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In the light of the latest political crisis caused by the rebellion in the 
Imperial Province of Arcadia Tenebra, we received many a letter 
from our distinguished readers who were most eager to learn more 
about this south-easternmost province of our great Kaiserlich und 
Königlich Monarchy. After a brief discussion we came to a 
conclusion that no person is better suited to introduce our readers 
to this subject than our experienced reporter Francesco Szupilo. As 
some of you may know, it was but a year ago that Pygmy Cormorant 

Ladies and Gentlemen, 
Books Inc. of London published Szupilo's account of the journey 
through all of our Empire's beautiful provinces, titled Grand Tour 
of Dual Monarchy. The book was a tremendous success with 
modern-day tourists, adventurers, young and curious readers 
alike.  Today, we bring you a few excerpts from its chapter 
dedicated to Arcadia Tenebra, titled The Land of Waters, Wolves, 
and Whispers of Tales Long Gone. 

Wiener Südkurier Editorial Board

FRANCESCO SZUPILO

Mr. Szupilo's travelogue titled 
Grand Tour of Dual Monarchy was a 
tremendous success with 
adventurers and travellers of all 
ages. Today, we bring you a book's 
chapter dedicated to Arcadia 
Tenebra, titled The Land of Waters, 
Wolves, and Whispers of Tales  
Long Gone.

From Flying Scotsman to Arcadia 
Express - Bucolic Splendor and 

Tumultuous History - Roads Less 
Traveled and Names Less Heard

I have no doubt, dear reader, that you've heard of or even 
traveled by Orient Express, Golden Eagle Danube Express, Flying 
Scotsman, or some other miraculous steam beasts that wander 
around the globe these days.

But Arcadia Express...? I dare say Arcadia Express is the best-kept 
secret of modern railways. And if you think it's some quaint 
train, you'll be very wrong, for it is an engineering miracle that 
was constructed under the supervision of Taiko Kusanagi from 
the Japan Imperial Railroads. Arcadia Express will take you on a 
journey from Agram in the north to the white port of Ragusa 
(also known as Dubrovnik) in the south, allowing you to enjoy all 

The province of Arcadia Tenebra is true to its name, a vision of 
natural splendor, a land of dark yet gleaming emerald forests, of 
lakes and rivers of such unearthly blue color that they will steal 
your breath away. All this pastoral beauty is framed by stark 
mountain ranges, most impressive of which is Mt. Bedem, whose 
unforgiving crags and rocks have stopped many seaward 
incursions in the past, and more recently became a doom of 
many unprepared tourists and climbers, especially Czech - for 
the reasons that still escape me.

the luxuries of modern trains while basking in the bucolic 
Arcadian vistas.

As your elegant wagon takes you through this pastoral Eden, you 
might be swayed to forget this land suffered from the bloodiest 
history. Arcadia Tenebra is situated right on the triangular 
border between Dual Monarchy and its mighty rivals, Ottoman 
Empire and Venice, as a vigil of the ever fragile truce between 
these great powers. On its way to Ragusa, Arcadia Express makes 
a single stop in a city called The City. How so, you may ask? Well, 
it is an old Arcadian custom to give literal names to many things. 
In Arcadia Tenebra, you soon learn that some hill over there is 
The Hill, that city on the other side of the border goes by the 
name The Other City, and so on.  I've heard sophisticated city folk 
smirk at this, but they do not know that Arcadian people have 
other, more poetic, and ancient names for everything in their 
land, names they use only between themselves. Out of dire need 
was born their cunningness, from centuries of incessant war. 
More often than not, these people saw strangers coming to their 
land, bringing no good.  Even today, in these civilized times, they 
still like to give the impression of being rather simple-minded, 
continuing to speak one plain language when meeting strangers 
and another, more intricate language between themselves.Arcadia Express: Full Steam Ahead! 
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A Christmas Eve in Lech-Zürs am 
Arlberg That Started It All - Of 

Rodents and Binoculars – Science 
meets Tales

Every journey has a start, and Grand Tour of Dual Monarchy 
begun because of Arcadia Tenebra. And because of a lucky twist 
of faith, if there is such a thing.  Several years ago I was living in 
Vienna, working as an intern with Wiener Zeitung. Austrian 
Alpine wonders soon won my heart, and I became an ardent 
aficionado of mountain climbing and skiing.

