
Angie Losacco

     I did not like this. No, I didn’t like it at all. I suppose to be fair it was because of my own carelessness that I found myself in this situation to begin with, but as usual my anger shielded this one moment of clarity from me. Well, that isn’t exactly true either, seeing as my anger usually made it easier for me to focus, something real for me to latch onto. Of course, look where my anger landed me this time, in the middle of nowhere.

Pushing the strands of auburn hair out of my eyes, and tucking it behind my ears, I looked around the forest that surrounded me for the first time. The only species of tree I actually recognized were the weeping willows. The other trees varied in size and color, from deep dark greens to vivid violets. Exotic flowers of purple-blue mixes were bunched here and there also. Glancing up, it was obvious that at least a partial reason for the dark gloom were  the tree branches and leaves overlapping and entwining to create an elaborate ceiling higher than I thought would be possible. Although as there was a glowing silver mist that filled the air yet didn’t seem to be made from any liquid I’d ever known, the sky shouldn’t have surprised me.

A magical forest, lovely. I should have known. It would be just my luck that he would send me here, knowing now that I was magically trapped and it would be a bitch of a time trying to escape. It was prison for the bad little dwarves, faeries and elves of fairytales. If that was the case then why the hell was I here? Well I am half Elven so I suppose that earns me at least partial fairytale freak status. That and the fact I might have used a bit of magic to help me kill that gnome, Crieden I think his name was. He had been hired to assassinate me, though how I became popular enough for that, I still hadn’t quite figured out. So the little guy attacked me and what was I supposed to do, sit there and let him? The magic honestly just came on accident, as instinct really. I didn’t mean to hurdle a ball of fire at him, which as you could imagine ended up engulfing him, burning him to a crisp. However, I suppose I did mean to stab him in the heart with my dagger, when I missed instead slashing his shoulder. Damn gnomes should be taller anyway. Well, no matter, ultimately whoever hired him got their way. I was banished Goddess knows where never to return again, unless of course I had something to say about that.

That was another thing, me being banished here. What sorcerer did I piss off to land me here? He had to have been in alliance with the gnome, because no more than a minute after Crieden had died I was teleported here. Rubbing the weariness from my face, I peered through the dimness. Seeing as I didn’t have too many other options at the moment, I set off in the direction I assumed to be north, stern determination set on my face. As I began walking, I was glad for once to be wearing the plain earth tones that normally set me apart in the town. A little bloodied from the previous fight, both  the warrior’s corset and the cropped leggings were light brown with green embroidery, blending in nice with my surroundings. It was comforting to know I could disappear if need be. Then again, I hadn’t exactly seen many people since I had arrived here. After awhile of searching in vain for anything that might be helpful as to determine where I was or how to leave, the fatigue began to set in. Spotting a Weeping Willow with a nice patch of moss growing under it, I decided to curl up and rest for a bit.

I don’t know how long I had dozed off for when I was jolted out of my sleep. Eyes straining to adjust through the darkness, I heard the leaves rustling which must have been what had woken me. Grabbing for my dagger, not daring to draw a breath, the figure approached. Stepping into the moonlight the man slid down the hood of his cloak, exposing long silver hair and violet eyes. Noticing me sprawled on the ground, dagger at ready, a glint of amusement seemed to pass through those eyes. Sweeping back the rest of his cloak he gracefully dropped into a bow.



“Prince Morthem at your service.”


Frowning, I took in his appearance. Yes, he seemed quite royal in his midnight blue attire, which on inspecting further I concluded was silk. His fingers were also adorned in sapphires and an emerald pendant swung from a gold chain. At first glace he seemed fairly young maybe only about in his early thirties, but  seeing as I was a half elf I could tell one of my own. Morthem was all Elf though, and with this knowledge came the fact that he was probably hundreds of years older than I. Sensing there was no real threat yet, I re-sheathed my dagger and rose crossing my arms and continuing to stare.


“You know most Princes don’t bow before others,” I finally said dryly.


“Yes, well I figured a little bit of manners couldn’t hurt. Whenever a man 
meets a beautiful woman he bows before her,” he replied, this time the amusement very apparent in his smile.


Raising an eyebrow I smiled. I wasn’t impressed in the slightest bit, but now I sure as hell was curious as to what Prince Morthem was up to. “ And what your Majesty, has caused you to be wandering around in the wilderness?” I asked sweetly.

“I was hoping you could answer the same question for me.”


