
Chapter 2 : The Plan 

 

 

 

The plan, like all good plans, was simple; involving diversion and timing.  The time was Bloodmoon Eve, 

the night when the green moon and blue, both full and round, eclipsed resulting in a single and full crimson moon – 

tonight.  The display occurred only twice per harvest, once on the winter solstice and again on the summer, resulting 

in a myriad of celebrations throughout the land, according to one’s race and culture.  In Gossamer Fortress the 

celebration would involve drunkenness, reveling, and a sacrifice.  It was this third component that would provide the 

first element of Adom’s plan: a diversion. 

Before the attack on Cale’s Nightguard, there had never been a defection; since then Endorak’s hold over 

his troops had been waning.  The Emperor planned to reestablish power over his soldiers through establishing his 

dominance over an ancient and legendary race.  He had found a creature that until then, Adom had only believed 

existed in stories and myth.  And even they spoke of the creature as nothing more than a spirit being that resided 

within the trees, but this beast had a body, with flesh and bones, and it bled like all fleshly creatures.  Its hair, though 

short was woven with vines and leaves.  Even those who once believed in such creatures believed they were long 

extinct.  But Endorak had shown up at Gossamer Fortress with one in chains.  He called it a nymph, but Adom’s 

uncle used to affectionately refer to it and its kind as Children of the Tree. 

This might well be the last nymph in the land and the fact that the Emperor had captured it had occupied 

the minds of most of his soldiers at one time or another.  According to ancient lore, and those who believed in such 

things, a nymphen sacrifice had often been part of the Bloodmoon celebration and, this harvest, the Emperor meant 

to partake.  When he did, he hoped the act would restore control over his men, but Adom hoped that all eyes would 

be turned to the spectacle, leaving the outer walls unwatched.  This mixed with drunken stupor would enable him 

and Jorham to make good their escape. 

Adding further to the timing of the plan, the nymphen sacrifice was to take place midway through the night, 

shortly after the Nightguard took on its duties.  As the new captain of the Nightguard it would be Adom’s 

responsibility to keep his men focused on their duties – or not.  The plan had been simple but, as Adom also knew, 

plans rarely go off as planned. 

Bloodmoon was upon them and they were ready to make good their departure.  So as not to draw attention 

to themselves, they had gone to mingle with their fellow soldiers and make final preparations.  They were paranoid 

of being caught, but no one took note, for the revelry was already underway.  Drunken soldiers were singing around 

bonfires and caressing women who smelt of sweat and too much perfume.  The women hoped to make a small 

fortune this night.  The Bloodmoon feast in the dining hall drew Adom and Jorham to a table filled with venison 

stew, roast pheasant, vegetables and more.  The cook had outdone himself with the sweets which included cakes, 

puddings, and wafers drizzled with honey.  The wine and ale flowed freely, save for those who were going on duty 

and that included Adom and Jorham, but the festivities would last throughout the night and into the next day so they 

would be able to fully partake after their shift – if they were still here. 

After eating, the two escaped into the dark evening.  The normal autumn mist was already beginning to rise 

which pleased Adom since it would aid in their plan.  Adom had been going over the escape in his mind: two packs 

were already hidden under one of the barracks close to the wall – it would be deserted this night and the darkness 

would conceal Adom and Jorham as they retrieved the bags.  Knowing that the outer gate would be closed at this 

time of the night, Adom had packed enough rope to rappel down the outer wall.  All preparations were completed.  

And it was at this precise moment that Jorham pointed out Adom’s empty sheath.  

“Adom, where’s your sword?” 

The timing had failed, for it was still too long before the Nightguard had to report for duty and the two no 

longer had the luxury of waiting until all was in place before they acted. 

“Take courage, brother!  We’re not dead yet.”  Jorham grabbed Adom and turned him so that he could see 

his face.  Jorham trusted Adom, though Adom doubted that it was trust well-placed.  “Remember your training.  

We’ll just move the plan forward.  This is what the emperor himself has trained you to do.  Strategy is your strength, 

so strategize.  How do we make good our escape – swiftly?” 

