A fateful wind

(Or maybe random)

But a breath it started. Hidden like a shadow in the dark. Through streets and fields it spread, over mountains and seas it gained strength. In waves without pattern, the whisper a voice heard but unheeded blew sweat from a brow, a bird from a branch, marching ever in swirls it traveled over countless miles, random chaos touching all, changing all, until… 


Just outside of a small Eastern town called Dinal, in a forest high in a tree that grew a fruit locals called quama. 

A roaring gust rushed through the hugely leafed branches bending limbs and nearly causing Rhatul to loose his footing. He moaned, “Ev will be impressed when I come back with a broken leg instead of a quama.” He looked at the ground about two hundred feet below and a wave of dizziness nearly overtook him. That, along with the long shadows cast by a setting sun and a wind that had picked up from nowhere, was giving Rhatul an uneasy feeling. He closed his eyes to collect himself, confident enough in the enormous branches. The only thing that could make him fall was his own fear of heights. At least that’s what he told himself, “Okay” he breathed, “half way there.” 

He continued climbing and questioning his sanity. “I’m risking my life for a piece of fruit.” Shaking his head he reached for the next branch as a large speckled spider scurried out of the way, he didn’t like spiders.


Rhatul didn’t like climbing trees either. He was doing it for a girl. This was typical behavior. He was thinking about her face, which was pretty, her eyes, which were blue, her hair, which was yellow…

Then he thought about her breasts, and with that his efforts increased a hundred times. He was almost there.

Somewhere in the far West, past a sea of trees and a cloudless horizon, the sun began to set behind the Evermore Mountains. The sky between thick limbs turned from yellow to pink to deep violet. The now noticeably chilled gusts swept the last shadows from the forest floor as an enormous orange moon rose to the East, shedding an odd half-light on the branches. Rhatul pulled up his hood and shivered. “At least now I won’t be able to see the spiders.” 


Someone had once explained to him why quama fruit grew only on the uppermost branches of the tallest trees in the Eastlands. The fruit needed a lot of sun, and since the tree was surrounded by other trees it had to grow taller. 
That morning Radiun had told his class the myth behind the quama tree, and of Arathesis, god of the sun and sky, and Erathmae, goddess of the land. Arathesis had pulled out the heart of the sun and given it to Erathmae as a gift. Erathmae had planted it in the soil, and it grew into a quama tree. Arathesis thought that burying his gift in the soil was an insult, and cursed the tree so that fruit would only grow on the highest branches and only his birds of the sky could enjoy them. The story goes that the first man retrieved the fruit and offered it to Erathmae who did not know why Arathesis had put a curse on the tree. Arathesis overheard Erathmae tell the man why she had buried the gift. The two gods consummated their love and the result was the first woman. Man gave her a quama fruit.
He had climbed dangerously close to the nearest fruit. In the moon he could see the yellow prize sway back and forth in the wind. The branches had become thin, and he doubted the ones where it grew could hold his weight.


Rhatul was small for an Eastlander. Right now he was glad for it. His wiry body allowed him already to climb higher, quicker than most could have. 

He was by far the fastest with a sword and on foot in the Eastlands. Most said he was fastest in all of Evermore, some said the world. Rhatul doubted the last two. Surely there was someone faster in Evermore, they just had not been found yet. Many across the sea must be quicker with a sword. He recalled his father’s stories of the savage tribes across the sea, and how they were diligently trained from birth with their light, double swords. 

Every year since the age of fifteen he had entered or snuck into the Evermore Grand Tournament, and every year he had come in second. The one to best him, Gallad, was now a Captain of the Dragonian military and was no longer allowed to compete. Rhatul was the current favorite. Because of this he was schooled for free by the most reputed teacher in Evermore. School was where he had met Evelyn, and Evelyn was the reason he was now some three hundred feet in the air, supported by too thin branches on a dark and windy night. 

“I never should have picked up a sword.” He said to no one.

From handsome features brown eyes gazed through dark overgrown bangs and to the next branch.


He took a firm grip with his left hand, and as he shifted his weight the branch broke, the noise echoed through the woods and his body. The sudden jerk threw him. With both feet slipping, he held on tightly with his right hand while feet flailed wildly feeling for anything to stand on. 
 The one branch supporting him began to give. Finally, both feet found a place to stand. He dropped the broken branch from his left hand, trying to ignore the lengthy pause before it crashed to the ground. As he reached up once again to replace his tired right hand, a thunderous snap jarred his brain freezing the world around him for a split second. With no more branches within reach, he stood for what seemed an eternity but was less than a blink before another deadly gust pushed him from his perch. He fell following the path of the discarded limb before him, arms searching wildly for anything to grab. It was hard to see with only the moonlight.
