The Forgotten One
By: Ainoko Ironrose

The omens point to the one who will either save or destroy the world. The one will be a part of us yet be apart from us, a friend, but a stranger. Friends, enemies, and demons alike will test them. They have great powers they have yet to discover. They will come to our clan on the harvest moon to one who has rejected their clan. Their path has been set; they will find their purpose and destiny after they have left the clan.
----Prophecy foretold thousands of years ago ------
“I am lost…

Hurt… 

Hungry… 

and lonely. 





No truer words have ever been spoken. 





The problem is....... 




I don't know who I am. 




I don't know where I am. 



And most puzzling...... 




     Just what in the holiest of the eternal hells happened to me? And how did I get this nasty gash on my forehead by my left ear. 

     For some reason, asking the other furs for help terrifies me. I have been sitting on a curb by a large empty house now for the past three days, hoping some fur will ask me what is wrong 

     Other than the clothes I have on, all I have is a ring that is around my arm and a tattoo of a strange paw print on my right foot paw. It is a gold ring with a strange pattern that looks familiar and yet at the same time unfamiliar. I wonder if this ring might be keeping the other furs from helping me, so I try to cover the ring with my torn and tattered shirt. While trying to cover the ring some fur steps on my tail making me jump and yelp in pain cracking my head on a post box I was sitting under. The force of the hit stuns me, and I sit down heavily hitting my head this time on the pole for the post box and getting knocked out. The last thing I see through the fog before passing out was a large fur running away.”

---- Ainoko Ironrose ----
 

      I had no idea on that long ago day, my forgotten past would come back to haunt me again when my path crossed his. My name is Jared Reno Faux, and this is my story, and for those who are wondering, no names have been changed. 
Where to start…

Where to start…

AH! YES! That’s it!, maybe it would be best if I start on the day that forever changed my life…..

~Chapter one~

     I was out making my rounds, paying off some old debts, and looking for jobs doing what I do best, searching for those who wrong the innocent. I was on my way to restaurant to get something to eat and lost in thought, when a loud yelp and a bang roused me from the depths of my mind. Looking around, I spy a large bovine running away into the masses, but that wasn’t what caught my eye. It was the crumpled form of a strange fur that I have never seen before. He appeared to be unconscious from either starvation or a severe beating, or a little bit of both. Going over to the fur, I feel the fur on my back rise in alarm. This fur is not from the city or country, he looks to one of the outlander tribes from the outer wastes. Seeing that he is just merely unconscious, I pick him up and sling him across my shoulders so that I could more easily carry him to my home and to get him off the streets. One thing I should have remembered but didn’t, was that my best and closest friend lived next door to me and that nothing ever got by him. So preoccupied was I with getting this strange fur to my house, I failed to notice him looking out of his window watching me bring the fur into my house. 
     As soon as I got in my house, I took the fur to my guest room and laid him on my bed, looking him over taking note and location of each and every cut, bruise, and scar on his body. Shuddering inside, I wondered what happened to this guy and why was he so far outside of his native grounds. Putting the issue aside, I cover him with a blanket and heads towards my main bathroom to get what little medical supplies I have to try and treat his injuries. As I left the room, I failed to notice the fur beginning to stir from his unwanted slumber.
     As I rummage though my home looking for my medical supplies, I begin to make plans to get this fur back to his tribe or clan by any means at my disposal. I know that I am going to have to call in some favors that I may need in the future, but for now, those needs are going to wait. My thoughts are interrupted the moment I find my med kit and I grin realizing that for the first time in my life, I feel like I have a purpose. Retrieving the kit, I head back to the room so that I can at the least begin patching up the furs wounds. When I entered the room I noticed that the fur was no longer on the bed, so I went to the bathroom to see if he was there. Upon entering the bathroom, I began getting worried as the fur was not there. As fast as I could, I went through the entire house without seeing hide nor hair of the fur, by then I was starting to get worried. Just as I was about to head outside to look for him, I heard a faint noise coming from my guest room. Going into the room as softly as I could, I begin to carefully search the room, eventually coming to closet. Stopping to listen more closely, I hear something in there. Slowly, I open the door so as not to startle the fur that is hiding in there. Once I opened the door, I the fur in there trying to hide from me, shaking in terror. 

    “Hey, hey, hey,” I whisper to him softly, “Don’t be afraid, I am not going to hurt you. All I want to do is to get your wounds patched up and healed, not to mention get you something to eat.”
     I stepped back to give him room to exit the closet when he was ready to. Once he was certain that I wasn’t going to hurt him, he slowly held up his paw for me to help him out of the closet. I could see that he in shape to move about on his own, so I helped guide him to the bed.

     No sooner than he was out of the closet and slowly walking to the bed, when a loud knocking came from my front door and a look of pure terror exploded on the fur’s face as he quickly jumped back in the closet.

     “Damn!” I muttered angrily, “I was so close to getting him on the bed!”

     “HEY JARED!!!!” A familiar voice hollered from my living room. “ARE YOU OK? YOU HAVEN’T FORGOTTEN WHAT THE LAST TIME YOU BROUGHT AN UNCONSCIOUS FUR HOME.”

    At that the fur yelped in terror and made a mad scramble deeper into the closet, trembling in utter fright. “Sshhh, calm down my friend,” I whispered to the fur, “He is a friend of mine and sometimes he does and says things without thinking. Tell you what, I am going to see what my friend wants, and while I am gone, why don’t you get out of the closet and go to the bed. I have put something for you to drink, it will help ease your pain and let you sleep for a while.”
     I slowly backed out of the closet to let the fur get out at his own pace. Once I was sure that he was going to be getting out and going to the bed, I left the room and stormed into my living room to meet my friend and let him know what was going on.

     “Kikobi! Next time just barge on in, foaming at the mouth. That way you can give the next fur a heart attack.” I said as I entered the room. “No I didn’t forget what happened last time I did something like this. But this time, something is different. Damn, where did I put those bandages?”

     “What do you mean?” Kikobi asked as he handed me the bandages I was looking for. 

     “Follow me and I will explain.”
     Entering the room once more, I see that the fur was finally out of the closet and laying on the bed, snoring softly. 

     “Damn Jared, what happened to him?”

     “That my friend is a good question, I found him on the side of the road like this. Do me a favor will you? Help me get this guy bandaged. Then I want you to tell me what you think of his injuries.”

     Kikobi and I sent the next hour bandaging the fur’s injuries, doing our best not to wake him from his much needed slumber. Removing the tattered clothing from the fur, I nearly jumped out of my fur when I saw the band around his left arm. I gingerly run my paw around it to make sure that what I was seeing was real. The second that my finger hit the bar going through the arm, I knew immediately where this fur was from. Once done Kikobi and I went into the main room to discuss the fur.

     “Kikobi, tell me, what is your take on his wounds?”

     “Jared, You know that I am a master at hand-to-hand combat, but the wounds on this fur were done by a professional, not an amateur. The location of the wounds indicates that this guy was supposed to have been killed. Basically, what I am saying is that what happened to him was not a random mugging or two, but someone seriously tried to kill him. The location of every one of his wounds are in vital spots meant to either severely wound or kill him. I think that he was supposed to have been killed to keep something secret but the attempt failed.”
     “So who would want this guy dead and for what reason?” I asked quietly. “Kikobi, I have something to tell you. I have a good idea where this fur is from, but I do know that I am going to have to get him back there.”
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