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Prologue

I

n years long passed, in an age that no living person remembers,
there existed a land called Pangaea, a colossal continent surrounded by endless ocean and home to giant creatures of all shapes
and sizes. But among these creatures was a small species that ruled
the land more firmly than any beast: mankind. The tribes of men
banded together to create a glorious empire in the land of Pangaea,
one that would withstand the test of time. Their cities covered the
land, and their towers touched the skies. They built weapons that
could down the strongest of beasts, and ships that tamed the wildest
of seas. However, at the pinnacle of their success, something happened that no one could have foreseen.
One day five dragons of unimaginable size and power appeared
and ravaged the land. In their wake, volcanoes erupted, storms
raged, and blizzards engulfed the world. The days were showered
with light bright enough to scorch the skin in seconds, while the
nights were filled with a darkness that devoured all that it touched.
These dragons, whose powers held sway over fire, thunder, ice,
darkness, and light, became known as the Arch Dragons.
Entire armies were wiped out in mere seconds by their immeasurable strength, cities destroyed in a matter of days. In the short
time after their arrival the Arch Dragons reduced the population of
man by the thousands. Try as they might, mankind could not stand
1
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against these terrible beasts. Those who were brave enough to fight
were swiftly killed, and those who feared death fled to the west as
far away from the destruction as they could, seeking refuge in one
of their great cities.
The dragons raged unrelenting for decades, destroying all that
stood in their path. Soon they began to make their way toward the
city in the west. But as the five beasts loomed over mankind’s last
bastion, a flock of winged guardians descended from the sky. These
angels possessed the strength to rival even the greatest of armies,
and wielded mystical powers fit for gods. The angels and dragons
engaged in a savage battle that rocked the very foundations of Pangaea while mankind watched in awe.
Days dragged on into months, months into years, yet neither
side showed signs of losing ground. Then one day the clouds of war
parted and a grand archangel wielding a mystical blue blade
descended from the skies. The name of this great figure was Terralus, the Knight of Order. It is said whoever wielded his holy sword,
the Tenjin, was granted the powers of the Arch Dragons themselves.
With the help of his blade, Terralus turned the powers of the Arch
Dragons against the titans, and one by one they fell. Men and
women cheered for the long-awaited end to the battle. After decades
of terror and uncertainty, mankind once again stepped foot outside
the confines of their city, and into the vast world they had once lost.
With his deed complete and the future of mankind preserved,
the holy knight Terralus ascended back to the heavens whence he
came, but not before leaving behind his blade as a gift. His final
words to mankind were, “As long as there is hope, the future of
your race will continue to live on. Keep my blade safe, so another
may take my place when calamity strikes again.”
From that day forward the other angels remained to protect the
now fragile race of man. The road to recovery was long as the remnants of mankind began to rebuild what had been destroyed by the
rampaging beasts. The city, their last haven during the reign of the
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Arch Dragons, grew into a glorious holy city that would stand as a
reminder of the miracle that had been their salvation. The city came
to be known as Tenjai, and it was there the angels resided along
with the Knight of Order’s most holy sword.
Sadly, their time of peace was short-lived. Even in death the legacy of the five dragons lived on, and a new threat to Pangaea arose.
The uxlians, demons spawned from the chaos left in the wake of the
Arch Dragons, appeared and began to prey on the weakened race
of man. They bore the bodies of men, but their minds were as feral
as rabid beasts. Even the weakest uxlian possessed the strength of
ten men. These soulless creatures were a blight on the recovering
land of Pangaea as they destroyed crops, razed homes, and slaughtered the innocent. The angels soon intervened to quell the madness
of the blood-thirsty beasts, but no matter how many uxlians they
slew, more would always appear in their place. It wasn’t long before
the clouds of war began to settle on Pangaea once again, and battle
raged throughout the land for centuries to come.
As the struggle went on the memories of the destruction caused
during the reign of the Arch Dragons began to haunt mankind.
They began to fear what would become of them should the uxlian
blight continue. They pleaded with the angels to allow them to use
the power of the Tenjin to destroy the creatures before their numbers grew too high. Unfortunately, the angels refused their request,
claiming that mankind was not worthy to touch Terralus’ holy
blade. Mankind’s fear soon turned to anger, and they became furious with the angels for holding back such a powerful weapon. The
Holy Knight used the sword to slay the Arch Dragons and protect
all of mankind, so why wouldn’t the angels let the humans use its
powers to destroy the uxlian threat once and for all? Since the angels
wouldn’t hand over the Tenjin, mankind decided to take it by force.
In order to keep the sword out of the hands of man, the angels
took it from its sacred resting place in Tenjai and hid it away. At
that moment mankind was sent over the edge, renouncing their
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alliance with the angels and hunting them down for their betrayal.
From that day on, Pangaea became the battleground for a war
among three great forces: man, angel, and uxlian. The war raged on
for one thousand years, until neither side remembered what it was
they were fighting for. Hatred was the only thing that fuelled their
ancient feud, as every day hundreds gave their lives to the war without a second thought. The bodies of man, angel, and uxlian alike
littered the face of Pangaea, and for no better reason than hatred for
each other.
