Aldea Fanfic


It was a cold day in the Tulgath forest- cold and windy. The skies were overcast and threatened rain. Outside the dark forest the loud cracks of lightning and the rumbles of thunder could be heard An icy wind blew in from the north, turning the normal autumn day into an arctic nightmare. The small Shi’ado brigade of fifty men sat huddled on the hard ground, shivering miserably. The sat with their backs against the thick tree trunks, silently listening to the loud whistling of the wind through the high branches.


None was more miserable than their leader, Cirrus De’Koel. In truth, his name was Trillet, but he had refused to be called anything so feminine. He was a burly Shi’ado; of middling height, and heavily muscled. In his younger days, he had been considered quite handsome, but his beauty had faded away with the coming of the years. In its place was a hardened and scarred veteran; a capable leader. The scales that covered his body were an iridescent blue, and his shoulder-length hair was brown. His armor was chipped, a large sword was strapped to his back, and a long, jagged scar ran across his left eye, giving him a rather ferocious look.


 At the moment, Cirrus sat on a tree stump scribbling in his diary with a messy, scrawling handwriting. His nose almost touched the page as he bent over it. No one bothered him while he toiled away at the pages; they had learned that the hard way.

August 13. Dear Diary, he wrote, today has been quite unusual. I wouldn’t think much of the day’s happenings if they hadn’t have happened before. Oh, how I wish we had never left our city to join the war! If only we had- no, no sense in saying “if only”. What has been done is done, and nothing we can do will change it. 


This morning the skies were absolutely beautiful. The weather was crisp but not cold, and sunny but not blazing. My men and I set off energetic and enthusiastic. We planned to skirt around the edges of this forest, and with luck we would be in sight of our home city by nightfall. However, ill fate- and perhaps something more- has caused us to seek refuge in this dreaded wood. We know not when we shall get out or even if we will.


It was perhaps two hours after we first set out that I noticed something odd. We were following a faded, rough path parallel to the wood. I was trooping along at the head of my brigade when I thought I saw out something out of the corner of my eye, moving around in the forest. I quickly turned and was in time to see a pale girl-child, with eyes like the murky depths of the sea. I only saw a glimpse of her before she vanished into thin air, dispersed like mist. 


I thought this was odd, but I had more pressing matters at hand- that is, keeping my footing on the rocky terrain. So I turned my attention back to what was at hand and quickly forgot about the whole matter. 


I wouldn’t have given a second thought if not an hour later it happened again. I passed close to one particularly large tree growing close to the side of the road and I felt eyes on me. I could sense the powerful presence of the gaze, and quickly looked up to see a ghostly child’s face staring back at me. But as soon as I blinked, the face was gone. Naturally I assumed I was seeing things, but I was still unsettled. So I just thought to myself, “There’s nothing to worry about, Cirrus! It’s a fine day, and soon we will leave this dreadful old haunted forest behind!” However, no sooner had I thought this than a chill wind began to blow. My men looked up in surprise as the skies grew dark all of a sudden. In the distance we could hear the rumblings of thunder. They all grew unsettled at this- it was unnatural, and near the site of old legends of hauntings, imaginations tend to run amok. I was about to give them an inspirational speech to lift their spirits and keep them going, but just then a fork of lightning struck the ground hardly a foot away from us. That was the icing on the cake- my men split and dove into the forest for cover. Though I was loathing to, I was forced to follow them in. We set up camp in a small clearing. I sent out a dozen Shi’ado Red Guards to scour the area. I will attempt to get some rest; perhaps tomorrow we can get out of here.

-Cirrus.
August 14. Dear Diary, something terrible has happened! I now grow worried for our lives. I will tell you all about it momentarily- for now I will continue where I last left off.

Last night it took me perhaps a half hour to get the men to settle down and sleep. I spent an extra hour up; patrolling the area of the camp to be sure it was safe. During that hour, I felt jittery and ants; it felt like someone was watching me. However, whenever I turned to look I saw no one. Could this mystery phantom possibly be-? No. I will not even think of that, for fear of bringing it upon us.

After the hour, I decided no one would appear, so I curled up in my cloak and attempted to sleep. Sleep was a long way off, but eventually it overcame me. 

That night I had a horrible dream. It was full of mist and phantoms- I was running, running, but always the endless horrible ghostly faces followed me, their dark eyes boring into me.

When I finally woke up, it was well past sun-up. Most of my men were up and about- they seemed surprised that I had slept in so late. I too was surprised. It is normal for me to be awake well before dawn.      
Today, though we waited for hours, the scouts I sent out never returned. I fear the worst.

About noon, my men began muttering amongst themselves. Though it was still dark and overcast outside, the forest made them on edge and they wished to be rid of it as soon as possible. Several of my sub-officers came forward and request we move on right away. My heart told me that such would be a bad idea, but it was a majority decision and thus I relented. We packed up and started on our way.


We traveled through the forest in the way we believed we came. However, after an hour of marching it was clear to us we were lost. This is a bad omen- legends tell of the horrible things that happened to souls lost in the Tulgath Wood.


Eventually we decided that walking around was getting us even more lost so we settled down. I sent out half a dozen scouts to see if they could find the exit. Tomorrow, we shall see.

-Cirrus.

August 15. Dear Diary, I can feel the eyes on me. They are constantly there, always studying me, staring at me. I am on constantly on edge. I think my men have noticed. The scouts I sent out yesterday never returned. My men and I don’t know what to do. We decided to try blindly choosing a way and walking straight on, in hopes that our lord will guide us true. Needless to say we found only more endless trees and darkness. I will not send any more scouts out; it is needless to waste lives.
-Cirrus.

August 16. Three men disappeared during the night. Everyone is scared out of their wits. We decided we would stay here and build ourselves a barricade, so as to be safer at night when we sleep. 

-Cirrus.

August 17. Dear Diary, the darkness seems to be closing in around us. We now know that we face that ultimate horror that lurks in the depths of this forest. I am almost too frightened to write. We are so miserable we can do nothing but sit huddled together, praying. 


I saw the girl again. She was standing behind a tree, watching us. Those horrible eyes are burned into my retinas now. Everywhere I look I see her...

-Cirrus.

August 18. Terrible news. Half my Shi’ado squad, driven mad by this dark forest and the lurking fear, ran off into the night. A few minutes later the remainder of my squad and I heard screams, then nothing more. A chill silence spread over us, colder than the quiet we have been in since coming into this nightmare place. May our lord save us.

-Cirrus.

August 19. More men disappeared as we slept. It is now down to me and six other Shi’ado men. We know we shall not live to see ourselves out of this forest alive. Indeed, I know we shall not live to see tomorrow. I saw the girl- She was standing over me while I slept. I know who she is now; a servant of death. Her coming is an omen. Today I gathered my men together and we prayed so that our souls might escape where our mortal bodies could not. Tonight we shall sleep with our swords in our fists, meeting death boldly and with no remorse.

I just hope someone can find this diary....
