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I staggered, head low, past the Sathit family’s deserted farmback into town 

with the other ragged few survivors of the hunting party. The necromancer had 

taken the family last week to become his puppets, kids and all., head low, and 

reluctantly returned to Sellah’s home. Alone. I remembered helping them patch 

their roof during the rainy season with Baleth and Sellah. They’d given us some 

fresh blackberries in return, and Baleth had made a pie that I still dreamed about 

sometimes. I almost turned to tell Baleth how we’d miss eating the Sathit’s 

blackberries, but I stopped before I could see that he wasn’t walking behind me. 

Instead, I looked away from the farm and blinked past my welling tears. 

OurThis small village in the middle of nowhere had never seen a tragedy like 

this. Even the drought a few years ago couldn’t compare to the arrival of a 

necromancer who was trying to consume usthem all one by one. He hadn’t been 

in the area long as far as we knew, but he was picking us off slowly, and the 

soldiers we’d sent for from the nearest city wouldn’t arrive until early next week. 

I stood at the door, arm raised, unable to knock. Sellah’s request kept echoing 

through my head alongside the memory of watching her husband be stabbed 

through the chest by one of the necromancer’s puppets. 

Bring him back to me in one piece. 

Last week the necromancer took the Sathit family, kids and all, from their 

farm. He hadn’t been in the area long as far as we knew, but he was picking us 

off slowly, and the soldiers we’d sent for from the nearest city wouldn’t arrive 

until early next week. As we trudged back into town,But a Constable, Mbekal, 

the leader of our party, gave my shoulder an awkward pat before turning to set a 

perimeter. He wasn’t from here—he had come alone ahead of the soldiers to rally 

our small village, deciding quickly that we couldn’t afford to wait for 

professionalssoldiers to hunt the necromancer. He wanted to stamp out the 

defiler before he could become too much of a problem, and he’d come with the 

documents that allowinged him to carry out the executions for necromancy and 
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murder. Not that proof of murder was necessary;Even if he hadn’t killed anyone, 

engaging in necromancy would have been enough for the law. But whata 

Nnecromancer that didn’t murder to get their puppets? It just didn’t happen. 

I gritted my teeth as I made my way to Sellah’s house. Alone. This 

necromancer was certainly a murderer, just like the rest of his barbaric kind. 

When I came tostood at Sellah’sthe door, I raised my arm raised,but was 

unable to knock. Sellah’s request kept echoeding through my head alongside the 

memory of watching her husband  being stabbed through the chest by one of the 

necromancer’s puppets. 

Bring him back to me in one piece. 

I thought ofYesterday, when I came to get Baleth’s eager face yesterday when 

I’d asked him to joinfor the hunting party with me. he joined eagerly, though 

Sellah wasn’t happy about it, but she’d agreed he should go. And Sshe’d been 

adamant that, as their friend, it was my duty to bring him back to her “in one 

piece.” 

Of course I’d agreed to it, not really knowing what we’d be up against. We 

didn’t think the necromancer would have so many puppets because he'’d only 

killed a few locals., bBut he must have been killing elsewhere for quite some 

time, and. Wwe were overwhelmed quickly. I had never seen Baleth in a real 

fight before—guarding farmers and their wares to nearby towns rarely forced us 

to actually fight any bandits. BalethHe was even more skilled than Mbekal, to all 

our surprise, yetand he still fell to the puppets. 

Although I’d failed my duty to protect Baleth, I now had a duty, as their 

friend, to tell Sellah. 

My arm was still raised to knock when the door opened. I stared at Sellah, 

unable to speak, unable to lower my hand. She looked past me only briefly 

before meeting my eyes, and I knew I didn’t have to tell her what had happened.  

“You broke your promise,” Sshe said. 
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