One day during the strife, a strange eclipse appeared that bathed
the world in a crimson glow. The spirits of the five Arch Dragons,
who had been dead for a millennium, rose once again. They did not
ravage the land as they had during their first appearance in Pangaea;
something far worse than anyone could have imagined happened
instead. The spirits of the five massive dragons fused together under
the eerie light of the eclipse. From them a great and terrible being
was born: Krazatan, the Chaos Dragon.
It is said that Krazatan spoke to every being in Pangaea the
moment he came into existence. His words were, “Behold, denizens
of the mortal world. Look unto me, your one and only true God.
In the beginning I created your world, the stars, and the sun. By my
will I had given life to what had been naught, and to every beginning there must come an end. I am the Creator and the Destroyer,
and I am here to return that which I had created back to the void.”
The celestial dragon let loose his terrible power and plunged the
world into chaos. From the sky, tornadoes descended and left nothing but devastation in their wake. From the sea, tidal waves rose and
consumed the shores. From below, earthquakes swallowed all in
their path into the vast depths of the planet. Krazatan, the divine
dragon that had plunged Pangaea into such a horrible state, loomed
over the land and watched as entire nations were swept up into the
tides of chaos, leaving nothing behind but ash and memories.
Neither man, uxlian, nor angel could stand up against this
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terrible entity, and it was at this time all the races of Pangaea realised
the pettiness of their bitter war and banded together. Mankind
ended their strife with the angels to stand together in their darkest
hour, and even the blood thirsty uxlians understood the severity of
their situation and offered a truce. The three races of man, angel,
and uxlian sought refuge in the safest place they knew, the holy city
of Tenjai. It was there they prayed. They prayed for mercy, not only
for themselves but for their world that was slowly tearing itself
apart. They prayed for Terralus, their most holy Knight of Order,
to descend from the heavens once again and free them from this
calamity. They prayed, because it was all they could do.
As Krazatan’s powers consumed the land and began to descend
upon the holy city of Tenjai, the prayers of all men, angels, and
uxlians were answered. A great light appeared from the mountains
like the rising sun, and down came an angel child to protect the
denizens of Pangaea. He held in his hand the archangel’s legendary
blade, the Tenjin, which had been all but forgotten during the
course of the Thousand-Year War. It is said his father was the
Knight of Order. The archangel descended from the heavens in
secret one night to pass his miracle on to a simple peasant woman,
so that she may give birth to his son. With the blood of the most
powerful angel in all of creation flowing through his veins, he alone
possessed the might to stand up against the Chaos Dragon. He was
Rekai, the Holy Son of Order.
With his father’s holy blade in hand, Rekai did battle with the
divine dragon. It was a battle so fierce that it changed the very landscape of Pangaea. Mountains rose from the mighty quakes of their
attacks, and craters formed that water would later fill and create
lakes and bays. It is said the battle was so fierce, so terribly devastating, that it caused part of Pangaea to sink into the depths of the
ocean. The fear was this fight between deities would destroy the
world.
But as fate would have it, Rekai prevailed and struck down the
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mighty dragon god Krazatan. The Chaos Dragon’s last words were,
“Though my body is broken, my spirit lives on. As long as there is
strife, I shall return. All that is created must return to the void. It
has been the way of things for eons. Worlds are created then
destroyed to make room for new worlds. Your world is but a stage
in the cycle, a cycle that must go on. I am the Creator and the
Destroyer. One way or another, my will shall be done.” With his
last breath the dragon vanished. His body split back into the five
pieces that once gave him life. The people of Pangaea rejoiced, as
once again their world was spared.
Unfortunately, Rekai, who fought so gallantly to protect the
world and its inhabitants, died along with Krazatan. Though his
father was indeed the Knight of Order, Rekai’s body was as mortal
as any other man’s and thus unable to handle the immense power
of the holy sword for so long. But just as it was for Krazatan, Rekai’s
spirit lived on long after his body shattered. From the heavens he
and his father continue to watch over the people of Pangaea, protecting them from afar. If what the Chaos Dragon said was true,
their strength would be needed once again.

Chapter 1
Rekius Era, Early Winter 2509

“… A

nd so, it is for this reason we continue to pray to
our most holy Knight of Order and his son,”
Father Kenneth concluded. “We must all do our part to ensure our
land is not once again swept up into the tides of chaos and strife.
The more we fight among ourselves, the bigger the chance we give
Krazatan, the Chaos Dragon, to return.”
The chapel was small compared to others in Horagothien, but
for a backwater fishing village like Garrath in the Norrim province
it was more than any of the villagers could ask for. Though the
building was cramped, it had enough room to fit most of the village’s population inside. Those who didn’t arrive early enough to
grab a seat had to settle for standing in the back for the entire three
hours of the sermon. It might have been fine for any of the adults
since they could just leave once the sermon was over, but unfortunately the children had to stay afterward to attend their daily class.
The classes themselves were around seven to eight hours, so sitting
through that, while having to wake up before the sun even peeked
its head over the horizon, and standing in one spot for three hours
straight beforehand, was not fun. At the very least it motivated the
children to wake up when they were told.
One of these children was a fourteen-year-old boy named Kai
Un’kari. He and his mother managed to arrive early enough to find
7

8

Legacy of Krazatan • Book I: A Hero’s Birth

a place to sit, but that didn’t make Father Kenneth’s sermon any less
boring. The man’s words seemed to drone on and on until Kai simply stopped listening, at which point the priest’s voice became nothing more than white noise to accompany the constant creak of
benches and the occasional cough from someone in the back.
