A New Era of Terror

· by Tawanda the Raven-eye

“You really should try wielding a katana sometime, Tawanda,” Tristan was explaining to her as they walked side-by-side outside the tall, ancient marble building in the middle of a great Maori jungle. It was rather warm and pleasant, if not a touch too humid; birds chirped happily in the trees causing a merry ruckus. Tristan stopped and unsheathed a beautifully engraved katana from his side and held it out. “Power, might… all held within one single blade.”

 Tawanda looked down upon the blade and shook her head, smirking. “I could have you dead before you could even get to me with that flashy blade, Pretty Boy.”

“Who are you calling Pretty Boy?” Tristan asked, flipping the katana around in his hand and returning the smirk.

Tawanda craned her neck awkwardly and looked around Tristan, then behind herself, and then upon Tristan. She shrieked with surprise.

“Okay, okay… trying to make up for years of teasing that you missed out on, Lady Maori?” Tristan asked, re-sheathing his katana. 

“My relation to you has nothing to do with my teasing you,” she stated simply. When he looked at her questioningly, she replied, “I merely tease you for the fun of it.” She smiled widely and curtsied mockingly, her ivory dress billowing out underneath her.

Tristan returned the mock bow. “Go inside. I think this air is affecting your ability to think clearly.” Tawanda narrowed her eyes at him and placed her hands testily on her hips. Tristan smiled sheepishly and said, “Come to dinner at the palace tonight, and bring the good doctor.”

 Tawanda nodded and watched as Tristan turned around and walked to his horse. He leapt upon it, mounting it deftly and turned around. Tawanda waved and did another mock curtsy. He shook his head and turned once more, riding off into the forest towards the royal grounds.

Tawanda watched him leave and shook her head. She resumed her walk around the path beside the marble tower feeling the soft soil beneath her slipper-covered feet. She paused to watch a pair of red birds soar into the air together until they disappeared out of sight. With a smile, she turned around and opened the heavy door into the tower and let it close shut behind her. 

“Laertes?” she called out and looked around. She shrugged and muttered, “Must not be home yet.” Tawanda walked to the end of their living room and climbed stairs to the second floor. She stepped out into what had become one of the most important, and old, libraries in Maori. “Perhaps a bit of light reading,” she said to herself and began inspecting the rows upon rows of books. Some books were very small; other books took up almost an entire half of a shelf to themselves. 

Her eyes scanned the books until she came upon a rather interesting looking one. Its cover seemed to glow. The pristine white cover was even more amazing because Tawanda was sure this wasn’t a new book, that in fact – it was quite old. “It must be protected by magicks,” she whispered and hefted it off a shelf, setting it down on a table. 

The cover was title-less, nor did the spine hold a title. Curious, Tawanda opened the binding to parchment like paper inside. Words seemed to fly from an unknown place onto the pages as Tawanda read the title, “The Fates Have Spoken”. Tawanda recoiled at it and thought, ‘That’s not a very appealing book title.’ She flipped the page and once again, words seemed to fly onto the parchment and fill the page. Her eyes scanned the poetry-like passages and she once again began to flip through the book. Tawanda came upon a page of much interest to her. Some of it was written in an unknown language, but she could understand most of it.

‘Count the rhythms in the sky

Sadness makes the rhythms fly

Evil grows with joyful tears

Tears are born in states of fear

Damage done I leave behind

Afterlife – my state of mind

Dreams a dream, a time gone by

I long to live the day by flying’

 Tawanda arched an eyebrow and quickly turned the page. More words flew in, and she read hungrily.

‘Wake up shining, rise like the sun

Super-nature, forever young

Wake up shining, mon camarade,

Resurrection, Leader Palad’


“Leader Palad,” she whispered. “Paladin leader? Tristan?” She speculated and continued to read, though now the words became foreign and she didn’t understand them fully. She turned the page and the words scuttled on it, now more familiar ones.

‘Innocent, gently weep

It’s time to end your beauty sleep

Break away, have no fear

A brand new day, don’t shed a tear’

“Shed a tear at what?” she asked rhetorically and more words moved onto the page.

‘Breakdown of the human flesh 

Creation of eternal dress 

The sea the moon the rising sun 

Tonight prepare my wedding gown 

Straight before the owl's call 

Apocalypse the curtain fall 

Treasure is thy honesty

 
I long to live eternally’


Quickly, she turned the page and read more.

‘Count the rhythms in the sky

Sadness makes the rhythms fly

Evil grows its drive for tears

Tears are bred with states of fear’


The words now began to become scarce and illegible.

‘Super-nature…

Execute manipulate

His wrath, his judgment will not wait

Forever young…

Cloud the rain with stains of gold

Blessed by thy eternal soul.’


She flipped the page and found nothing but a blank page. Frenzied, she searched the other pages. Blank. She turned back to the beginning and found the title still there, blazingly as ever. She picked up the book and looked at it incredulously. ‘What does this book say? Does it predict the future of one gaining some form of immortality? Of a new reign of terror?’ Tawanda thought and decided quickly. She knew she must find out what the book meant. She turned to walk down the stairs when Laertes appeared, whistling cheerfully. 


He stopped and smiled at her. “Good day to you, Lady Maori.” He looked down at the book in her arms. “A bit of reading?”


She thrust the book towards him. “Read this!”


Laertes looked at her quizzically and leaned his staff against the wall, then took the book from her. He opened it and looked down at blank pages. “Read what, my dear?”


She pointed to the page, then stared down at it with a frown. “The words ran away…”


“Ran away…? Perhaps you need to rest; the air is thick, maybe you are fatigued. Come, I will…”


Tawanda turned a shade of pink and gestured. “I read the book and words were there!”


Laertes closed the book and smoothed back a lock of hair from Tawanda’s face, then kissed her forehead. “I believe you, but maybe you should go upstairs and relax a bit, hmm?”


She looked at him infuriatingly. “I am not insane, nor am I fatigued. This book spoke of some evil, and immortality, and… other things, I couldn’t quite understand the words. I must find someone who can tell us where this book came from!”


He recoiled and looked at her. “There is only one other person that I know would be knowledgeable of the books contained herein. Perhaps two.”


“Whom?”


“Warren the White… and Saradin.”


“Then I’m going to find one of them and see just what this book implies.”


Laertes sighed. “I really rather you wouldn’t; neither of them get along, and most likely – neither of them know what that book is.”


Tawanda looked up at him with pale green eyes. “I will be back before nightfall. Saradin is in Britannia; I won’t try to find him. Besides, I’ve never met Warren. Does that suit you?”


“If you must. And be sure to take Shadowfax.”


“I don’t want to take the horse. Archimedes has always done well for me.”


Laertes crossed his arms, releasing another sigh at Tawanda’s stubborn-ness. “Take the horse… ostards are not exactly common on Maori.”


“I don’t want to take the horse.”


“Take the horse!”


Tawanda made a sound of dissatisfaction and stormed off upstairs. Laertes followed and heard her re-dressing herself. She reappeared in a creamy white shirt, green over-vest, and long brown pants with leather boots. She leaned down and slung her satchel over her back, as well as her bow and arrows.


Laertes looked upon her with softened eyes. “I understand, you know; this book must have dire circumstances within it.”


Tawanda looked up at him and nodded shortly. “I didn’t come across it by chance. It was almost as if the book made me read it, and that is something momentous. I will be back before nightfall.”


Laertes encircled her momentarily, then gave her a small kiss. “Alright.”


“I’ll take the bloody horse!” She stormed downstairs.


He grinned widely. “Like a charm…”

