tense with concentration and he doubted she’d even heard him speak.

It was then that their enemy, seeing his prey escaping him, began to move. Glaide decided to distract him to give the young women time to flee. He yelled insults, moving his arms in all directions, then, seeing that the monster paid no attention, decided to take more drastic measures. The creature advanced slowly, due to his colossal size. Its steps were heavy, and it didn’t seem to be very lively. Gathering his courage, the young man drew closer to the creature and, with a force that he had never suspected he had, dealt a powerful blow of the sword to the monster’s leg. 

Nothing could have prepared him for the resistance he encountered! He’d never have thought that skin and muscles could offer such protection; his sword vibrated so much at the impact that he was barely able to keep it in his hand. But he did. The wound didn’t seem very deep; however, when he hastily withdrew his sword, blood began to run from the wound. He turned his head away. His adversary wasn’t a model of cleanliness, and the skin around the gash, full of dirt and... other things, made him a bit nauseous. The monster, however, barely made a sound. “It’s almost as if it feels nothing! It’s impossible: the blade is as sharp as a razor! Argh! What am I going to do?”

By that time, Jeremy had placed Gwenn in safety. She had let him move her, and now had a haggard expression on her face. Glaide observed out of the corner of his eye that Emily lay on the grass, unconscious. “She must have passed out on the way. Too much emotion all at once,” he rightly guessed. Jeremy noticed it as well, even as he ran to aid his friend.

Once the two were reunited, Glaide told Jeremy to cover him while he moved Emily further away. Jeremy placed himself in front of the monster while the other Protector planted his sword in the ground. They had tossed their sheaths only feet away, but searching for them would take time, and it would be impossible to carry the young woman all the while retaining his weapon.

Glaide approached Emily and hoisted her up on his back. She seemed to barely weigh anything at all. He carried her close to Gwenn and asked that she watch over her. “From the look on her face, I don’t know if she’ll be able to watch over anything,” he thought to himself, as he looked at her eyes, open wide in terror. However, she had at least the strength to nod yes.

Once he’d returned, Glaide regained his sword. Looking from one to the other and making a great number of hand signals that they hoped were discreet (while counting greatly on the stupidity of the creature!), the two friends came up with a plan, though admittedly a very basic one: to attack the monster from behind. 

Jeremy began accordingly to skirt around their adversary. Glaide, on his part, dodged the too-slow blows of his enemy, without really trying to attack. Deep within him, fear and excitement had him divided. He barely took notice that his life was in danger, because all of his thoughts converged towards what would happen when the battle was finished: they’d discover a new world. However, the battle was a difficult one, and the adolescent didn’t see the blow from the talons until the last moment; he realized then that being distracted by his thoughts could be fatal. Furthermore, he couldn’t move away for fear that the enemy would attack his companion.

Unfortunately for them, the monster had anticipated their plan from the beginning, and once Jeremy was behind him, and thus out of reach of any aid, the monster turned abruptly, and landed an impressive punch that sent the teen flying. For Glaide, the scene unrolled in slow motion: his friend raised his sword but before it fell, he bent over double under the effects of the attack. He flew back, letting his sword fall with a dull thud against the ground. Miraculously, the monster hadn’t used his claws. However, perhaps they hadn’t been necessary.

Glaide pulled himself together, struggling to ignore the thoughts that tried to press into his mind: “No, there must at least be a chance that he isn’t dead. That couldn’t be possible! Our story has barely even started!” The monster turned towards Glaide, who had the excellent idea of avoiding its tail – which savagely whipped the air, but encountered nothing but emptiness. “Fine then, I’ll take care of him, and then I’ll see to Jeremy.”

The creature now turned to the warrior, whose eyes gleamed with hatred. With trembling hands, but his sword held steadily aloft, he fixed his eyes unblinkingly on his adversary. The fight took a new turn, because Glaide now fought with rage, even if all that passed before him seemed like nothing more than a dream. What a thought, that just minutes before, he’d been returning home, prepared to enjoy a long and agreeable vacation. The battle had gone on too long already; it was time to finish it. The young man drew closer to the gaping jaws of the monster, determined this time to give the beast a more fitting gash.

His enemy attempted to seize him with his jaws, crouching near the ground in the attempt. The adolescent propelled himself up off the ground as high as he could go, ignoring the fetid odor that nauseated him. He reached the height of his enemy’s skull and planted his sword into it with all of his force. It vibrated so much that he thought he would lose his grip. The weapon, however, passed through the skin and bones, reaching even to that vital place, the brain. The monster emitted a throaty death-rattle and began to fall. Glaide released his hold on the sword, then pulled back from the sagging body. The monster again uttered the sound, this time more violent and piercing.

It was only then that the young man realized that there was absolutely no one around. Even without passersby, the noise of combat and the racket the monster had made should have at least drawn a few curious onlookers to the windows. The area where they found themselves was surrounded on all sides by houses and buildings. Had the arrival of the creature and the old man had the side effect of isolating the scene from the outside world? 
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