Kai started fidgeting for the fourth time. He just couldn’t get
comfortable. The chapel was always way too crowded during these
sermons; there were too many people in one place. There was barely
enough room for him to breathe let alone move around. He knew
once Father Kenneth’s sermon was over the place would clear out.
Perhaps he could count the bricks in the walls to help pass the time
until then, or maybe watch the wax from the nearby candles melt?
Kai lost his train of thought when his mother lightly smacked
him in the back of the head. “Stop fidgeting,” she whispered.
“But I don’t want to be here,” Kai whispered back. “It’s too crowded;
I need some fresh air.”
“You’ll stay in your seat until the sermon is over. I’m not going to tell
you again.” Kai wanted to argue with his mother, but he knew that
if he did she would just punish him later anyway. He let out a
defeated sigh and sat back against the backrest.
Larisa Faron, Kai’s mother, was a tall, slender woman with long
dark brown hair that fell around her shoulders in wavy strands. Kai
shared the same blue eyes as his mother, though his were paler.
Faron was Kai’s real sire name, but he called himself Un’kari because
it was the name of his deceased father. Usually when a child was
born, he or she took the name of either the father or mother. If the
child was a boy, he took his father’s name, while a girl took her
mother’s. There were some instances when a boy would take his
mother’s name, and a daughter took her father’s. The most common
reasons were because the father wasn’t around when the child was
born, or the mother died during childbirth.
Kai’s mother used to live in another village somewhere in the
Galathien province. His father was a man named Kraius, a drifter
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of sorts who travelled from place to place all over the world. One
day he arrived at Larisa’s village at the same time it was being
harassed by a small group of bandits. As luck would have it, he was
a capable warrior. He drove off the bandits and was offered a place
to stay during winter. He and Larisa eventually fell in love, and
when spring rolled around they decided to leave the village together.
Kraius’ death happened about three months before Kai was born
when a dragon attacked the two of them one night on the road.
Kraius managed to fend off the dragon, but not before receiving a
mortal wound from the beast. He spent the last ounces of his
strength bringing Larisa safely to the nearest village, which just happened to be Garrath, before he collapsed and died.
Kraius gave his life to save the woman he loved. For that reason
alone Kai had so much respect for him. Kai’s only regret in life was
being born after his father died because he was never able to see the
face of the man who risked everything to save his mother’s life. The
only thing his father left behind when he died was his name, so Kai
intended to use it.
Kai’s mind wandered as he thought of what he was going to do
later that day once his lessons with Father Kenneth were finished.
He and his friends were supposed to get together that afternoon.
He scanned the benches in front of him to see if he could spot any
of his friends. A few rows up he saw Karen sitting with her father.
She was easy to spot, since no other girl in the village had the same
colour hair. Her hair was light auburn with small traces of blonde
highlights. Her father, Richard Agros, was a broad-shouldered man
with messy brown hair. He was the only farmer in Garrath, making
him the only man to own a full pasture of trags in the entire village.
That gave Kai an idea. Maybe Karen could convince her dad to let
them ride some of the animals on his farm.
“… and that concludes today’s sermon.”
Kai immediately perked up when he heard the priest. Finally, the
sermon was over.
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“As always, I would like to thank you all for rising so early to
attend this morning’s sermon. I hope to see you all again next
week.”
Kai got to his feet so he could stretch his legs as everyone filed
out of the building. For a moment he considered sneaking out of
the chapel with the rest of the crowd to skip the day’s class, but
decided against it. The last time he tried that he was caught almost
immediately. Not only did he end up sitting through that day’s lesson, but afterward he was forced to spend the rest of the evening
scrubbing the chapel floors.
“Be sure to remember everything Father Kenneth teaches you
today, Kai,” his mother told him.
“I’ll try,” Kai lied.
Father Kenneth never taught them anything interesting. The
priest would probably end up droning on and on about something
boring that happened thousands of years ago, or make them practice their reading and writing. He could have more fun watching
the trags graze. At least a trag wouldn’t scold him for not paying
attention.
Kai watched as his mother disappeared among the crowd and
waited until the last of the adults left. The only people left inside
the chapel were Father Kenneth, Kai, and a dozen other children.
Kai went to the front pew to sit with the other kids while the priest
went to get some books from his private chambers. He spotted Bren
Harus sitting in one of the benches to the left of the aisle. Kai and
Bren never got along, so he decided to sit as far away from the boy
as possible.
His friends Ryan and Karen came over to sit with him. Ryan
Jarna had dark brown eyes that matched the colour of his short crop
of hair, and he was a few inches taller than Kai.
“So, I wonder what Kenneth is going to teach us today?” Ryan
asked as he sat beside Kai.
“Probably another boring history lesson,” Kai answered with a
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hint of spite in his voice.
Karen frowned at both of them. “Father Kenneth is teaching us
important lessons we’ll need when we’re older. We have to remember the mistakes our ancestors made in the past so we don’t repeat
them.”
“You’re only saying that because you already know everything he
has to teach us.”
“Well, maybe if you two paid a little more attention during class
you would learn a thing or two. Instead, you just spend the entire
time daydreaming.”
