
"Who's there?" Zethus' voice echoed through the forest. Everything was silent for a few seconds, 

even the animals of the forest seemed to have stopped briefly at the sound of his voice, but soon 

after, things came back to life. Nothing changed, nobody appeared, and Zethus looked around only 

to find nothing but himself occupying this section of the forest. He knew he'd heard something, just 

like he'd heard something a few times before the past few weeks, but he hadn't been able to locate 

its origin. 

It couldn't be something malevolent, he had reasoned, for if it had wanted to attack him, it could 

have done so on many occasions already. It never did. Then, over the past week, stranger things had 

started to happen -- he was a biologist, a researcher, and he loved his plants more than he would 

ever love a human being, and he spent hours upon hours in these woods, even now after years, still 

finding new specimens to take a closer look at. And then, when he thought he had finally combed 

through this section, tiny spores had been left on his research table in the backyard of his cottage. 

He took a closer look at them, and found them to be magical -- unlike anything he'd ever seen in this 

part of the forest. He knew there were magical plants deeper into the woods, where species of 

animals and ..other things lived that he knew nothing about, but he had never gone that far yet. 

There was still enough to research here, after all. And yet, these plants had been brought by 

someone -- or something -- to him, in his backyard. By whom, he did not know. With what purpose, 

he did not know. However, shortly afterwards, he started encountering the same spores all 

throughout the section of the forest he had just marked as finished in his logs. 

He encountered a few new specimens, also, that he carefully brought home to research and found 

more traits in them that he had never witnessed before. When he finished with them, this process 

repeated for another section of the forest, sections he'd long since stopped visiting, and in the time 

span of a week he had discovered more new species with more interesting properties than he had 

anywhere in the past year. 

And yet, the creature, whatever it was, that brought him these plants did not show itself to him. On 

the one hand, he was grateful -- Zethus was not a very social being. The only person in his life he 

treasured was his twin brother, Amphion, and even he annoyed him to bits after being around him 

for more than a day or two. Zethus loved the solitude of the forest, the silence, and being 

surrounded by nothing but the plants and the animals. 

But on the other hand, this creature must have vast amounts of knowledge, both on this forest, and 

on him. He wanted to know why this creature was bringing him plants to research, and why the 

creature seemed to know exactly what he had already done research on. He thought he had caught a 

glimpse of it the day before, but it was gone in an instant and it left everything to his imagination. IF 

it was in fact the creature that had been following him, because that was also very much uncertain. 

He proceeded, deeper into the section he had recently 'finished'. The more recent specimens came 

from other regions, but he wanted to come back here -- he felt a compelling urge to return to the 

place where he found the first signs of magical plants after the creature had brought him those 

spores. There was something left to discover here, and he didn't know what it was. 

He wandered around for a while, pondering the situation and the strange happenings, until he found 

himself at his favourite part of this area, a densely populated region where you couldn't see much 



further than a meter because of all the trees and growth. He had discovered so much here, that he 

had lost count of all the different types of plants that grew here. He sat down on a large, flat slab of 

rock that had functioned as both his chair and table for the countless hours he'd spent here. Laying 

back on it, he looked up, seeing small rays of light penetrate the leafy roof up above. 

It was fairly dark, but Zethus' eyes easily accustomed and he could see more than most in even the 

darkest sections of the forest. His hearing had also become superb, so if something sounded off, he 

would immediately be aware of it. He'd encountered hurt animals before, and the occasional trap 

laid by hunters from the cities surrounding the forest, but they almost never penetrated this far. 

They were too afraid of what they might encounter. 

Zethus wasn't afraid. He never harmed the forest, and all specimens he took were carefully nurtured 

until he found out which types of soil worked best for them, how much light they preferred and 

afterwards, he brought them back to where he'd found them. Amphion would tease him with it, and 

say they were closer to being his children than any humanoid would ever be. Zethus would then 

glare at him and sigh audibly, ignoring his brother once more -- something he'd become incredibly 

good at through the years. 

He was convinced that if this forest wanted to claim his life, then it most likely would have a reason, 

and he would not fight it. And so, he continued his efforts to investigate and document the life that 

inhabited this place and continued to be fascinated with everything he found. Above all, he had 

found peace here -- peace with the world outside, and peace with himself. 

