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CHAPTER 1 

 

Halfway between nowhere and never been sat a Traveler. Years on the long-side of the road had 

worn hard on his body. He sat hunched over a smoldering fire attempting to warm the tips of his 

fingers no longer covered by his knitted gloves. Mismatched patches and contrasting threads kept 

his pants together. The Traveler had never met a person who could handle a needle and thread. His 

mother had left him on a monastery doorstep, never to teach him about such things. A family-made 

carpetbag and a name were all she had left him. Even the name he tried to forget.  

 A chilly breeze from the north had come in strong. The Traveler wrapped another layer of 

his wool scarf around his neck and tightened up his long tattered gray coat to stay warm. The 

Traveler smirked; he knew that the old hobo—who traded it to him for a couple of bites to eat—

would regret the deal he made this time of year.   

 The breeze knocked out what was left of the morning fire. The birds ate the rest of the 

oatmeal that the Traveler could not bring himself to finish. Maybe because he only had a nail to stir 

it with, maybe it was because he did not sleep the previous night.  

 Must have been the cold, cold ground, the Traveler thought. 

 Regardless, the Traveler regretted his task but felt compelled to try again.  

 At the foot of the Traveler—and never too far from him—sat the carpetbag that his mother 

put him in when had she left him on someone's doorstep. Even though the colors have been long 

since muted, the Traveler would, from time to time, try to make out the odd symbols and 

pictographs. He guessed they were the story of his family—the family who did not want him.  

 Clunk. 

 The Traveler laid the bag in front of him. The metal-shaped feet echoed as it hit the rocky 

surface. Studying the bag, the Traveler took in a heavy breath.  

 Can I do it today? Today's no different than any other day. Might as well try. Got to be able to sleep. 

Traveler opened the bag. The wide-brass frame fell open to each side.  

 "Stop coddling her too much," said a man's voice in the distance. 

 Click.  

 The Traveler secured the latch to his bag as he eyed a working class man and woman 

traverse the dirt path toward him.  
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 The woman, dressed in what were once the finest Victorian wears, carried a baby not more 

than a few months old wrapped in a pink blanket. Even through the torn-black veil on her straw hat 

the Traveler could see her crooked teeth and man-ish face. The woman made goo-goo noises as she 

tried to entertain the baby.  

 "You're acting like she's yours," spouted her male companion.  

 The man's gray-tweed suit hung about two sizes too big for a man with a farmer's frame and 

build.  

 He must have stolen that suit, the Traveler thought.  

 "Watch it, you daft moron," she said pointing to the Traveler.  

 "He's just a Traveler. He's less than nothing," said the man as he slid his fingers across the 

brim of his sporting cap.  

 Just as the Traveler thought the man was about to acknowledge his existence and give him 

the tilt of the cap, the man pulled down his cap blocking the Traveler from his line of sight.  

 The Traveler felt a pain in his gut as if it had been kicked. The Traveler wished he could 

become more invisible than he was now. There was a reason why he had traveled to the borders of 

the Human Realm and the Spirit Realms—less humans to deal with.  

  The Traveler kept his hand on his bag and his eyes firmly gazed at the ground. He watched 

the couple's feet as they finally passed him on the road. The Traveler half expected them to kick dirt 

on him as they passed. It would not be the first time that had happened to him. To his surprise, they 

did not. The couple muttered softly to each other and continued down the road, bickering all the 

way.  

 Alone again, the Traveler summoned the courage to once again brave his task at hand. The 

Traveler placed his fingers on the brass clasp and hesitated. 

 "STOP! Help!!!" a young voice yelled. 

 What is it this time? The Traveler moaned.  

 "No! Stop!" said the voice carrying through the forest.  

 Wanting nothing more to do with people, the Traveler contemplated. His fingers still on the 

clasp of the bag.  

 "Somebody? Anybody?" said the voice. This time more desperate.  
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 From deep within the bag came a growling sound, much like a dog protecting its owner. The 

Traveler slowly took his hand away from the bag. This was not the first time the Traveler heard the 

bag make this sound; but each time he did he felt uneasy, more terrified of the contents he carried.  

 The Traveler gathered his few supplies; the cup for food and drink, and the nail—just in 

case—and walked to a clearing that overlooked the forest valley below. A beam of the morning sun 

hit his face. The Traveler squinted at the harsh light. The Traveler lived in the shadows; he needed 

to. He could only survive there for the Traveler had a face the world was not ready to see, a face that 

led him to abandonment on a doorstep. 
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