It was Kai’s turn to frown now. “Well, maybe if he taught us
something interesting for a change, I wouldn’t feel the need to daydream in the first place.”
“Hey, there’s no need to start fighting,” Ryan told them. “I want
to get out of here just as much as you do, Kai. Let’s just try to get
through today’s session.”
Father Kenneth emerged from his quarters a few moments later
with some books in hand. He placed the books on the floor beside
him as he sat in a chair he set up in front of the altar for the class.
“All right, children. Today we’re going to start with a brief review
on Pangaea’s history.” He looked over all his students until his eyes
settled on Kai. “Kai, can you tell me when the Terrivien Era took
place?”
Kai groaned to himself. Why did he have to pick me? He knew the
Terrivien Era had something to do with Terralus, the Knight of
Order, so he figured any point around the time he was on Pangaea
was as good a guess as any. “The Terrivien Era took place before
Terralus came to Pangaea to fight the Arch Dragons.” The moment
he saw Father Kenneth frown he knew he had given the wrong
answer.
“That was the Birth Era,” Karen corrected him. “The Terrivien
Era started after Terralus struck down the Arch Dragons. How
could you not know that, Kai?”
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“That’s right, Karen,” Kenneth said with a nod. “The Birth Era
is called such because it is the earliest recorded era of human history, and because of this many people believe it was during this era
humans first came into existence. As Karen said, the Terrivien Era
started the day after Terralus struck down the five Arch Dragons. It
is also considered by most as the Age of War, because of the war
among men, angels, and uxlians that lasted a thousand years. The
era we live in now is called the Rekius Era, named after the Knight
of Order’s son Rekai for his victory over Krazatan, the Chaos
Dragon.”
“Father Kenneth, what happened after Rekai defeated Krazatan?”
one of the other children asked.
“Well, it is believed that during the battle between Rekai and
Krazatan the holy city of Tenjai sank into the ocean, along with the
entire west coast of Pangaea. After the battle, those who survived by
fleeing the city travelled east until they found the ruins of one of
their older cities, which today is called Galathi City. They rebuilt
the city as best they could with what few tools they had, and thus
marked the birth of Horagothien, the oldest nation in Pangaea.”
“What happened to the uxlians and angels?” another kid asked.
“The uxlians wandered the world in packs for centuries before
finally settling down and creating their own nation to the south.
Unfortunately, the angels were all but slaughtered during Krazatan’s
reign. Those who survived parted with the humans and took the
Tenjin with them. No one knows where they went, or how many
of them are left, but every once in a while an angel graces the world
with his presence. Angels have played major roles in great events in
the past, whether they were good or bad. The last angel to show
himself and make a great impact on the world was Lenard the Tempest.”
For once, Father Kenneth managed to pique Kai’s interest. “Who
was Lenard the Tempest?”
“Lenard was a powerful angel who held great sway over the
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element of thunder. He lived five hundred years ago during the War
of Titans, which he played a big role in bringing to an end. The War
of Titans was a three-way war between Horagothien, Euraphis, and
Riviran, the three oldest nations of the Rekius Era. Lenard was the
second in command of the Crimson Army, an independent war
band whose sole purpose was to root out and stop any form of
banditry and corruption they could find. While the three nations
were at war their resources were spread too thin to deal with defending their own lands from criminals at the same time. Thus, the
Crimson Army was formed by ex-military men and mercenaries to
protect those who could not defend themselves.
“However, even with the efforts of the Crimson Army the crime
rate within the three countries remained high. They decided the
best way to stem the spread of corruption was to put an end to the
War of Titans. If the war stopped, the three nations would be able
to focus their resources toward protecting their own lands rather
than fighting each other. If not for the influence of Lenard, the
leaders of the three countries would never have listened to the
Crimson Army.”
“What exactly did he do that made him so special?” Kai asked.
As interesting as the Crimson Army was, he wanted to learn more
about the thunder angel.
“Well, it all started when he first made his presence known to the
world, and he did so by accomplishing a feat that no angel in history had ever done before or since,” Father Kenneth explained. “It
was about three years into the war when Euraphis’ naval forces
began to make headway against Horagothien along the western
coast. Their ships fought their way up to Hurita City, where they
launched a full assault. The city was unprepared for the siege and
would have been captured in a matter of hours, but the tide of
battle instantly turned when Lenard appeared and summoned none
other than Raijaku, the Arch Dragon of Thunder.”
The other children all started murmuring excitedly to each other.
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One of them asked, “How could one angel manage to control an
Arch Dragon?” It was an excellent question, considering that in the
past the Arch Dragons were more than likely to destroy an entire
city rather than protect it.
“No one knows how he did it, or why one of the Arch Dragons
would listen to him in the first place. All we know for sure is once
Raijaku appeared over Hurita City, Lenard threatened to set him
loose on the Eurian forces if they continued to fight. The Eurian
army fled from the city into their ships and retreated back to their
own territory. But once the battle had ended and Raijaku disappeared back into the storm clouds he was summoned from, Lenard
was nowhere to be found. It was months later when word began to
spread that Lenard the Tempest had joined the Crimson Army.”
“Did he ever summon Raijaku again? What else did he accomplish?” Kai asked.
