The Message

Jadin woke with a start, soaked in sweat, unusual for such a cool night. Something was amiss, the visions that visited him in his sleep had more meaning than he could ever hope to decipher.  He began trembling - shaking really - and he couldn't stop.  Fear gripped him and came close to un-manning him.  How could he possibly convey these visions?  Who would believe what he could not believe himself?

The sun had not yet risen.  Jadin attempted to compose himself but was having trouble. He poured himself a cup of water from the ceramic jar by his pallet.  Most of it spilled on the floor as his shaking hands could barely follow the basic commands required in fulfilling such a simple task.  Sloppily drinking the water calmed his frayed nerves a bit.  After a time, he dressed and slowly made his way to the King's audience chamber.  

The King immediately saw the intense distress on his advisor's face as he entered the room.  "What is it my friend?  You look as if you have seen a ghost."  The king's tone was warm but direct.  "We have many plans to make today as our enemies are massing on our borders, intent on shedding more blood and making ours another city of widows and orphans."

Jadin's voice was unsteady as he replied "Your Majesty, I fear that the Gods have other plans for us."

The King wore a puzzled look on his face, but remained silent to allow the Seer to continue. He respected the Seer very much as his visions had always proven accurate.

"My King, what do you know of a place called Akeldama?" asked Jadin.

"Akeldama, the battlefield of the Gods?  It is merely a story meant to frighten children.  The wicked are said to be sent there to spend an eternity doing battle to entertain the Gods."  The contempt for the story was evident in the King's voice.

"As I once thought sire, but I have seen it!  It is real!  It appears that the Gods are not happy with the peoples of Epicithon.  They believe that we have brought war to a place set aside to know only peace.  I think that they have decided that we will, instead, do combat in a place created for the waging of war.  The tales of unholy creatures and beasts roaming the lands, and the stories of the unliving hunting the living for their flesh will be made true."  Jadin's speech halted abruptly as his body stiffened.  Slowly he looked pleadingly to the ceiling as his lips moved soundlessly.  Suddenly, he collapsed, falling in a heap.  

The King raced to his Seer kneeling beside him, but recoiled at his touch.  His body was hard as stone but burned hotter than coals.

Color drained from the King's face.  "Gods help us…" was the only thing he could say

The King jumped up and backed away as Jadin moved and slowly rose to his feet.  When Jadin turned his head to the King, the King let out a gasp.  Jadin's eyes were now completely purple with no other color showing. Concerned, the King began to take a step towards his friend but stopped when Jadin suddenly raised a pointing finger at the King.

"Away from me mortal!" It was not Jadin's voice, it was much deeper and seemed to resound from all around the room.  “I have come to prepare The Way to Akeldama, and to pass a message to you and your kind.”

The King, stunned, found himself gaping and quickly composed himself, "Who are you?  Where is Jadin?"

The creature turned and said in the deep booming voice "The one you call Jadin is no more.  I have taken this vessel as mine own.  I am Nicodemus, The Messenger.  I have been granted dominion over all of Akeldama.  Prepare yourself for The Way.  Before three moons hence, you shall see such bloodshed the kind of which the Gods have not seen since the Age of Fire."  Nicodemus raised his face skyward closing his eyes and then spoke as if mechanically. 

"All the Warlords of Epicithon shall be moved to Akeldama with their entire war machines and cities intact.  They will be allowed to build armies, create wealth and fight each other and the multitudes of living and unliving creatures created by the Gods to their hearts content.   Combat shall be your new way of life, death may well be the only peace you shall find!  Prepare to prove thyself!" 

His message complete, the creature that was once Jadin turned and strode from the room, leaving the king standing in shock.

