
The Waterfall Traveler
Blurb

All eighteen-year-old Ri wants is to cure her adoptive father Samuel from his hallucination-inducing illness. 
Everyone in her village tells her it’s impossible. But when she meets two newcomers in the forest—a gruff rogue 
with a vendetta against the gods and a charming fugitive with the power to travel through water—she’ll be torn 
away from Samuel and swept across the sea to an oppressive city governed by a ruthless tyrant. Once there, 
she’ll not only have to confront Samuel’s unlawful past, but a vicious evil that threatens all mankind.

In this tale of  bravery, friendship, and unexpected love, Ri must discover her own strength to save the men she 
cares for.

Excerpt #1 

      “Time for you to go home, girl.” Mallory headed in the direction that the fight had taken place.
      “Wait.” I chased after him. “I need to know who Robert Renselar is. He may be able to help someone very 
close to me.”
      He turned toward me. “What makes you think I know who he is?”
      “You looked disgusted when you said his name.”
      He smirked. “You may be perceptive, but you lack good judgment. You’d rather converse with a cursed man 
in a cursed forest than scurry home to safety.”
      “There’s nothing wrong with my judgment.” I pointed at the inscription on my compass. “Who is this man?”
      Mallory hooted. “Tell you what. Not only will I tell you who he is, but I’ll tell you exactly where you can find 
him.”
      “You will?” That seemed easy.
      “Sure will.” He pulled his dagger out of  its sheath and offered it to me.
      “I don’t understand.” I backed away.
      “My terms,” he said. “Once your curiosity has been quenched and Mr. Renselar is of  no more use to you, 
you take this dagger and you drive it into his heart.”
      “You’re crazy,” I said. “I’m not going to murder him.”
      He returned the dagger to its sheath. “If  you’re not willing to kill him, then you’re not ready to meet him.      
Go home. You’ve nothing to offer me.”
      “That’s not true,” I said, but he walked off. “If  you want Robert Renselar dead so badly, then why don’t you 
kill him yourself ?”
      “I’ve got more vicious snakes to toast over the fire first.” Without glancing at me, he waved his hand in the 
air, shooing me off.
      I dashed after him. “Please, I need to know how to find this man.”
      He yanked me close by my collar. “Dammit. Didn’t your pop ever teach you not to chitchat with question-
able men in evil forests?”
      “Please,” I said. “I need to know.”
      The clicking sound grew faint as whatever it belonged to wandered off. Mallory cursed under his breath.
      “Now you listen real close,” he said. “You tell everyone in your village to barricade their doors and windows 
and to sleep alongside their weapons. Dark things are coming for them.”



      I squirmed out of  his grip as a cool breeze slithered through the Dark Woods. It brought with it the sound of  
chanting. The words, indecipherable, came in short, sharp whispers, like dozens of  snakes hissing at once.
      “Now you got their attention,” he said.
      “Whose attention?” I looked around, but saw no one. 
      “Go home.” He grabbed my compass and hurled it out of  the Dark Woods. It landed in a patch of  bram-
bles.
      “That was uncalled for,” I snapped.
      The chanting thickened as more voices joined in. Things moved in the brush. I went rigid with dread.     As 
much as I wanted answers, it was time to flee. With basket and fishing pole in hand, I raced to where my com-
pass had landed. Trembling, I rummaged through the prickly brambles until I found it next to a rock sprinkled 
with shattered glass. I covered my mouth, holding back a cry.
      “You broke it!” I shouted at Mallory, but he ignored me and trekked farther into the Dark Woods. How 
could he do such a terrible thing and then saunter off without an apology? My ears burned hot, but there was no 
time to have words with him. The eerie melody closed in.

