



--Reliquary--
Chapter 1:
	A splash of acid hits Jack’s chest.
	“Aarrgghhh!!!” he cries out in pain, clenching his chest.
	He falls onto his side and rips off his fur tunic with trembling hands, smoke rising from his seared chest. Hyperventilating, he looks at a beehive that has fallen from a tree branch extended out over a vast desert chasm, with a river running through it. The hive just barely missed falling out of reach, to the river below. Famished, Jack smiles in relief, as he sees that the hive has also fallen just outside of a boiling bog of racsmij acid. The bog gurgles up bubbles and frequent geysers of acid. Jack slowly gets up and into a kneeling position. He knows he has to find a way to get the beehive without getting burnt again by the acid. Racsmij was known to work as a neurotoxin as well, one that often killed those afflicted by its abrasive qualities. Jack looks around and finds another large pebble. He picks it up and puts it in his slingshot. He raises his slingshot, aiming it at a tree branch of another tree, just outside of the reach of the acidic geysers. He closes one eye and focuses intently on the branch. He lowers the slingshot and stone for a moment, still trembling from the acid splash. He raises it again, but then lowers it again. Finally he raises it and aims, clenching his teeth. He fires the stone, hitting the branch. It does not fall off of the tree.
	“Aw, nuts!” says Jack as he falls to a kneeling position again.
	He holds his hand up to his face. The hand trembles even more. He knows that the neurotoxin has begun to set in. He was starving after journeying through the desert for two weeks, towards the capital city of Alkin, in the country of Alkinia. He knows now that these might be his last moments of life. He passes out. His eyes open and he’s looking up at a sky fully filled with dark clouds, and rain falling down from them in a drizzle. His hands are tied. He’s in the back of a wagon and the bumpy ride shakes his view of the sky. He opens his mouth and extends his tongue as the light drizzle slowly falls into his mouth and onto his tongue. It had been five days without food or drink, in a devilishly hot...