I simply stared at him in silence. Giving too much information to a stranger was stupid indeed and I had not lived this long to make such a mistake as that. Instead, I tried another tactic. “If you would excuse me, I’ll just be on my way now.” I imitated a curtsy as I strode past him, off in the direction I had been going in before.


“Wait!” Sprinting to catch up with me he grabbed my arm.


“Don’t you dare touch me.” I replied, tugging my arm free. “Leave me the hell alone.”


“Please, you are the only other person I’ve run into in this place and I was looking forward to some company.”


“Well I was looking forward to some peace and quiet and if you don’t mind I would like to continue on my way.” Turning away from him, I began walking again. This time he didn’t follow.


“You won’t find anything you’re looking for that way.”


Scowling, I stopped and spun back toward him, starting to become a little bit more than annoyed. “And what do you know about what I am and am not trying to find. You don’t know anything about me. Just because you are a prince somewhere over the rainbow does not mean that you can assume any sort of authority over me.” With this I began walking away once more. 


 “Fine, I apologize, and you are right. I sincerely hope you enjoy your journey. But, just to intrude once more, I insist that you know I have been traveling for two weeks now from that direction and there is nothing of importance there, no other people and certainly no way out.”


This time I stopped in my tracks and stared into the distance. If what Morthem was saying was indeed true, then if I kept walking out of sheer stubbornness, fate was bound to kick me in the ass again. Attempting to regain my composure I took a deep breath and slowly turned and began walking back to him. Instead of the amusement that was already beginning to become familiar to me I was faced with plain relief. I actually had to fight not to smile at the feeling that at least I was not alone. When I reached where he had been waiting an uneasiness I didn’t know I had began to slide away.


“If there is isn’t anything to be found in that direction where should we go?” I asked.


“I presume there was not anything of much importance in the direction you came from either?”


“Not especially, but I didn’t walk the other way. I only walked a little while in this direction. It probably wouldn’t be bad to head back the other way.”

In silent agreement we began walking back to where I had come from. Soon many minutes of silence became awkward as we both focused more on the enchanted forest around us then on each other. There was still a twilight glow to the air and silvery mist, but the horizon brightened just a bit to what I presumed was the equivalent of dawn. It wasn’t long before I realized for the first time that the temperature was fairly mild also, not too hot nor too cold. Glancing down at my disheveled appearance and lack of warm clothing, I was grateful for the fact that the forest wasn’t freezing cold. Eventually I couldn’t keep thinking about the temperature and how surreal the forest seemed. Eventually I had to break the tension that linked Morthem and me in silence. Eventually.


“So, you claim to be a Prince,” I said.


Morthem chuckled to himself. “I do not claim to be a Prince. I simply am. My father is the King of Yesabana and one inevitable day I will take his place to rule.”

“Don’t sound so excited. I don’t think I’d mind too much if I was forced into being a Princess.”


“It does seem awfully wonderful at first but after awhile you realize that it’s not exactly what you expected. There is a lot of stress and responsibility that comes with being a ruler. My father has been king for 175 years now and I do not wish to have to be as weary as him when my time comes.”


“Goddess, 175 years? I knew you were Elven and so I assumed that you were much older than me, but how old are you?”


“Old enough. In my land I am not considered an old man by any means, though I am not a foolish adolescent either. How about yourself, how old are you?”


“Ah, a lady never reveals her true age, or weight,” I said smiling. 


“Fine, fine, that seems fair, although your looks do not betray you to be anywhere near considered old. How about I settle for your name instead?”


Pausing in the middle of the path, I turned in surprise and looked at Morthem full in the face. “I really haven’t mentioned my name at all to you yet?”


Chuckling he replied, “No. Not once, but I thought it was best not to push it when we first met.”


“Wow, that’s extremely careful for even me, and trust me that is saying a lot.”


“I’d trust you with my life.”


Taken back at the comment, I continued. “Well my name is Mai. And I guess I’m sorry for being rude and not mentioning it before.”


“You don’t seem like the type who apologizes.”


“No, I suppose I’m not, so don’t get used to it. I guess you seem to be on my good side for right now.”


“Huh, remind me later how I managed to get there for when I undoubtedly end up on the opposite side. By the way, your name almost sounds Elven.”

I couldn’t stop my smile. “My mother is Elven; my father is human. She wanted to name me Amamai, but my father insisted if I was going to be brought up human that the name wouldn’t do, so they shortened it. My mother always got her way, my father loved her so much, but she chose to bow out of this battle. I guess she figured I was his child as much as I was hers. I can’t believe I just told you that.”


“Why? What harm could talking about your childhood do?”


