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Prologue: A Touch of Silence

  Several dark figures rushed by where Tess lay huddled in the nearby bushes. She knew they could sense her presence, and would continue hunting until they found her or until she killed them. Her long silver hair lay across her face obscuring much of her view through the small opening of the bush she crouched in. She dare not move though, for the slightest movement could be her death. She continued to sit silently in the darkness, weighing the odds in her mind. She could run and hope to outpace the Wraiths, or she could lay there until they left. The second option sounded good in her mind, but she knew it would never happen. Wraiths were an unforgiving force, they could go months without feeding so they would comb the area until she was found rather than just give up. From what she could tell she faced four or five Fears and possibly a few Shifted.
I guess this was her punishment for leaving the safety of the city. At the time it had seemed like a decent idea. She was going to make her way north to Kelfane and live without worries of Wraiths or the Fade ever again. She’d left during the mid day hoping to avoid any Wraiths at all cost, it had worked too. Not a single hint of them in sight the whole day. She’d packed light and traveled quickly in hope to make it to the city by sundown. Tess did make it there, but what she found was the ruins of Kelfane. No life, no peace, no freedom, just… nothing but death and ruin. 
Endorance couldn’t be the only safe haven left, could it? There had been word from Kelfane only two weeks before she had embarked for it saying that they’d had a minor attack, but they were fine and needed no assistance. In two weeks an entire city had fallen and been completely obliterated. She didn’t think that was even possible, but the Wraiths had managed it. Now she was stuck on the outskirts of this town pinned down in woods, and being hunted the remnants of the Wraiths that had been here.
	Tess surveyed what area she could see. The pale moon gave a dim waning light outside of her hiding spot. In the twilight she could make out an outline of a structure. It was maybe two…no three miles in the distance. 
Nothing had moved for a good while now, but she knew not to trust this uneasy quiet. She sighed softly and reached behind her. Slowly she pulled the leather holdings off of her axe. Carefully she brought it to her chest and clutched it tightly against her pale green mantle.
	“It’s now or never.” She whispered to herself. As swift as the wind itself Tess sprang forward. No more than four steps into her advancement she heard it, the dark and twisted howls of the Fears, their voices sounding hollow and devoid of all emotion. Soon they would be upon. 
	Her heart pounded as she put all her focus and energy into her legs. The structure was now only a few yards away! With outstretched arms she surged into the wall of the building and held her breath concentrating with all her might. If she messed this up she would probably die from the shear impact, and if that didn’t kill she then had a fate worse than death looming close behind. Tess took a deep breath, closed her eyes, and dove. It felt as if she’d passed through a waterfall of warmth. The next thing she felt was impact with cold hard wood. 
	Clutching her stomach in pain, she lay silently inside a pitch black room. The air tasted stale and horrid. Despite all of this Tess began to laugh to herself. She had done it; she had escaped those blasted Wraiths. For how long she did not know, but wherever she was it seemed secure. 
	Slowly she rose to a sitting position, her axe rolled from her lap making a soft thump against the wooden floor. She could faintly make out the wails of her pursuers from the other side of the wall she’d faded through. 
Tess sat there a moment in the darkness enjoying the silence and comfort of it. She reached into the pocket of her cloak and pulled out a small flint stone. With it in one hand she ran it slowly across the back of her axe. A shower of sparks filled the air for a moment giving the room a dim glow before it returned to darkness. In the brief lighting she had seen a table not far in front of her. 
Inching her hand forward feeling through the darkness for something solid and stable she finally clasp upon the edge of the rough and grainy wood surface of the table. With her free hand she placed the axe and flint on the table top and then pulled herself to a stand. Tess placed her axe and flint on the table then fumbled around it until her hand caught what she was hoping for, a candle. She lifted the axe with her spare hand and placed it near where she figured a wick would be, then she felt around until she grasp the flint, placed it against the smooth metal, and struck. 
 	Once again light filled the room, but this time the light remained as the candle began to burn. Tess’s heart stopped as soon as it did. Standing directly opposite of the table from her was what looked to be a young boy in a khaki brown hooded cloak. His face was completely covered except from his nose down. The child’s face was pale white and showed no emotion what so ever. 
The boy just continued to stand ominously not making any movement at all. Tess exhaled slightly. Her voice shook with anxiety as she asked, “Hello…. a-are you o-o-okay little o-one?” The figure still stood adamant as though she’d not spoken at all. 
She lifted her hand from the table and reach towards the boy. The moment she did thing seemed to happen faster than she could comprehend. The child had moved through the table and all the contents atop it. Then he’d plunged his hand through her chest. There was no wound or blood. It was as though the hand had just passed directly through her clothing and flesh and into her core.  A cold and icy touch gripped her from deep within, as though all of the happiness was being pulled out of her. 
All Tess could do was stand motionless horrorstruck at what was happening. The young boy now wore a malicious smile beneath his hood showing blackened fangs. He seemed to shimmer in the light as though he wasn’t even real. Tess now knew he was a Wraith, one she’d never encountered nor heard of… but it was too late to think about that now. The Wraith stood between her and her axe, and even if she had it, she doubt it would matter. It felt as though all her energy was being pulled from her chest. The corners of her vision began to shimmer and blur until all went a sickening black. The last sound to fill her ears was a cackling laugh that sounded more toxic than poison itself. 