“So, we took our instruments and apparatuses and begun 
working on our test subjects. Until we came to a man who 
claimed that unless he sees an order from the Emperor himself, 
he will not be hooked to our 'ugliest machines'. However, he 
added, he will provide us with the proof we were looking for. My 
colleagues and I laughed and said - well, why not? This man, I 
believe his name was Mijo Lisac,  took us outside and demanded 
that we measure the distance to the nearest forest. It was quickly 
ascertained that there are exactly 1,200 meters from our edifice 
to the first line of trees. Then he told us to take our strongest 
binoculars and start observing the forest adding, 'I myself have 
no need of those silly glass eyes. I will now count all the squirrels 
that appear in the first line of the trees. And you, fine doctors, 
can check it all as much as you want.' Some of my colleagues 
frowned. But then, science is about experiments, right? And so, 
we formed a line and lifted our binoculars. Mr. Lisac simply came 
behind each of us and told us the exact position of a squirrel he 
saw, along with the color of the rodent's fur. The margin of 
error? Zero! In a matter of an hour, he counted 11 gray and 7 
brown squirrels. Plus one fox, but never mind.”

“I was a schoolteacher in the Imperial province of Arcadia 
Tenebra, for an entire year.”

”Arcadia Tenebra? That name seems to often reach my ears here 
in Austria.”  

”How so, sir... if I may know?” 

I spent many fine evenings in the most nourishing and uplifting 
company of Mr. Doyle, his wife Louisa, and their friend Brinsley 
Richards of the London Times. Magnanimous people. They 
treated me like their equal, choosing to disregard my youth, 
inexperience, and social standing. During our second night out, 
after a rather pleasant meal, Mr. Doyle seemed in an excellent 
mood. ”Tell us, Francesco,“ he said, “what have you been doing 
before you came to work as an intern with Wiener Zeitung?”

Pausing again, Doyle took a long draw from his pipe.

 One late December I took a room in Lech-Zürs am Arlberg, a 
picturesque Alpine village straight from a fairy tale. It was there 
that I was most fortunate to meet , who Dr. Arthur Conan Doyle
was taking a Christmas vacation during his specialized study of 
ophthalmology in Vienna.

“Well, last summer Medizinische Universität Wien was kind 
enough to provide a group of ophthalmologists, including me, 
with an opportunity to examine a group of individuals from all 
the corners of the K und K Monarchy. The subjects in question 
claimed to possess extraordinary eyesight, despite their 
advanced age. These were mostly peasants, which doesn't 
surprise me, as I believe that a healthy diet, natural 
surroundings, and clean air – like in my own beloved Scottish 
highlands- provide the best substance for long life in a strong 
body.” Doyle paused to light his pipe.

“Anyway, my colleagues were so perplexed with this finding that 
they were instantly carried away into a heated discussion around 
the subject of this human subject. Meanwhile, I led the man on 
the side. His manners and stature reminded me very much of the 
village folk in my own Scotland, so we had no problem in 
establishing contact. I wasn't surprised to learn that he earns his 
living as a hunter and was a scout in the army in his youth. 
However, by the end of our conversation he remarked, most 
casually, 'These squirrels today were a piece of cake. Not 
dangerous, any of them. And so frakin' slow, if I may add.' When 
asked what does he mean by that, he responded, in a matter-of-
fact voice, 'In my Arcadia Tenebra, squirrels have horns. They are 
dangerous little devils. And much faster than these tame 
Austrian fluffies.' My jaw dropped. Words evaded me, can you 
imagine that? The man simply walked away to fetch his well-
earned pint. After that little episode, I've dreamt of horned 
squirrels for at least a week. Rather unpleasant dreams they 
were. Night after night, I was lost in a beautiful, yet haunted 
forest, terrified and charmed at the same time. Now, when I come 
to think of it - it does seem like a perfect setting for a crime 
novel.”I  couldn't help probing on. “So what did you make of this 
whole affair in the end?”

A moment or reflection seemed to engulf us all in silence. Then 
Mr. Doyle spoke again. “You say, my young friend, you were a 
teacher in Arcadia Tenebra?”

“Lisac didn't strike me as a drunkard or a crazy person. There are 
still many things we don't know about this world, and not all of 
them are in Tasmania or similar places.”

 

“Not of rodents with horns, no, but of many other, just as strange 
things.”

“Yes, for a year. And a good year it was.”

“Did you hear of horned squirrels while you were there?” asked 
Ms. Doyle.  

“Interesting place, this Arcadia Tenebra,” said Mr. Doyle.

2

Mr. Lisac through Dr. Doyle's objective

WIENER SÜDKURIER

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Arthur_Conan_Doyle


3

The rest was song and laughter and company. As soon as I 
returned to my room, I began writing Grand Tour of Dual 
Monarchy. I didn't stop until mountain dawn illuminated my 
small writing desk. 

Ms. Doyle intervened. “Francesco, you told us you like to travel 
whenever you can?”

“It certainly is. Full of myths and legends, beautiful nature, and 
peculiar people. And fine, hearty food!”

It was my turn to remain speechless, for this was my secret desire 
for a long time. I smiled, rather sheepishly. “Sure, why not?”