Excerpt #2

      “I’m sorry, but I have to go. Now.” I threw the blanket off me.
      “Did I say something wrong? Was it the rats?” He pushed Miss Meow off his lap. She flopped on the floor 
and rolled onto her back. “They’re more afraid of  you than you are of  them.”
      “Doubtful.” I staggered to my feet, searching for an exit.
      A white canvas sheet, each corner hooked to a peg, gleamed against the rock wall. Wind pressed against its 
backside, rippling the fabric. Another sheet hung on the opposite wall, bucking. Both covered tunnels.
      “Which tunnel leads outside?” I asked.
      He stood and braced my shoulders. “Ri, I think you should sit down.”
      “No, no, I’m fine. Really.” I alternated glances between the two canvas sheets. “I need to get back to my 
village right away.”
      “You’re worried about the older gentleman.” He maneuvered into my line of  sight, blocking my view of  the 
potential exit. “I saw you leading him out of  the forest the day we met.”
      I nodded. “Yes, he’s rather intrigued by you. He thinks you appear out of  nowhere. Like magic.”
      “Uh …” His eyes widened. “He does?”
      “Yes, I know it sounds ridiculous. Wait. Did you say, the day we met? We met today.”
      “No, Ri. You’ve been here for three days.”
      “Three days? I’ve been lying there for three days?” I pointed at the blanket as if  it stole this precious time 
from me. Samuel could not care for himself  one day, let alone three. What if  he wandered into the forest again? 
“I’m sorry, you’ve been very kind, and I don’t mean to run out of  here after you helped me, but I really have to 
go.”
      I hurried toward the canvas sheet to my right, and he trailed me close on my heels. Could I act anymore un-
grateful? I paused and faced him. “Why don’t you come to my village? It’s dangerous to stay here with whatever 
is out there in the forest.”
      “Yes, about that … we don’t need to worry about the things in the forest finding us here. Please Ri, have a 
seat.” He guided me toward the chair. A black dart-sized object rested atop the table on a piece of  cloth.
      I grabbed the thing and rotated it between my fingers, examining it. “This is what struck me in the clearing.”
      The object’s weight, texture, and size reminded me of  a chicken leg bone. One end of  the cylinder-shaped 
object was blunt, while the other tapered to a point. A shiver scurried up my spine like a centipede. 
      “Please be careful.” Bryce eased the thing out of  my hand using the cloth. “It’s poisonous.”
      “Who would want to poison us?”



      “I don’t know. I was hoping that you could answer that.” He set the strange thing back on the table. His      
forehead wrinkled with worry. “Ri, you’re not going to like this, but … I can’t take you back to your village.”
      A hard weight formed in my stomach. Perhaps he was afraid to enter the forest again after being attacked.
      “We can make it together if  we move fast.” I hurried toward the canvas sheet on my right. The corner of  the 
covering flopped over as I unfastened the tie from the first peg.
      “No.” Bryce wedged himself  between the tunnel and me. “You must never go down this tunnel. Never.”
      “Fine,” I said, raising my voice to get the urgency across. “I’ll take the other tunnel.”
      I spun around and rushed toward the tunnel to my left. The fire had diminished to a faint wisp, barely 
lighting the cavern, and I accidentally knocked over a pile of  books sitting on the ground. I had only seen one 
book in my lifetime—a leather-bound collection of  wilted pages that Samuel owned. He had called the book an 
evil thing and tossed it into the valley shortly after taking me as his ward. I always wondered if  someone else had 
found it.
      I continued toward the tunnel, but Bryce blocked my path. “Ri, please listen to me. This is going to sound 
crazy, but … we’re no longer on your island, and we can’t return until the next dark moon.”
      The effects of  panic paired with my fever. Dizzy, I braced the rock wall. “We’re no longer on my island?”
      He nodded. “I know it’s not ideal. But I will take you home.”
      “But not until the dark moon?” I plunged my hand into my pocket and rubbed my thumb against the glass 
face of  my compass. I struggled to calm my breaths. Inhale. Exhale. Calm. Ouch. The broken glass pricked me.
      “It’s not so bad,” Bryce said through a nervous laugh. “The dark moon comes every month. It’s rather pre-
dictable that way.”
      “But the dark moon just passed. You want me here for a month?”
      “Well, no. Of  course, I don’t want you here for a month.” His jaw dropped, and he chopped his hands back 
and forth. “I’m so sorry, I didn’t mean it like that. I’m sure you’d make pleasant enough company. There’s plenty 
we could do together. I mean …”
      “Come with me.” I cupped his shoulder. “There’s a very good healer in my village who can help … um …       
manage your condition.”
      He jerked his head. “Great, you think I’ve lost my mind.” He raised his arms and then let them flop to his 
side in defeat. “Well, prepare yourself, because there’s more. I walk through an underground waterfall in this 
cave and emerge from the one near your village. It’s exactly as the older gentleman explained it to you. Magic.”