Father Kenneth smiled at the boy. “Well, this is surprising. I’ve
never seen you this interested in one of my history lessons, Kai.”
He wasn’t the only one who was surprised. Even Karen and Ryan
were giving him odd looks, as if they didn’t recognise the boy sitting
between them.
“Who wouldn’t be interested in someone who could summon an
Arch Dragon at will?” Kai asked. Truth be told, that wasn’t the only
reason Kai was interested in Lenard. Because of the actions of his
deceased father, Kai held great respect for anyone who fought to
protect the helpless and downtrodden. He would hold even more
respect for Terralus and Rekai if he didn’t hear somebody praising
their names every single time he walked by the chapel.
Father Kenneth looked at all the other children and noticed they
were just as enthralled as Kai. “Well, I was going to have you all
practice your writing after this brief lecture, but it brings me joy to
see you all so interested in Pangaea’s history. Would you like to skip
the writing today and hear more about Lenard?” Almost all the
children said yes in perfect unison, which made the priest chuckle.
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“So, did Lenard ever summon Raijaku again?” Kai asked again.
Kenneth shook his head. “The only time Lenard the Tempest
ever summoned the Arch Dragon of Thunder was during the siege
of Hurita City. To this day neither Raijaku, nor any of the other
Arch Dragons, has ever responded to the calls of another angel.
Unfortunately, we will never know the truth behind this mystery,
because just like all the angels before him Lenard vanished from the
public eye a few years after his work was complete.”
“What do you mean vanished?” Kai asked a little confused. “Was
he killed in battle, or did he just leave the country?”
“No, he simply vanished. One day he was living as the most
heralded hero alive, and the next he was simply gone without a
trace. It has been the way of things for angels since the beginning
of the Rekius Era. When people are in trouble they appear to make
things right. Once their task is complete, they leave and are never
heard from again.”
“Father Kenneth, earlier you said angels have played major roles
in great events in the past, whether they were good or bad. What
did you mean by that?” Karen asked.
Kenneth adopted a more solemn expression before addressing
the girl’s question. “It’s a sad fact that all people are susceptible to
greed and a lust for power, and as much as we like to believe otherwise angels are no different. For all the angels that have become
heroes and saviours in the past, there have also been a great number
of tyrants and criminals. One example that stands out is the Black
King Orlaxus, an angel with great sway over the powers of darkness
that lived almost seven-hundred years ago.
“Ferinia, one of the five tribal nations east of Austranvia, was
warring with its neighbour, Nirivan. The Nirivian army was much
stronger than Ferinia’s troops, and to make matters worse, Ferinia’s
king had been poisoned recently and died. With no one to lead
them, Ferinia’s army would have been swiftly crushed. As luck
would have it, an angel by the name of Orlaxus appeared and
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offered his aid against the Nirivian threat. The presence of an angel
within their ranks did wonders for the army’s morale, and after
months of fighting Ferinia managed to push back the invading
forces. To this day Ferinia remains the largest of the five eastern
nations, and it is due in no small part to Orlaxus’ campaign centuries ago.
“After proving himself a capable commander during the war and
with no one else to take the throne, the people of Ferinia crowned
Orlaxus as their new king. For a while he ruled fairly, gaining the
love and trust of his loyal subjects. However, as the years went by
his dark powers began to corrupt his heart. He raised taxes,
increased slave labour, and forced the country to adopt martial law.
Public executions became a daily occurrence and countless people
were sent to prison under suspicion of treason, where they were
either tortured to death by the king himself or left to rot. To this
day the Black King is considered the worst dictator that ever lived.
Had it not been for Austranvia’s intervention and the betrayal of
Orlaxus’ right-hand man, his rule would have lasted for decades.”
“There has to be more to it than that,” Karen said. “For someone
who risked his life to save his country to turn around and do such
horrible things to his own people, there must have been something
that happened to him to make him change like that.”
Father Kenneth shook his head. “Karen, darkness is the source
of all the world’s pain and suffering. It has happened countless
times over the course of history. Any being born with the power to
control darkness will always be consumed by it in the end. That is
the way it has always been, and that is the way it will always be.”
Father Kenneth soon geared the lesson back toward Lenard the
Tempest and a handful of other heroes from the past, most of
whom were angels. For once, Kai paid attention in class and
enjoyed the stories the priest told. He was disappointed when the
lesson came to an end and they all had to go home for lunch, but
hopefully when they came back Father Kenneth would continue
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where he had left off.
The moment Kai walked out of the chapel he was met by the
cold winter air. Even this early into the season the winds were cold
enough to force people to dress in layers, yet it barely ever snowed
in Horagothien. Kai and Ryan made their way home together while
all the other kids went their own ways. As they walked, Ryan
elbowed Kai and asked, “What was with you today, Kai? I thought
you hated Father Kenneth’s classes, yet you were asking more questions than anyone else.” The boy gave his friend an odd look before
adding, “Are you coming down with something?”
Kai shook his head. “I just thought today’s class was a lot more
interesting than all the other ones we had. All that priest ever talks
about is Terralus and Rekai, and it’s always the same story we hear
every week during his sermon. We never get to hear any tales about
famous heroes or battles between angels and uxlians. I’m sure you
felt the same way today.”
“His class today was more interesting, I’ll give you that,” Ryan
admitted. “But the way you kept going on with your questions, it
was like you were obsessed with those stories or something.”