Adom nodded; Jorham was right.  He had to think fast.  He had done that before.  Why was he panicking?  

He was good under pressure, after all he was an imperial soldier.  This should not shake him so.  Then he 

remembered Cale’s anxiety when confronted by the evil rider, and his own.  Adom had never seen the Nightguard 

commander anxious before that day. 

He paused and closed his eyes and, for a moment, allowed the waves of panic to roll over him.  Then, 

taking two deep breaths, he calmed himself and began to think.  “Alright, we can’t wait until the Nightguard is on 



duty.  We have to act quickly. Garret commands the Eveguard.  He is capable, but inexperienced.  He has the same 

training as we do and would have followed it when training his Guard.  We have to assume that his men are capable 

of splitting into two groups and operating effectively.”   

Jorham agreed.  “So what do we do, brother?” 

Adom smiled.  “So we make them split into more than two groups!”  Adom pulled Jorham behind a 

building and lowered his voice.  “Jorham, you go and free the Child… 

“The nymph?” 

Adom nodded, “Tell the guards you’re taking it to the emperor for final preparations before its sacrifice or 

something, just get it free.  Then wait for me at the sleeping quarters closest to the front gate.  I’ll be there with a 

second diversion.  When you see me, start moving through the shadows towards the gates.  I may need your help 

getting them open.” 

Jorham nodded.  Adom could see he was about to question how he would gain access to the nymph but 

Adom cut him off.  “We have to provide the Eveguard with targets that are more valuable than us.”  Adom left 

before Jorham could object.  He knew Jorham would keep his end of the deal; Adom only hoped he could keep his.  

Silently he slid through the buildings, hoping no one would recognize him.  Any who knew him would know that he 

should be headed in the opposite direction, preparing for his shift upon the fortress walls. 

Adom stopped.  A strange tingle ran down his spine.  He looked behind him but there was no one 

following.  Turning back, he stopped!  Directly in front of him stood a cloaked figure.  At first he thought it to be the 

evil rider, but dismissed the notion immediately; no crimson desire radiated from this one’s eyes and though he wore 

dark gloves, it was clear that they were not the skeletal hands of the dark rider.  A curse slipped from his mouth as 

he stood still.  He had come across a sheriff, men who roamed the empire, getting involved with imperial business 

that they had no right getting involved with, wreaking havoc and creating anarchy. 

Two of their kind had been spotted within the fortress walls the day after the evil rider’s appearance.  No 

one knew how they entered the fortress, but they had, and this wasn’t the first time. Emperor Endorak had left 

standing orders that any sheriff found was to be immediately apprehended.  Even then, when the order was issued, 

Adom had laughed.  No lone soldier in his right mind would go up against a sheriff unless cornered.  Even with an 

entire Guard one would have to be shrewd if he were going to confront one.  Adom secretly wondered if there was a 

connection between these sheriffs and the evil rider. 

In any case, the order had never been implemented.  The cursed men were impossible to capture.  They 

faded into the stone walls and wooden barracks.  Troops of soldiers chased them, but never caught them.  They 

would simply disappear, only to show up at a later time and in a different location.  No, this was not the evil rider, 

but Adom feared him no less. 

Adom cursed again.  He had hoped to escape notice, but knew his hope was in vain.  The dark warrior 

stood as still as Adom and watched.  The two faced one another silently.  Any other time Adom would have raised 

the alarm and attempted to capture the fugitive, but currently he had other plans and could not waste time -- Jorham 

would be waiting. 

His mind raced.  How could he pass by this intruder without getting involved in a fight?  This encounter 

could cause the failure of his plan and get Jorham killed.  Adom lowered his arm to rest his hand upon his sword 

hilt, only then remembering its absence.  His pulse quickened as he surveyed the situation.  Then the sheriff did 

something strange.  He spoke. 

“You must go.” 

In spite of himself, Adom’s stomach quivered at being addressed.  He paused before answering. “What do 

you mean?” 

“This place.  You must leave this place.  They are coming for you!” 

