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Jordan Dalton

Chapter One...
The Boxes

(It rains here. It always rains here. I’m sick of the rain. I’m sick of the mud. The mud is everywhere. The mud is on my boots, my clothes, the carriage. Even where there is grass further out in the hills there is mud under it. Is the weather supposed to be this way? Always Raining? Always wet?)


“Get back to work, Slave!” Growled the carriage master, “No day dreamin’ while yer werkin’ fer me!” 

His words were slurred and so too was his attitude towards the workers which he dubbed as the “slaves”. That’s exactly what they were, though, because while they loaded crates from one carriage to the other, he just sat on his butt ordering them to work.


Yukama, a twelve year old orphan girl from china, looked at him in reply and scowled. He scowled back with more ferocity and brandished his most prized possession in her face.


“Ya want another 5 lashes with my whip slave? If not then ya better not give me any more o’ yer attitude!” he yelled awkwardly, and just to show her he meant it, he snapped the ground near her feet.


She did not fear his threats for she had grown almost unaffected by the pain after being subjected to the cruel punishment for so long, but she obliged. 

She walked away slowly as the carriage master directed his attention to others who were not working to his misguided standards. When she got to the rickety carriage she started mindlessly loading boxes on to it, as if it were as normal as blinking or breathing. After about ten or so minutes of this she picked up a black box with a strange crest on it. One of the symbols on the crest she recognized as being Chinese for cat. 

She was about to put it with the other boxes but half way to the carriage something spoke to her. No one else could here it, and it was like a thousand voices whispering from the box, telling her to open it.

(What was that? Did this box just speak? I must be getting ill from the rain. If I open this box, the carriage master will not be happy. He would surely…)



Her thoughts were interrupted as the clouds suddenly opened up taking with it the rain and leaving a ray of sunshine beaming down on the wet landscape. The sun gave everything around her a strange essence of life.

She looked at this sky in wonder and then the voices spoke to her again, this time with more urgency. She looked down at the box for a minute and then at the carriage master. He was busy yelling obscenities and telling the workers to stop gawking at the sky and get back to their duties. Now was her best chance if she was to open the box with out getting caught.

Mud spattered as the box hit the ground. Yukama examined it, looking for some way to get the lid off. There was a latch on the front and on the sides were two carvings in the shape of handprints. They seemed almost like the were made to fit her hands. She placed her hands on the handprints and the latch flipped up, startling her. She jumped back for a second and then slowly reached for the lid. She pushed it about half way and could see that whatever was inside was giving off light. She paused, took a deep breath, and opened the lid the rest of the way. She peered inside. 
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“Dear, you needn’t worry,” said Ambralia, a pheasant woman who despite her social status and having giving birth to a child, was beautiful. “I’ll only be out a short while.”


“I still worry about you mother. It’s dangerous in the forest at night. After all, you wont let me go hunt with you.” Whined her daughter, Lemaya, impatiently.


Lemaya was 16 and already a skilled hunter but compared to her mother she was inexperienced. However, Lemaya thought otherwise.


“I’ll be fine. I know the forest well. I need you to stay here and tend to the fireplace.” Ambralia said sternly.

“As you wish,” Sighed Lemaya.

Ambralia leaned forward and kissed Lemaya on the forehead, and opened the door of their small run down home. She paused for a minute to look at Lemaya and went out the door.


Lemaya walked to the window and looked out. She could see her mother get on a brown horse which they decided would be named Kiarot in honor of their last horse who died three  months earlier. Ambralia yelled out a Heeya! And rode off into the darkness.


Lemaya Sighed.


“I know something bad is going to happen. I can feel it.” She said softly, talking to herself, “I do hope mother will be alright. She should have taken me with her.” 


She picked up a blanket from a nearby chair and wrapped it around her shoulders. She walked over to the fireplace, and looked around it for something.


“Oh dear, It seems I shall have to go into town and get firewood.”


In the shadows, something was watching her and she could feel it.


“Who’s there?” She called out, but no one answered.


Shrugging it off, she headed for the door. That something watching her moved, but she took no notice of it as she was half way out the door.


When Lemaya arrived at the town square, there was a big crowd gathered around a shipping’s carriage. Lemaya wondered what all the commotion was about so she got closer to find out.


“I’m telling you, that orphan girl is a demon!” trumpeted a bruised and scratched up carriage master.


“You drunk old fool! Are you to say that malnutritioned little beast did this to you? Do you really expect us to believe you?” shouted someone in the crowd.


Lemaya giggled to a woman next to her, “Looks like old lady Granhelm put a little something extra in his ginger root.”


The lady turned. It was Granhelm. Lemaya gasped and tried to hide a little smirk. She couldn’t help but see how funny, yet awkward, a situation it was. However Granhelm was not amused.


The old woman yelled out, “I believe him!”


“Of course you would!” yelled out another in the crowd.


Granhelm was an old, unsightly woman who everyone in the town disliked. They always seemed to connect her with acts of witchery and more often then not she was in fact behind them.


“Beware! The time of darkness shall once again engulf this world. In three new moons this land will be forgotten and all who oppose the coming of the Phantoms will be purged of this land!”


A silence filled the crowd. They knew her prophesies to almost always be true. Then Finally…


“Nonsense! The Phantoms are nothing more then a myth, an old fairy tell our mothers would tell us when we were children!” Lemaya blurted out.


“You are a fool to believe so. The Phantoms are real and they are coming,” Granhelm hissed.


The old witch gave Lemaya the evil eye and walked away. The crowd erupted with laughter.
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