Mr. Richards poured us some more wine. “You better start 
writing because I can arrange you the best publisher in London if 
you hurry up.” Upon hearing his friend's remark, Mr. Doyle 
winked at me. 

She clapped her hand and smiled. “Why don't you write an 
account of your travels, one that would most certainly include 
your time in Arcadia Tenebra?”

“Indeed, my soul thrives on journeys and things unseen before.”

My three dinner-companions laughed, lifting their glasses. 
“Toast to our young Francesco, who will write the very best 
travelog on this side of Atlantic!”

Joys of Having Pleasant Travel 
Companions -  Habits of Modern 
Days Tourists - Scars of Not So 

Distant Past

 Hotel proved a bit of a surprise, a rather modern and luxurious 
edifice. I expected it to be empty on the account of Arcadia being 
remote and entering a cold season. I was wrong. Hotel was 
swarming with guests from all over the world.  In a matter of 
days, I met many traveling sales agents, a consul from The Other 
City over the Turkish border, a couple of tax collectors, various 
engineers, and inspectors. There were quite a few tourists, too, 
including one from Persia - Mr. Jabir, if I recall his name right. He 
always dined with an elegant lady, a stunning redhead who spoke 
a really fast German with a strong Venetian accent. The Persian 
gentleman wore his Oriental finery but, strangely enough, never 
ever took his sunglasses off regardless of the weather. Such are 
the wonders of this modern age, when cosmopolitan habits and 
customs abound everywhere, even in the remotest provinces. All 
in all, people of all kinds whizzed through Arcadia Tenebra, many 

In my brief life, I traveled long and far across Europe, but rarely 
was I so excited as I embarked on Arcadia Express, on my way to 
take up my first job as a schoolteacher in The City. I love meeting 
people and, to my delight, happened to share a wagon with a 
young couple journeying to Ragusa to be married. Klaus Croy and 
his fiancée  proved to be most wonderful, easygoing Aydan Bahar
travel companions. Our enticing conversation made my trip a 
blink of an eye. Besides, their mutual affection and respect were 
all but hidden, confirming my conviction that relationships 
between people of different faiths are something that will further 
strengthen the weft of our Monarchy, with its many nations and 
customs. Mr. Croy spent some time in Arcadia and was happy to 
share his experiences. As the train entered my destionation, I bid 
the young couple farewell and took to the center.

more than I've imagined.

“So it's a permanent Gypsy amulet of some sort?”

 On the third day of my stay, a heating system in my room broke. 
It turned out that repairmen, Rade Tesla, is a cousin of inventor 
Nikola Tesla. Rade stroke me as a bit wacky, a somewhat troubled 
man, nevertheless endearing in some weird way. As he was 
fussing and tolling around the broken pipe, I noticed a very 
intricate tattoo on his left wrist and inquired him about it.

“Oh, I got it when Gypsy Caravan visited The City last summer.”

“Yes. Two of these guys came here with the Gypsies. They had 
those very long, horn-like instruments. I liked the sound, so I sat 
and drunk with them and then begun dreaming, though 
somehow remaining awake. Crazy stuff! Still, I must have 
collapsed at some point. In the morning Gypsy caravan moved on 
and I woke up with the tattoo.”

“Do you regret it? Did it hurt?”

“I love it! Can't recall if it hurt. Wouldn't mind, though. Pain does 
me good.”

I was perplexed. “Aborigine? Like from Australia?”

I couldn't stop a quizzical brow from jumping.

“Oh no, an Aborigine inked it.”

Rade went on. “Lots of older women around here have tattoos. 
Nothing strange.”

“In the past, Ottoman Janissaries used to come to our land to 
collect the blood tax. They would take the strongest boys and 
most beautiful girls with them to Istanbul. To protect the girls at 
least, many used to tattoo their daughters on the forehead and 
cleavage with Slavic and Christian symbols, thus making them 
hopefully less attractive to their captors-to-be. They made the 
ink by mixing mother's milk and blood, you know, for extra 
protection.”

He continued fumbling with pipes as if he didn't just recount the 
most terrible story.  I froze, realizing the depth of scars that 
history must have incised on this beautiful land.

I prompted him. “How comes?”

Gus Wagner tattooing his wife Maud, also a tattoo artist, after their visit to Arcadia. 
«Most inspirational journey we ever took,» they said.
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Pubs, the Bellybuttons of the 
World - Virtues of Screeching 

Cheese - Berserkers, Out of the 
Blue - Dangers of Mapmaking

I believe no city or town in this great Monarchy is without a pub. 
Shiny or shabby, big or small - they seem to be magnets for 
people everywhere, Arcadia Tenebra being no exemption. Wolf's 
Head is the most popular meeting point around here, often 
packed to the brim with peasants, workers, clerks, and travelers 
of all kinds. I soon developed a habit of eating my dinner in this 
dimly lit place, surrounded by hustle and bustle of people who 
were playing cards, quarreling, singing, or laughing.  The owner 
of Wolf's Head,  has a reputation of a man who Mr. Maynarich
knows everything and everyone in Arcadia Tenebra. The rumour 
is he can procure anything you might need. So I made sure we're 
on good terms, by being a regular and leaving substantial tips. It 
worked.