“Well, I suppose Karen’s happy that I actually paid attention for
once.”
“I don’t know, I think you might have stolen her thunder today,”
Ryan told him. “She’s usually the one who asks all the questions.”
Their conversation ended when they made it home. The house
was a simple two-bedroom shack with a kitchen and an additional
room built onto the side. A small garden sat behind the house
where Kai’s and Ryan’s mothers grew a little extra food for the
household.
Even though they weren’t part of the same family, Kai, his
mother, and Ryan’s family all lived in the same house. As a pregnant
woman, when Kai’s mother first arrived in Garrath there was nothing she could contribute to the village to earn her keep. Even after
she brought Kai to term she didn’t have the strength to work in the
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fields, and it was frowned upon whenever a woman worked on a
boat. Kai never understood why, but all the men in the village
believed it was bad luck to bring a woman onto the water. Ryan’s
family was kind enough to let her stay in their home in her time of
need. Ryan was born a year after Kai, though because he was taller
everyone always saw Ryan as the eldest. The two of them grew up
together, and though they weren’t related by blood Ryan was the
closest thing Kai had to a real brother.
When the boys came in the front door they saw Larisa and Ryan’s
mother, Angela, in the kitchen cooking lunch together. Kai’s
mother glanced over her shoulder and smiled when her son walked
in.
“Lunch is almost ready, boys. Go ahead and sit down at the
table.”
The round table was only large enough for four people, so whenever the whole household was home they all had to squeeze in tight.
Kai took his usual spot by the wall with Ryan next to him. They
already knew what they were having for lunch. One whiff of the air
told them all they needed to know.
“Fish again?” Kai asked. “For the last four days we’ve had nothing but fish. Can’t we eat something else?”
“Kai, the winter season has already started. You know we have to
start rationing what we eat,” his mother told him.
“But why does it always have to be fish? Can’t we eat something
else now and save the fish for later?”
“We have to live off fish for as long as we can before taking food
from the storehouse. Once the fish migrate from the coast to
warmer waters the food in the storehouse will be all we have to
survive on until spring.”
“But I’m already sick of it. What I wouldn’t give for a juicy piece
of trag steak right now.”
“Well, you’ll just have to suffer,” Angela told him. “Everyone else
in Garrath has to eat the same thing. We’re not going to change the
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rules just because you want something different.”
Kai slouched against the table and rested his chin on his arms.
“Yeah, yeah, I get it.” He wanted to argue more, but figured it
wasn’t worth the effort.
“Don’t be too upset, Kai,” his mother told him as she brought
the boys their food. “I have a treat for you if you eat everything on
your plate.”
Kai perked up a little as he reached for his fork. “And what’s
that?”
Larisa brought over another plate with large slices of an orange
fruit and placed it in the middle of the table. “Cycads, your favourite. It’s the last batch of the season.”
Cycads were fruits that grew from cycad trees. The trees had
stout trunks and evergreen leaves that sprouted out near the end of
their long stems. The fruit itself grew out from the very top of the
trunk, and had a hard, rough surface that had to be broken or cut
open in order to reach the sweet and juicy part. The tree bore fruit
all throughout spring, summer, and autumn, but once winter came
around it stopped.
Kai immediately reached out to grab a slice, but his mother
slapped his hand away.
“I said you can have them after you eat all your food.”
She sat down beside her son and kept her eye on him to make
sure he wouldn’t make another try at the fruit. Kai groaned and
grudgingly started eating his fish, making sure everyone knew he
wasn’t happy about it.
Ryan looked at his mother and asked, “Where’s Dad? He’s usually home by now to eat.”
Angela used one of the kitchen rags to wipe off her hands before
sitting down beside Larisa. “He’s probably still out on the water.
You know how he is. He won’t get off that boat until he gets his big
catch of the day. That reminds me, your father wants to take you
and Kai out on the boat with him tomorrow.”
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Kai choked a little on his food. After clearing his throat, he said,
“But tomorrow’s our day off from Father Kenneth’s classes!”
“Yes, I know,” Ryan’s mother told him. “Harrison didn’t want to
interrupt your studies by making you miss one of your classes. You
boys will become adults before you know it, so you need to learn
how to provide for yourselves and the village.”
“But I don’t want to be a fisherman for the rest of my life! When
I get older I’m going to leave Garrath and see the world, just like
my dad did.”
With a stern voice Larisa said, “Kai, you know I don’t want you
leaving Garrath. Life as a traveller is extremely dangerous, even on
the best maintained roads people are attacked by highwaymen and
animals.”
“Dad had no trouble travelling on his own. He was a great warrior. I’ll just learn how to fight like he did.”
A looked passed through Larisa’s eyes, though it was gone just as
quickly as it had appeared. “Your father was … different. But it
doesn’t matter. Even if you do leave you have no way of providing
for yourself. Do you think travelling from town to town is cheap?
How are you going to pay for food? How are you going to afford
lodging?”
“I’ll just hunt for food and sleep in the wilderness. All I need are
weapons and a tent.”
“Those cost money, too, and you don’t know the first thing about
hunting or camping safely in the wild. Plus, what if you run into a
wild kerosus out there? The moment you’re spotted by one there’s
no way to outrun it.”
