	The dark tied-prolouge
	November 21, 2007



Phel woke with first light to the songs of the birds that came with spring in northern Saratoga. He quietly rose from his bed, careful not to wake his wife. He kissed Dacia lightly on her cheek before going outside their house to the nearby spring to wash up. 
Phel and Dacia had built a wooden cabin in a hill range, Dunnon’s Grove it was called, in honor of the legendry wizard who had dwelt in the hills. Dunnon was a wizard of the Light who lived in a time when the Dark had sway over much of the world; he had become a legend after he led an uprising against the lands’ leaders who were followers of the Dark. All of that was behind the people of Saratoga now, or so thought Phel to himself as he finished washing himself up. 
The water did not seem quite the same to Phel today. When he finished walking back up to his wooden cabin, Dacia was already up and about, preparing breakfast for the both of them no doubt. 

“Good morning darling, had a good nights sleep?  ” asked Dacia cheerfully upon noticing Phel in the kitchen. 

“Yes, thanks to you of course,” replied, while blushing a bit. “By the way, the water in the spring seemed a bit different today, know why?  ”
“Different? In what way, Phel?” inquired Dacia distractedly while gazing out of the window at two magnificent hawks gliding in the air. Hawks were seen as a sign of good luck in Saratoga. This was because during the period of the wizard Dunnon, he had a certain group of allies who were mage who drew their power from their companions, which were usually Hawks. Companions could be other birds or animals also, like perhaps a wolf.
“I don’t know honey, it just didn’t feel the same as it did yesterday,” said Phel distractedly while salivating at Dacia’s cooking. 

After they had eaten, the couple decided to take a walk by the spring which was the very place where the then young wizard Dunnon had first discovered his powers accidentally while he was swimming. He saw little boy drowning, Dunnon somehow managed to get the boy out of the water just with a thought. When they reached the spring, Phel gasped “What in Eden’s name?!”

For the water, which had seemed clear just that morning had gone all black. Fishes were bobbing up and down on the currents and all the aquatic plants looked wilted and were torn to shreds. The stink of death hung on the scene like a shadow. Then the water started to boil conspicuously.
“Phel, I think we should better go back to the cabin now,” said Dacia, her voice betraying her fear.

But Phel just stood there, too transfixed on what was going on with the spring to hear Dacia. All of a sudden the black water rose up like a wall.

“Run Dacia, run for you life!” screamed Phel, but it was too late. The wall of ebony colored water rushed at them with impossible speed covering both Phel and Dacia within moments, their screams shattering the natural calm of the hills.