Wincing at the remark, I said nothing in reply. The appalling memories of my younger days didn’t flow as freely now, but it still took some effort to repress them. Regrettably, my mind let me remember one now. Out picking flowers on that warm, humid day, I can rushing home to dispense the daisies I had gathered in a vase of water for my mother. Sweeping into the kitchen, I began my task not knowing what events unfolded in the other room. All of a sudden I could hear voices growing louder and louder and crept through the hallway to see what was amiss. Approaching the doorway, I can still picture how the sunlight streamed in through the buttercup-yellow curtains to dazzle my eyes and protect me from the inevitable. I was close enough to the commotion now that I could hear what was happening before my eyesight fully returned, if only it never had. 


I didn’t understand why at the time, but in the end it doesn’t really matter why he did it. All that mattered was my uncle on my father’s side had decided to slit my father’s throat after much struggle. I stared wide-eyed, shock overtaking the urge to scream uncontrollably. My mother began throwing bits of furniture, small tables, books, anything in order to halt her pursuer. Looking back on how helpless I was to the situation being as young as I was, I still can’t understand why my mother denied herself the use of magic in her time of need. Using it would have saved her life and maybe even my father’s but magic used to hurt others is strictly forbidden on punishment of much worse than her fate. I suppose it wasn’t worth the risk to her. 

When my uncle finally caught her, he grabbed her arm and pitched her into the cream colored wall, now smeared with her blood. Fortunately, the throw was hard enough that it rendered her unconscious before he took the same knife he had used to kill my father to enact the killing blow to my mother’s heart. At this point I scurried away, still in shock, but aware enough to realize that if he had killed them, I wasn’t safe either. I climbed into the cabinet at the bottom of the oak bookcase, leaving the door ajar just enough to breathe. Curdled up into a ball, the sheer horror of what had aspired finally dawned on me and my tears began to flow freely. I struggled to stay still with my body convulsing in shudders and the silent sobs began to develop into hysterics. Even after there were no more tears left to cry and I felt hollow inside, I sat there with the putrid smell of decay engulfing the humid, summer air, afraid to leave my refuge.

Shaking my head as if to rid myself of my terrible past, we continued on in silence for awhile. I was beginning to get used to Morthem’s presence, despite the fact that after years I had grown used to being alone. In fact, I preferred it that way for the most part. It was so much easier to trust and rely on yourself than to be at the mercy of others. I new I would never fail myself, I couldn’t allow it. Previous events had taught me there was no guarantee that others would not do so, even those close to me.


By the time we had walked all the way back to where I had begun, the presence of Morthem didn’t seem so strange to me anymore. Maybe I was just starting to get used to the musky scent that accompanied him in the breeze or the way that he seemed to walk fast for four steps and then slow for the next two. Truthfully, it could have also been the fact that I was used to being in strange situations and, strolling through an enchanted forest with a Prince didn’t seem like the worst scenario. Besides he seemed pleasant enough. What was there to worry about? Oh yeah, there was the fact that I was in the middle of no where and had no clue how I got there or how to leave. Details, since when did they matter?




* * * * * * * * * * * 


Morthem and I kept walking for what must have been hours without any luck of discovering anything new. Feeling hungry and defeated, we opted to camp for the night, and continue on our merry way in the morning. After much debate on catching dinner, (apparently he had never seen a female hunt or set traps before and thought it impossible) we began to quarrel over the sleeping arrangements. “Okay, I’ll take the first watch and then I’ll wake you and you can finish it until morning,” I said standing up.

“There is no need for ‘watches’ to be taken, why don’t you come sleep next to me, that will suffice as safe enough.”


“Uh-uh, no way. I am not sleeping right next to you, I barely even know you. You probably even sore really loud for all I know.”


“I haven’t had a complaint yet from anyone who’s shared my bed,” he replied in tone of pure arrogance. “Besides, it is safer to be closer together.”


“Right, that’ll make a huge difference. I hate to be the one to ruin the fairytale you must be living in but it isn’t safe out there.” I turned around at this scanning through the trees for any evidence.

“How can you say that? How long have we been walking and not a person or animal larger than the rabbit we ate for dinner in sight?”


“Yeah that’s what I thought when I went to sleep last night, and I ended up with you, “I grumbled, turning back to face him. “Real safe that choice was.”


“Are you implying that I am unsafe?”


“Well gee, let me see. I’ve known you for all of about twelve hours and you’ve managed to do something to end your royal ass up in an enchanted forest that serves as a sort of prison. I don’t know you, and honestly couldn’t care less if that changes or not. We are stuck here and for better or worse are at the moment traveling together, but I’m still trying to figure out how you constitute yourself as being someone I should just automatically trust.” 