“Well, I…” Kai tried to think of some way to counter her argument, but kept coming up empty-handed. The kerosus was considered the King of Dragons in Horagothien. They were so big that
Horagothien’s army often used them as siege weapons, or to plough
through enemy infantry lines on the battlefield. Although it
couldn’t breathe fire and its body was too heavy for winged flight,
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it made up for it with its unbelievable strength and powerful legs.
They’re native to the western region of Horagothien, though they
have been known to migrate east in rare circumstances. Kai had
never seen one before in his life, but from the stories he’s heard he
was glad to have never had the opportunity. His mother had a
point. If he ever ran into one he was royally screwed.
“It’s just too dangerous out there for you to travel alone,” she told
him, a little more calmly now. “Your home is here in Garrath, with
me. I don’t want you to end up like your father. Now, eat your
lunch. I don’t want you to be late for the second half of your class
today.”
Kai sighed and did as he was told. He had this argument with his
mother countless times before, and it always ended the same way.
But, that didn’t deter his desire of one day leaving Garrath. Once
he turned sixteen and reached adulthood he could choose to do
whatever he wanted. Hopefully by then he could convince his
mother to let him go. If not, he would just have to leave without
her consent. It wasn’t something Kai wanted to do to his mother,
but anything was better than spending his entire life in a boring
fishing village.
***
The boys ended up finishing their lunch before Ryan’s father came
home, and on their way back to the church they ran into Karen.
They chatted with some of the other kids in front of the building
before Father Kenneth called them all in. The priest went off to his
own chambers to grab a few things while everyone got seated.
Kai made his way down the aisle to the spot he sat in before, but
Bren Harus immediately came up from behind and shoved his way
past, pushing Kai against one of the benches.
“Hey, watch where you’re going Bren!”
Out of all the other kids in the building Bren was the oldest,
making him taller than everyone else. Bren had always found a way
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to get on everyone’s nerves, but Kai first started hating the kid when
he pushed him down the well on the outskirts of the village a few
years ago. The two of them had gotten into a fight over something,
but as always it was Bren who started it. It was the middle of summer so the water level of the well was pretty low, leaving very little
to break his fall. The fall severely bruised Kai’s arm; he was lucky it
didn’t break. Bren knew that if anyone found out he would get in
serious trouble, so he left Kai in the well and didn’t tell anyone
about it. The walls of the well were too slick to climb, and no one
was close enough to hear his calls for help. When everyone started
to realise that Kai was missing, Ryan’s father rallied a search party
and found him almost eight hours later. Bren ended up receiving a
beating from his own father for what he did. Ever since that day Kai
and Bren have hated each other with a passion.
The other boy stopped and turned to face Kai. “Or what?” he
asked before shoving Kai in the shoulder, pushing him into the side
of the pew again.
Kai braced himself against the bench to keep from falling over.
“Knock it off!” he shouted as he readied himself to fight back if
Bren tried to touch him again.
“Why don’t you make me? Or are you just as pathetic as your
dad?”
“What did you say?”
“You heard me. Your dad was nothing but a lousy drifter. If he
hadn’t died he probably would have left your mom here and run
off.”
Ryan and Karen showed up seconds later to break up the fight
before it escalated while the other kids watched from their seats.
The two of them put themselves between Kai and Bren.
“Stop it, both of you!” Karen shouted. “Violence inside the chapel is forbidden!”
Bren looked at Karen and Ryan, then back to Kai. “So, you need
your friends to step in and help you? You really are as worthless as
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your father.”
“You take that back!” Kai yelled. “My dad was twice the man
yours will ever be!” He tried forcing his way past his friends, but
Ryan managed to hold him back.
Bren merely smiled, “At least my dad isn’t a corpse.”
Kai’s blood began to run hot. He wanted so badly to hit Bren for
what he said. His father was a great man, and he wasn’t about to let
some snot-nosed kid disgrace his good name. But before Kai could
get at him Ryan stepped forward and grabbed Bren by the shirt.
“Shut up, Bren! You have no right to say those things about his
father!”
“Get off me!” Bren grabbed Ryan by the shoulders and threw
him to the ground. The sound he made when he landed on his own
arm wasn’t pleasant. Karen panicked and rushed to the boy’s side to
see if he was okay. As she helped him to his feet Ryan winced and
immediately clenched his arm with his other hand.
Seeing his friend hurt caused something inside Kai to snap. It
was one thing to insult the man who brought him into this world
and saved his mother’s life, but causing harm to one of his friends
on top of that crossed the line. He walked toward Bren with
clenched fists and grabbed him by the shoulder. When Bren turned
back there was a split second when his eyes were filled with surprise
before Kai’s fist collided with his face. A loud, painful-sounding
crack came from Bren’s nose and he went down like a ton of bricks.
On the way down his head smacked against the side of one of the
pews. He didn’t get back up after hitting the floor. In fact, he didn’t
move at all.
As if a haze had lifted, Kai suddenly heard surprised, almost frightened shouts from the other kids in the chapel as they all ran down
the aisle to see what happened. Karen and Ryan stared at Bren’s
motionless body. Both of them seemed too stunned to say anything.