After a while, he couldn't estimate how long it had been, he woke up and realised he must have 

fallen asleep. The light from the ceiling of the forest had dimmed and the forest was partially coming 

alive, and partially preparing to rest for the night. He stretched and pushed himself up, scalding 

himself for wasting the precious light of day, time he could have spent working. The night limited him 

-- he could still research at home, but he had wasted the day time sleeping and thus had nothing to 

research that night. 

His mind far from the strange occurences of late, he looked around, still drowsily rubbing the sleep 

from his eyes. He found himself wondering why he had dozed off to begin with, as he had certainly 

slept enough and had woken well rested -- he hadn't felt any sort of fatigue when he arrived here. He 

painstakingly tried to remember the last minutes before he fell asleep, when he blinked and noticed 

there was something, or someone, standing in front of him. 

It was small, dirty, covered in no more than some foliage and stood only a few feet away from him. It 

did not seem human, and it looked, in his opinion, young. Its eyes were wide, the pupils dilated to 

capture as much of the late afternoon's light, and its head was slightly tilted, curiosity written all over 

its face. It seemed humanoid, of a similar species as mankind, but ..not really the same in many other 

ways.  

If he would have had to guess, he would have said the little creature was female. Her hair was thick, 

brown and braided, and she stood no higher than his waist. Her eyes were dark, and her ears not 

much shaped like that of a human. The ears were elegant and beautiful, but at the same time any 

human would have considered the proportions ugly. He estimated the creature most resembled a 

human around the age of ..eight? 



He sat there, and she stood, for a long time, studying each other, before anything more happened. 

He sat up, and he noticed her eyes following his every movement closely, reacting before she could 

have possibly seen him move a muscle. She didn't seem afraid, but she was cautious -- wary, and 

intelligent to a degree that made her fully understand that the size, strength and capabilities of 

something as large as he would be able to do her a lot of harm if he had any foul intentions. 

He also knew she would not have shown herself to him if she had considered him a potential threat. 

He had no clue if this creature would be able to understand him, but he had to try to communicate 

with it in one way or another if he wanted to learn of why it had come to him. He raised his hand 

slowly and uttered a soft "Hello" that he was incredibly certain she would have heard perfectly. Her 

ears twitched as he spoke, and he realised she was not used to hearing speech. He decided he would 

keep his words to a minimum. 

She came closer, and he looked at her with wonder. Who -- or rather, what, was this creature? She 

lifted the hand opposite to his to the same level, and he noticed that her hand was fourfingered. She 

did have something that would act as a thumb, but the other three fingers were equally long and 

slender. She pressed one of her fingers to his index finger, and as if it came natural to him, he closed 

his eyes. What he saw shocked him, but he let the visions come over him like a wave crashing on a 

shoreline. 

She showed him.. himself, working in the forest, carefully handling plants as he prepared them to 

take with him to his home. Himself, working in his backyard, carefully placing the specimens in 

different types of soil, setting them comfortably on large shelves, type by type. Himself, sleeping on 

the rock in this dense part of the forest. He understood she had watched him a lot, for long periods 

of time, studying him the way he studied the plants. Then she showed him herself, in a world much 

more colourful and rich than his own -- this was the way she saw the forest, he knew -- and she 

procured the specimens he had recently found on his research table in his backyard. 

She let go. He understood little of her motives, as she did not show much of them, but he 

appreciated what she did show him and he learned a lot from those few moments she had her finger 

pressed to his. She blinked a few times, eyeing him curiously, as they both weren't sure how to act in 

front of one another. He was unsure of what she expected of him, and so he just sat there, breathing 

in and out slowly, and as he looked at her, standing there, covered in leaves and dirt, he smiled. 

She was kind of cute, in a childlike way, and he savoured the silence. She cocked her head when he 

smiled, obviously confused by the pull in his face as he displayed an emotion that was unknown to 

her. In reaction, she mirrored the expression, which looked a bit clumsy and crooked, as she 

displayed a set of razorsharp teeth. If this creature had ever wanted to harm him, he mused, it most 

certainly could have, and probably would have. After a while she sat down, and they continued to 

observe one another. It felt like a dream. 

It seemed hours later, when he woke again, his back by now stiff from laying on the rock, and he was 

lost in his own thoughts and confusion for minutes before he got a hold of himself. It was dark now, 

and although he did not fear the forest, or even what lived there, he wasn't going to offer himself up 

as dinner for those currently on the prowl. He sped home, knowing the way through the forest better 

than any other human, and along the way realised he didn't need any specimens to study for the 

night -- he had enough to think about. 