Morthem sat up at this, hugging his knees to his chest. “It was an accident. It wasn’t supposed to happen.” Suddenly, the Prince didn’t seem so elegant or charismatic, he seemed like a normal person, and I couldn’t help feeling a slight twinge of guilt. Sighing, I closed the distance between us, and sat down next to him crossing my legs pretzel style.


“Alright, I bite. What happened then?”

“I thought you couldn’t care less about whether or not you got to know me better,” he said sullenly, tracing a finger through the grass.


“Look just because you’ve got me feeling a little bit sorry for you and a tad bit curious doesn’t mean I’m going to sit here and take your shit. If you want to tell me fine. If not, I’ll be starting the first watch.” I started to stand up before Morthem rested his hand against my arm.


“I’m sorry, I really am, it’s just that I’m not used to being able to convey my true thoughts. I always have to be aware of what I’m projecting to my people, and I don’t let my guard down that often, especially not be trampled by some woman right away.”


“Okay, okay, I’m just really tired and irritated that we haven’t made any progress. You can continue with your story if you want,” I said sitting back down.

“Thanks. Well, where to begin? Because my father is the King, and I will eventually follow in his footsteps, we both have a lot of responsibilities to tend to. One of mine is the Royal Library. It is an archive of an expansive amount of history including everything from ancient maps, to books of the different plant and animal species, to myths, all of which are in numerous languages. Anyway, I was talking with a book keeper about future editions to the library that day. My younger brother came strolling in, causing trouble as usual -”

“What do you mean trouble?” I interrupted, plucking at the grass with a frown.

“If you’d let me finish… my younger brother has always been upset by the prospect of my inheriting the throne and not him. Ever since he was old enough to realize that my father, the King doted on me more than him for this reason, he has been jealous. I have had near ‘accidents’ on numerous occasions that could have caused me death, that although I have no proof for, I know was my brother’s doings. “


“Sounds like a great guy.”


“Yes well, I got used to watching my back at an early age. Anyway, he was in the library that day, being a pompous jerk as usual and trying to interfere with my work. We got into an argument over it, and I started to stalk off to let my self cool down. He followed me through the book cases and when he caught up shoved me in the back. I turned around to confront him and we ended up in a shoving contest. Unfortunately, we interrupted the study of one of our resident sorcerers. He had been practicing making a portal, and we ended up losing our balance in the fight, and fell into the portal he had been projecting. That’s when I ended up here. The rest you know.”

“Wait, I thought you said you hadn’t seen anyone else since you arrived here. You just said your brother went through the portal with you.”


“That’s the truly strange part. He didn’t end up here with me. When I landed, I was completely alone. I have no clue where the portal sent him.”


I stared at the ground skeptically, so as to hide my face from him. I wasn’t exactly sure how to take Morthem’s story, but I knew not to accept it at face value. Sighing, I scrubbed my hands over my face, and decided to stay neutral for now. I stood up again and moved further out, to better see the surrounding area.


“What are you doing?” Morthem asked wearily.


“Taking my shift.”


“I thought we decided it was safe enough to stay close together.”

“We did not decide anything; you took it upon your own to decide that because we stopped arguing that meant you won.” With the anger beginning to flood through me once more, I stood up straighter, the weariness receding a bit.


“Fine you are obviously not going to settle for anything less and I would like to sleep at some point tonight so we can have watches, if that would please you.”


“Yes, it would please me very much.” Smiling, I almost meant it.


“Fine, I will take first watch then and I will wake you when it is your turn.”


“Why are you taking the first watch? I already said I was going to. See, I’m already over here waiting.”


“Look, you are obviously tired and it would do you some good to rest. Let me take the first one so that you may sleep and then we can switch.” 


“I’m fine. What do you have against women being capable of actually taking care of themselves? We aren’t helpless damsels in distress you know.” The bickering continued on this way for awhile until Morthem finally conceded and decided to go to sleep. I stood watch while he did, and nothing of significance transpired. I passed the time rehearsing in my head the different fighting stances and thrusts in my head, since I had not been granted the time to practice lately. When it was my turn to sleep, I had trouble. For as truly tired as I was, I couldn’t seem to stop thinking about Morthem’s story. Something didn’t add up right. I was going to have to keep prodding until I figured it out. Eventually, my mind drifted to others things such as fields of daisies I had run through as a little girl, and I fell asleep, wondering no more about my strange companion.
* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 

