The Isle of 


                                                  Stonework





Prologue: "...Satan going into the sea." 





    From afar it just looked like any ship. It appeard to be mearly another sea faring vessel set for lands unknown. it was not an uncommon sight in those days. with


half of the known world at war, and the other half just trying to get along, nothing seemed abnormal. This ship had large jagged words painted in white across the


bow. It read, "White Kraken". The flag on the mast showed it as hailing in peace from the nation of Darens. The telescope set on a pole next to the wheel showed it


to be an exploration vessel. 


    Even though it appeared to be a ship of peace, the large hold gave it away. Any experienced sea-man would recongize the huge size as meaning it carried a very


large crew, a crew of soldiers. even if it was mearly an exploration vessel, it could not go without an armed company. the waters were too dangerous at that time. All


ships that carried a large hold of men also carried another cargo, the liquor hold. That is what did the ship in. If not for the Liquore hold the men might have


awakened in time and smothered the flames. But it was not to be. The fire got to the Liquor. A small flame, probably started by a candle knocked off a nightstand.


when it hit the liquor hold, it blew up. In an instant the whole back end of the ship was consumed in a huge fire ball that streached into the heavens. Half the crew


died in an instant. The other half floundered, burned and flundering for life. 





    Ten minute later not much was left of the ship. Teh mast and bow were sinking down into the water abyss. The flames and steeam created a surreal effect in the


night. It look like Satan going in to the sea. The waters bubbles and swirles one last time and the laste letters of "White Kraken" disappeared benieth the waves. 





    The night wore on into the ealrly hours. The last bit of loose wood and cloth were floating to the surface. In the middle of the steaming debris and wreckage a


hand shoots from the water and graspes desperately at a piece of wood. Teh fingure turn white as the hands grips the wood hard. A haggered face with cold blue


lips rised from the water and hoists up onto the slab of wood. The orange and pink of sunrise are just faintly visable in the east. The pink glimmers slightly off the


water that runs down the figures charred and ravaged back. A gasp can he heard followed by coughing. Whoever it is hs survived. he lies on his stomach and is very


still. A small wave splashed over the side and the salt enters his wounded back. He grimaces and pulles himself all teh way onto the board. He rasies his head and


opend his salt-crusted eyes. He reached into the water and grabbed a piece of sail cloth. He flaps it wetly over his back. he jerks at the pain of the salt-soaked rag,


but lays down again. he seems to float off into sleep as the waves carry him where they will. 


  


  


  


  


  


  





Chapter One: "...Looming Above Me..." 





    I had only been unconcious once before, and that was brief. A wound on a battle field and the loss of blood had made me pass out. I was concious again beore I


even hit the ground. But that morning was different. The very first sensation that worked it way into the brin encrusted folds of my brain was pain. The was the dull,


acheing, throbbing pain that my entire being was infused with. It was in my head, my legs, my arms, and my back, oh my back. I shifted a little bit. I could feel sand


grinding under me. I felt a large wet mat on my back. when I shifted my back rubbed in and I winched with the pain. It was sharper, more sudden. It jolted my inot


realization. I was badly wounded. But why? 


    My mind startd to come completely back to life, it opened up and I remembered. Fire. I was on my ship. The "White Kraken". It had set fire. I remember Jac. He


told us to get to the life boat. I was running. The life boat was right in front. Then and explosion. I rember the smell of cheap beer and burning wood. Then, the fire,


the wood, my back. 


    I tilted my head up. Even though my eyes were closed, I could feel the heat of the sun on my face. I laied my head back down and tried to open my eyes. My


right eyes opened. Something was holding my left eye shut. Right on the horizon was a rising sun. The light shooting into the eyes caused a splinter of pain to shoot


through my head. 


    I turned my head to other way. I could feel the sin at the base of my neck cracking as I did. I opened my eyes again and this time my left eye opened also. I could


feel something caked across the eye lid. At first I didn't know what I was looking at. But soon I relised it wasa  cliff. A black cliff. I tilted my head upwards and was


it streaching hundreds of feet above me, a huge black cliff looming above me. 