Excerpt #3

      Silver looked up and fixed a hard stare on my friend. “I know you. You’re on the Stained Wall,” he said, slur-
ring his words like a drunkard.
      “What will you do? Behead me?” Bryce asked. “You hardly look in condition to lift your weapon.”
      “What are you doing?” I whispered harshly in Bryce’s ear. “Goading him hardly seems like a good idea.”
      Silver smirked, lumbering to standing on unsteady legs. He patted around his waist until his hand found 
the hilt of  his sword. Unbelievable! After Bryce and I had rescued him, he planned to repay us with execution. 
Good thing he could hardly stand.
      Bryce widened his stance and slipped my dagger out from under my belt. Then, tilting his head toward my 
ear, he whispered, “Stand back.”
      “No! Are you mad?” Then regarding Silver, I added, “You can’t be serious. We just helped you.”
      Silver mumbled incoherently. His eyebrows knotted together as he repeated the same gibberish. He tried 
a few more times, but not a single intelligible word escaped his mouth. The hand that had rested on his sword 
moved to his forehead. He groaned as if  suffering from an intense headache. Then his eyes rolled back into his 
skull and he fainted, landing face down in the snow.
      Bryce gawked at him. “Uh …”
      I knelt next to Silver and felt his neck for a pulse. A faint throb beat against my fingertips.



      Bryce questioned me with arched eyebrows.
      “Well, we can’t leave him here in the snow.” I struggled, trying to roll Silver onto his back.
      With a sigh, Bryce joined me. Together, we flopped Silver over.
      “More guards will come soon.” Bryce scanned the far corners of  the courtyard. “I’m sure they heard the 
screaming earlier. It’s best to leave him here for his own to deal with.”
      “But what if  the Culling comes back?” I placed Silver’s head on my lap to protect it from the cold snow.            
“Surely you believe me now that it was here?”
      “I do, Ri. Unbelievable as it is, I do.” He gripped my shoulder. “But this man is a captain. If  he wakes, he 
will kill me for my crime and you for being associated with me. Understand?”
      “I know, but he helped me. I’m still finding it hard to believe that he would harm us.”
      Bryce shook me slightly. “Didn’t you see him readying to pull his weapon?”
      “Well, yes.”
      Clearly, Silver wanted to carry out the punishment that the Stained Wall demanded. But the thought of  
abandoning him in the freezing night triggered a sick feeling in my gut. I pulled his collar up around his neck, 
hoping it’d lend some warmth.
      A rip in the fabric caught my eye. Silver’s pale skin peeked through, smudged in crimson.
      “He’s hurt!” I pulled at the coat, exposing Silver’s bare stomach. A five-inch gash stretched across his waist. 
The deep cut in his flesh breathed with him, oozing blood with each exhalation.
      Bryce placed his hands over the wound while I unraveled the tattered strip of  blanket from my ankle and 
looped it around Silver’s waist. A dab of  red swelled over the cloth, dyeing the dirty rag.
      “He’s going to bleed to death.” I applied pressure to the wound. “We can’t leave him. Who knows how long 
it will take for more guards arrive.”
      Bryce stared at my hands, which were coated in Silver’s blood. The muscle in his jaw flexed repeatedly.
      “Did you hear me?” I said. “If  we leave, this man’s death is on us.”
      He nodded reluctantly and looked beneath the makeshift bandage. “The laceration doesn’t go through the 
muscle. I think I can help him, but I need supplies.” He took a deep breath. “We won’t be able to haul him as far 
as Parkin’s. And we can’t bring him to his own people. If  they got a look at me …”
He looked toward the east side of  the courtyard. “The Rose Quarter’s nearby. We’ll bring him to Carter’s 
house.”
      “Carter? That man can’t be trusted. Shouldn’t he have predicted all of  this?” I waved my hand, gesturing at 
the bloodstained courtyard.
      Bryce shook his head. “I can’t explain it, but he’d never put us in a dangerous situation on purpose. That 
much I know.”
      My stomach tensed, but I had no alternate ideas. “All right, let’s get this over with.”
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