“What?  Who?”  Adom studied the sheriff for any sign of threat. “What are you saying?  Who’s coming for 

me?” 

“That is unimportant at this moment.  What is important is that you must leave!  At once!  You have a part 

to play and you must not be caught before you have the chance to choose.” 

Adom hesitated, confused. 

“You must leave, they are coming!” 

“You mean the creature that attacked two nights ago?” 

“Yes, He is coming again.” 

“I know!  I have already made preparations.” 

A voice spoke from behind Adom.  “You know?  But how could you know?” 

Adom spun around to see another sheriff standing behind him. 

“Silence!”  It was the first sheriff.  “It is not important.  Is it done?” 



The second sheriff answered. “No.” 

“Why not?” 

“He is gone.” 

“Gone!  Where?  How can that be?  Then we are too late.” 

“No, I think not.  His guards lay unconscious.  I think escape.” 

“We must hurry.” 

The sheriff at Adom’s back held up his hand. “First I would know how this soldier was warned of the 

creature’s arrival.” 

Adom’s mind was racing, he had to complete his task or Jorham would be left on his own.   “A dream.  I 

was warned by a dream that the creature would return for me.” 

“A dream?”  The second sheriff looked at the first.  “Could it be?  Yendor?” 

The first shrugged.  “He is capable of great things.”  He adjusted his gaze towards Adom.  “You will be 

challenged to do things that you will find…uncomfortable.” 

Adom laughed.  “I’ve killed before.” 

The second sheriff answered. “Killing is not hard; knowing when not to kill is the challenge.” 

Adom turned to the second sheriff, but he said nothing more.  He glanced back at the first, but he was gone.  

Spinning around he found the second also gone.  He stood alone for a moment before his sense of urgency 

heightened.  He had lost precious time; Jorham would be waiting for him. 

Slowly, cautiously, Adom moved past the place where, only moments before, the cloaked man had stood.  

Once past, he quickened his pace.   

He forced the encounter from his mind as he arrived at his destination.  The corral was shrouded in mist but 

Adom knew his quarry was there by the snorting and stamping of hooves.  The enclosure was usually guarded, but 

tonight was Bloodmoon and the confidence of Emperor Endorak in his own fortress, had conveniently convinced 

him to give the guards the night off.  Adom opened the gate and entered the fenced area. 

The horse was bigger than he remembered, but not as large as some in the emperor’s service.  It didn’t 

matter in any case, for the mare was not meant for war, but for breeding.  Such a spirited and beautiful mare paired 

with the stallions in the emperor’s service would result in valuable offspring. 

Emperor Endorak had captured the mare some time ago and refused to break her.  She was understandably 

one of his most prized possessions.  The spirited beast stood proud and confident.  Her muscles were perfectly toned 

for her size, unlike the foul kelpie that the dark rider had ridden into the fortress ten nights ago.  Her coat was of the 

blackest night, and shone in the daylight as if wet.  Adom knew not what power held the beast from leaping the 

fence, for surely she could have done so with little effort, but he hoped he could coax her from the prison that now 

held her. 

“Come on girl, it’s okay.” Adom clucked his tongue as he approached the horse.  Before he had arrived at 

Gossamer Fortress, Adom had known very little about horses.  Due to Emperor Endorak’s ban on owning such 

creatures, most villages had only mules and oxen.  Since then, however, part of Adom`s training had involved riding 

and horse care.  Even so, the dignity with which this beast held itself, suggested that she was no ordinary horse.  

Adom had been concerned that the spirited beast would fight him and refuse to follow, but now, as the mare 

approached him, he felt a strange calm settle over him.  His concerns were unfounded.  The horse moved to Adom 

and puffed before being lead from the enclosure. 

The royal stables were located at the rear of Gossamer Fortress, within the mighty mountain and it was 

inconceivable that Adom would be able to move through the inner ward and the inner curtain, into the outer ward 

and reach the front gate without anyone seeing him and the mare, but that’s exactly what they did.  The revelry in 

the ward helped, as did the evening mist and the immanent change of guard that was preparing to happen without the 

Nightguard’s captain.  The gate in the inner wall stood open as it usually did during times of peace.  Adom moved 

through it and continued towards the outer gate. 