    I twisted my head to the side and moved my hands under me. even though it pained every fiber in my body I slowly lifed myself up off the black sand beach. As I


did a swarm of flies lifted off of my back and an awful smell reached my nose. It didn't take me more than a moment to relise it. Being a captian in the Army of the


Kast I had smelled it many times before. It was the smell of a feild hospital, full of festering wounds and dying men. And the smell was coming from me. I looked


down at my front. I had been sleeping when the ship caught fire and had only thrown on some pants. All that remained of those were knee long tatters. as I stood the


areas of my body that wern't hurt so bad hurt less, and the bad only surged forward, screaming to my brain that they needed to be fixed. I tried to take a step but as


soon as I put my weight on my left foot it collasped under me. My head throbbed as I hit the ground and my body rattled. I stared down and my leg and saw a ong


gash across the calf. It had crusted over ut now it was bleeding again, rather profusely. I then saw a whit piece of cloth across my shoulder. Of course, it was the


fragment of sail I had slapped across my back to sheild it from the sun. I reached bck and pulled at it and could feel it peeling away from my back. The smell got


stronger. I looked at the peice of sail cloth and saw it soaked in blood and yellow fluid. I might have vomited if it were not something I had seen before. I knew my


back must have been pretty badly torn up. In places I could see where skin had pulled away with the cloth. Yes, now that the cloth was off the slight breeze on my


back stung horribly.  I took the cloth and wrapped it aound my calf. Whnever I bent over i could feel the skin in my back cracking. But at least now I knew I was


not going to die right away. I had reagained my sense and was thinking again. 


    I looked down the beach to my right, nothing as far as I could see. to my left, the beach bent a few miles off. It was no island  I had ever heard of. Black cliffs and


black sand beaches. It was very unsusual. I deided to walk to the bend and, well, at least look around it. It was better than having no target to reach. I startd to


hoble down the beach always favoring my left leg. I saw that seagulls had started to circle above me, but I wasn't worried. I would live a while yet. As long as I


could find food the seagulls would go hungry for a while. I tried to lugh at them but all that came out was a hoarse rasp. I needed water bad. right next to me was a


who ocean of it that I could neither drink or clean my wound with. I wasn't wuite strong enough yet to face the pain of cleaning my wounds with salt water. I could


only hope to a spring somewhere, or better yet, people. But I doubted the later. It they lived here they must be sea men. And we would have run into them at some


point. So all I could do was hope for rescue. But even that was unlikely. A sinking feeling came to my stomach as I faced the possiblity of a whole life alone on this


island. But at least it was life. As I soldier I had found life a good alternitive to death under most circumstances. I could always hope that fifty years from now when


the war was over and peace had settled that maybe an exploration vessel would come here. 


    I looked up from my draggin feet and saw that the bend looked no closer. It would be alot of walking. I looked up at the cliff tops and saw the edges of trees


pokeing over. evidentlay there was a forest the top. I would fare much better in a  forest than on this desolate beach. If I could find away up the cliffs. I looked at


their sheer faces and saw hat there would be no way to climb then even if my health had been perfect. I hoped the cliff would subside eventualy and give way to flat


land. 


    I trudged on for a few hours. I stopped every so often and rested. At about 12:30 the sun started to duck behind the massive cliff and I could walk in shade. Of


course that reminded me of lunch time and hunger was added annoyingly to my growing list of pains and gripes. But at least I was alive. But the seagulls didn't seem


to think I would be much longer becasue the still followed my. None of them had left for anything other than to bring back their friends. Once or twice. I threw a


stone at some of the braver ones that landed. But they all went patheticaly off mark and the gulls didn't even flinch. I looked and one of them and managed to wheeze


out a few words. 


    "As soon as I'm better, you got it coming to ya!" and I shook a rock at him. he just cocked his head and screeched. 





    The sun had been behind the cliff for some hours and I was thankful. My rests were becoming more frequent. I found it painfuly obvious that I would not make my


target before nightfall and would have to find shelter. I didn't to wake up with a damn gull pecking at what was left of my back. I look ahead, it was just a beach.


Then I noticed that about a mile head the cliff surface became irregular and broken. I limped forward a good twenty mintues before reaching the spot and finding the


cliff face riddles with small caves. Out of one I saw a tiny waterfall plumitting down into another cave. I ran as best I could and cupped my hands under the waterfall.


I gulped the cold water. It stung at first going down but I soon got used to it and drank greedily until I felt ready to throw up. I saw on the lip of the cave. I loked out


and saw a Seagull land a few feet in front of me. He seemed rather gitated that I had foudn shealter. With my newly reapired through I mocked him. 


    "Na, Na, Looks like to don't get to eat me after all." I chucked a stone at him that came very colse to it's mark. The gull let out adn agitated squwak and flapped


off. I looked a the sand and could see my footprint around the cave. osmething struck me as odd about them. I stared at them a minute. Then it hit me. The footprint


were made by someone wearing boots, I was barefoot. In the next minute I felt a pain shoot through my head as I was clubbed from behind. 


  


  


  


  


  


  


  


  


  


