In the numbness of you ice-cold heart, you feel like floating through and endless ocean of silence.

Thousands of years seem to pass before your wide-open eyes.

You see humans rise and fall, and young trees grow and wither in less than a breath.

Your hear your heart beat fastly and strongly, until it suddenly... stops.

You awake, your hands and feet cold like winter itself, in the in the hay and grain-stuffed truss of what is apparently a farmer's house.

You lie on the ground, your belongings right next to you, although they now look old and moldered as if they had been lying here for centuries.

The wounds the Quevari have cut in your flesh seem to have disappeared, and you feel no pain when you move.

Your hear a whining sound and as you turn you head, you see a small girl, maybe four years old, standing in the dimly shimmerinh moonlight that is the only iluminant source on the room, looking at you.

She trembles in her nightskirt, and you can see from her face that she is very frightened.

A picture of the troof:

Image

The stairs on the right most likely lead downstairs...
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Slowly, Path opened his eyes. His limbs were lying on something.. hard. Something cold. He didn't feel the way he used to. Why was his beard suddenly 2 inches longer, he thought. "Wh.. wha.. ", Path mumbled as he shook his head with a deep frown on his brow. When the slightly rusty sword caught his eye, his hand grabbed for it. The leather grip felt hardened and cold. It was no longer the supple warm comfort it used to be.

Path stood up, ready for anything dangerous that might come to him, when he heard the little girl at the other end of the room. He turned his head around.

----

"Oh..Hello there... Who are you?", Path says as he sheathes his longsword. "It.. It's alright.. I won't hurt you. Do you know where we are?"

Path is quite unsure of himself and with a wry smile he attempts to comfort the girl.

"My name is Path. What's yours?"
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The little girl stares at you, gasps, then quietly faints and falls back against the wall.

You discover with considerable horror that your skin has changed: You are exceptionally pale, your hands showing a colour like fresh grey ash.
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"Holy..!! What the hell is going on!", he shoots outs in panic. His eyes dart across the whole room for anything that could have caused this.

After a few minutes of sheer panic, Path settles down. Must be a dream. Must be.

He moves towards the girl, and attempts to wake her up and does all he can so as not to scare her. He picks her up and lays her on a bed of straw. If she does not wake up after a few minutes, Path leaves her there and goes down the stairs, trying to hide himself from anyone that might be downstairs.
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As you try to pick her up, her eyes flacker open and she begins to cry.

Down from the floor, you can hear voices coming upstairs.
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"Shh.. It's alright.."

Path crouches in front of her, his eyes darting around in a shifty way and a fake smile on his face. Why was he trying to smile anyway? He should be the one crying. He didn't even know where he was. All he remembered was... a cliff... Descending a cliff with some ropes when all of a sudden the mists got thicker and thicker and became heavier and heavier untill he couldn't bear it anymore. His grip on the rope had loosened. His eyes had turned away. He had fallen. Fallen...

Path shakes his head. Damnit, Path, pull yourself together. With another smile he tries to comfort the girl again as a tear runs from his left eye. He swallows. "It's... It's okay.."
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The girl finally calms, and looks at you for a second, like mildly puzzled. "You're an Ogre, aren't you?" She looks at you with big, glancing eyes, seemingly helpless and innocent.

- In the moment you open your mouth for an answer, she kicks you in your best parts with all force, and as you stagger back, she runs to the stairs, crying as loud as she can!
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"Ungh..."

Path staggers back and falls on his behind and rolls over to lie on his side, his hands groping for his privates. Damnit...

He will just lie there, crying with pain. When the pain subsides, Path just stays in the room for at least ten minutes, comtemplating, thinking, pondering, his eyes closed.

[[ Jerk... Smile ]]
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As you lie there on the ground, you hear some light footsteps come near. A small hands taps on your shoulder. "Hiya, Mr Ogre... Didn't know that Ogres cry like babies."

The small girl stands behind you, trembling from the cold wind in the troof, holding a cookie in her hand. "Wanna bite? - My mommy made them."
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Path opens his eyes and smiles. "Uhm.. sure.. I'm kind of hungry." and he extends his hand for a piece of the cookie. "I'm Path and I'm not an ogre... What's your name?"
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"My name is Lily. That's the same as my mommy's name. Can you spit fire like a dragon, Mr Ogre?"

She looks at you clothes. "You look like Mr Ultor. He is the beggar of our village and can do nice things like magic and so."

*Gives you the cookie*

"Do you want to come down and tell my little brother a bed-time story?"
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He sniggers and bites from the cookie. "No, I can't spit fire, Lily. I'm a normal man..." Path looks at his clothes wondering why the girl would say he looked like a beggar.

"Sure, let's... let's go downstairs." He swallows hard and takes Lily's hand, letting her lead the way.
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The girl leads you upstairs into a narrow dark floor.

There are several doors in the floor, and you can hear the quiet breath of sleeping people behind them. The girl opens a door and dissappears in the darkness.

On your right side, another stairway leads down to a lighted room, where you can hear people speaking, and laughing.
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The girl leads you upstairs into a narrow dark floor. It's warmer around here than upstairs.

You can see the shapes of several doors and hear the quiet breath of sleeping people through the wooden walls. You can see another stairway leading down, and hear the busy sound of people from there.

"He took the cookie, Mr Mant." the girl suddenly says.

A sharp tip of a blade touches your throat. "Don't move an inch or you're dead. - Now DOWN with you!"

You're rudely pushed forward, to the stair that goes down. You stumble, and fall down the steps.

You fall right into a group of three men that were about to climb the stairs.
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