“Open the gate!  I have to take the steed out for exercise.”  Adom knew it was a feeble excuse, but he could 

think of no other.  From the corner of his eye he could see shadows moving along the wall.  He hoped that it was 

Jorham. 

“Are you crazy?  No horse needs exercise at this time of night!”  The guard peered through the mist to see 

who had issued such an idiotic order.  When he realized he was addressing the captain of the Nightguard, he 

immediately uttered an apology and prepared to follow the order. 

“Attention!” It was the guard above the gate.  “There is an incoming rider.  I can’t make him out but he 

rides like the wind.” 

Adom’s blood froze.  He knew who it was.  Clearly he had been right when he interpreted what his missing 

sword meant.  He had no idea why, but the evil rider was coming for him.  Well he still had a chance.  The guard 



would never open the gate now, even if Adom ordered him as a superior to do so.  His mind raced.  He had to do 

something, and it had to be soon. 

As if sensing Adom’s thoughts, the dark mare lurched from his grasp and attacked the guard.  The horse 

moved like lightning, bringing his fore legs down upon the guard and knocking the breath from him.  Other guards 

began running for the gate, but two were instantly knocked unconscious by the flat of Jorham’s blade.  Adom felt 

himself slip into a familiar haze as his instincts took over.  He found himself instantly at the gate lever and the large 

door dropped at his command. 

The next moments were mass confusion for everyone, save Adom who embraced the anarchy.  “You, Child 

of the Tree!” He shouted.  “Run for the forest.  Run for your life and don’t stop.  You are the only one with the 

speed to make it.”  Though Adom knew less about Children of the Tree than he did about horses, he had heard the 

fabled tales of nymphen speed and endurance.  He turned to the horse.  “Steed, mighty mare that you are, run also 

for your life.  Do not follow me, do not follow him,” gesturing towards the nymph, “but run your own course.”  

Adom thought he sensed a thank you and good bye from the horse, but that seemed unlikely.  Before the mare fled, 

it turned and knocked down another group of soldiers that were gathering to investigate the commotion.  Then it 

turned and sped through the gate.  The Eveguard began to collect its thoughts and form into the two forces.  As 

Adom had planned, they had two targets, it was time to give them three. 

“Jorham, come!  We must flee!  Now or we’ll never make it.”  The two fled through the gate and Jorham 

turned for the forest.  “Not that way, my friend!  Come!”  Adom skirted the base of Gossamer Mountain, heading for 

the Plains of Gechel.  It was their only chance and would be least expected. 

The Eveguard began to realize what was happening.  People were fleeing from the fortress and though they 

did not yet know who they were, it was not the first time it had happened in the past ten days.  If Adom had reported 

for duty, he would have received orders which called for an immediate halt to all unauthorized departures – the same 

orders that Garret had received.  The Eveguard prepared to apprehend the fleeing soldiers.  However, the Nightguard 

had already been gathering on the ramparts for their shift and were mingling with the Eveguard.  This along with the 

fleeing nymph and the loose mare added to the confusion and caused them to hesitate.  It was this hesitation that 

Adom had been counting on. 

Still, Adom and Jorham would probably have been captured if the unidentified rider had not emerged into 

the chaos.  From the swirling mists, his hands wielded fire and even as they died, the soldiers did not know what 

they were fighting. 

Adom turned to see the dark rider adding to the chaos.  He saw the flame come forth and consume the 

soldiers and he wept as he realized that his Guard was paying the price for his freedom.  He stopped and began to go 

back, but Jorham grabbed him by his arm and pulled him in the direction they had been fleeing.  Before he turned 

away, he saw three hooded figures standing aside and watching him.  It was the sheriff that he had seen earlier, and 

two of his friends. 

Tears of fury ran down his face.  Blindly he stumbled into the night as fast as he could. 
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