For a moment, Kai felt complete satisfaction for giving Bren what he
had coming to him for so long. However, that satisfaction quickly
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turned to dread when he heard one of the kids shout, “He’s bleeding!” Kai looked down and saw blood start to pool around the boy’s
head and out his nose. Panic rose in his gut when his mind began to
register the weight of his actions.
“Kai, how hard did you hit him?” Ryan asked. He looked almost
as horrified as Kai felt.
“That’s a lot of blood. Is he …” Karen’s voice was laced thick
with panic, her face starting to pale.
“What’s going on here?” Everyone turned to see Kenneth running down the aisle. One of the other kids must have left to get him
when the fight started. The man stopped in his tracks when he saw
Bren bleeding all over the floor. “By the light of Draco, what happened?”
One of the other kids pointed at Kai and said, “It was Kai. He
punched him!”
The priest stared at Kai with horror-stricken eyes. “Kai, what
possessed you to do such a thing?”
“I didn’t mean to! He hurt Ryan, and …”
Father Kenneth pushed his way past the children and lifted the
unconscious boy onto the pew. “Karen, go to my study and bring
me the dark wood case on my table. Hurry!” Karen did as she was
told and ran to the back of the chapel. The other children all crowed
around the man as he inspected Bren’s wounds.
“Stay back, children, I need space!”
Kai stepped forward. “Is he going to be okay? I didn’t mean
to … ”
“Get out!” Kai was taken aback at Father Kenneth’s outburst. It
was the first time he had ever heard real anger in the priest’s voice.
“You’ve caused enough damage as it is. Leave before you hurt someone else!”
“But I didn’t mean … ” Kai’s legs began to shake as the severity
of his actions fully sank in. Simply hitting someone inside a chapel of the Church of Order was a serious crime, and Kai had just
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managed to make another person bleed all over the floor of the
hallowed building. He could be lashed until the skin on his back
fell off, or sent to prison for who knew how long?
He felt a hand on his shoulder and turned to see Ryan standing
at his side.
“Come on Kai, let’s get out of here.” Kai could only nod as his
friend led him outside. It took every ounce of willpower he had not
to look back at the damage he had caused.
***
Bren ended up with a broken nose and lost two teeth from Kai’s
punch, and the impact to his head from hitting the side of the pew
had given him a concussion. He was bed-ridden for almost three
weeks due to his head injury. Luckily, all priests within the Church
of Order were well versed in medical practices, so Father Kenneth
was able to keep the child’s condition from worsening. By the time
the fish migrated to warmer waters he was up and about, though he
complained quite frequently of headaches for many weeks to
follow.
Larisa was livid when she found out what Kai had done. She
spent the entire night yelling at her son. Never in his life had Kai
seen his mother so angry, so enraged. It was so bad, in fact, that
Ryan’s parents were afraid to step into their own home during the
woman’s ranting. Yet at the same time Kai couldn’t shake the feeling
that his mother’s anger was an act. For some reason he couldn’t
understand, he felt that his mother was actually afraid. Of what, he
could not say, but he dared not ask why while she was in such a
state of hysteria.
Kai’s act of violence inside the chapel did not go unpunished.
Since the Church of Order’s main purpose was to bring order to
chaos to prevent Krazatan’s second coming, violence inside any
church or chapel was forbidden and carried a very hefty punishment. Bren’s father was the most outraged and demanded that Kai
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receive a lashing. Despite the anger he displayed at Kai’s actions,
Father Kenneth turned out to be quite reasonable, though Larisa’s
pleading might have factored into it. He understood that Kai was
still just a child and his actions did not warrant such a severe punishment, especially since it was Bren who started the fight in the
first place. Even so, Kai was still the only one to be punished.
Kai’s punishment was to help Father Kenneth around the chapel,
whether it was cleaning the main hall, sorting books, or cooking
food for the priest. The latter was soon stricken from the list of
chores when it became quite apparent early on that Kai could not
cook an edible meal to save his life. The duration of Kai’s punishment lasted until the fish returned to Garrath’s waters, signalling the
beginning of spring. As per Father Kenneth’s orders, Kai stayed in
one of the chapel’s spare rooms so he could be watched. Every day
was spent inside the chapel, and the only time Kai was ever able to
see his friends, was during classes.
Father Kenneth was anything but lenient with his punishment.
Kai barely had any time to rest between his chores. What time he
did have was soon taken from him when the priest took it upon
himself to become the boy’s personal tutor. He lectured Kai on
everything the Church of Order stood for in order to dissuade him
from ever repeating his mistake. It wasn’t all bad, though. Sometimes Kenneth rewarded Kai’s good behaviour with more stories
about Pangaea’s heroes and battles between good and evil.
The day Kai’s punishment was over and he was allowed to go
home and sleep in his own bed again was the happiest day of his
life. However, even after he served his punishment, the rest of the
villagers never quite treated Kai the same way as they did before.
The younger kids all seemed to be afraid of him, but he could
understand their fear. After all, he punched another person so hard
it nearly killed him. It was the reaction of the adults that bothered
him the most. They seemed just as wary around him as the children, watching him carefully as they passed by and whispering to
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each other just low enough not to be heard. Even Ryan’s parents
gave him odd looks now and then. Kai asked his mother on several
occasions why everyone was suddenly so cautious around him, but
never received a straight answer. Ryan and Karen were the only ones
who treated him normally from that day on.
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