One late autumn evening I sat down and ordered my usual 
favorite, a plate of screeching local cheese - yes, it truly makes a 
most wonderful screeching and squeaking sound when chewed, 
adding to the pristine, simple aroma - along with a hearty soup, 
some polenta, and a jug of Black Queen, an excellent porter 
brewed by the pub owner himself. As I lifted my spoon, I beheld 
two men at the door.

 One had angular, stark face lines that would be very attractive by 
most standards if not for a somewhat sarcastic or even cruel 
twist of his lips and the most penetrating gaze that seemed not to 
care for mere appearances. The other man was an enormous 
fellow with strong, curly black hair. He appeared to be Moorish 
except for his green eyes and freckles.  If it were not for their 
Imperial Army uniforms, I would be fooled into believing they 
were berserkers of a sort. Sure they looked like a couple of 
warriors from the distant past, with their boots covered in mud 
and their wet, sagging, heavy black leather coats bulging with all 
kinds of weapons, from curved daggers to modern pistols. As if 
that wasn't enough, they gave away a certain impression of 
people hardened by death and solitude. My imagination stirred, 
but I reckoned approaching those two would not be a good idea.

Destiny, however, has its own way of arranging things. The next 
day Wolf's Head was packed and the pub owner squeezed the 
three of us at the same table. It turned that the guy with a 

Morin frowned. “Of course not. But this is still Military Frontier, 
and we didn't become the great Monarchy we are by sitting on 
our asses.”

“No, we sure didn't,” I quickly replied, eager to evade an 
awkward debate. “And this mapping business, I assume it's rather 
toilsome.”

We both looked at Curragh, who seemed to be satisfied with a 
simple “Mhm, duh...” while polishing his wild boar stew.  I was 
eager to learn the whereabouts of this silent giant, so I pushed 
on.

“It sure is. Mt. Bedem proves to be the most dangerous terrain 
I've ever walked upon. Not to mention wild beasts. If it were not 
for Curragh's sixth sense, I might have fallen to some crevice and 
impaled myself on a sharp crag. Or ended up some bear's lunch, 
many times over.”

“I find it a most beautiful land. I also find the mindset of the folk 
to be rather peculiar.”

“Are you saying we are looking at yet another war with Ottomans 
or Venetians?”

I was about to investigate this topic further, but the sudden thick 
silence and gloomy mood of my table-companions persuaded me 
some things are better left unsaid.

“Yes it is, isn't it...,” said Morin, turning somber all of a sudden. 
“There is something about this land that is so dark, 
unfathomable, almost nightmarish. I saw things in the Arcadian 
wilderness that evade reason. And I don't like things that evade 
reason.”

Morin lifted his head and laughed, hard. Clapping the big guy on 
the shoulder he said: “Curragh here says a thing or two once a 
week. I came to believe he's loudest when he's silent! Aren't you, 
my friend?” And then he turned to me. “So what's your 
impression of Arcadia the Darkest, after your few months as a 
schoolteacher here?”

“I must admit I am most curious as to what is your mission here, 
Riccardo. Of course, I will understand if you can't talk about it.”

Riccardo shot me a piercing gaze, as if challenging me to look 
away. “No secret there. My friend Curragh Imazhigen here and I 
are doing a detailed map of Mt. Bedem for the Imperial Army 
Map Service. It was ascertained that maps of Arcadia Tenebra are 
rather outdated – front, flank, and rear, if you'll pardon my 
French.”

“So what. My father was an Irish sailor from Cork. And I pray to 
neither of their gods. Man's destiny is his own.”

penetrating gaze, , came from my birth town of Ricardo Morin
Fiume. Booze and warm meal can do wonders, and we soon 
formed acquaintance.

 “Curragh, Riccardo tells me your heritage is part Moorish. He 
also says you are a direct descendant of the great Tuareg queen 
Tin Hinan on your mother's side.”

Earl of Sandwich with his wife at Wolf's Head. Along with Earl of Cardigan and 
Baron Raglan, Sandwichs were the most famous British guests in this Arcadian pub, 
though rumours claim Lord Byron stopped by on his journey to Greece, as well. 

Citizens of Arcadia cheering at our author. The most popular local pub, Wolf's Head, 
is famous for its home-brewed beer «Black Queen» and an intoxicating liquor that 
goes by the name «Green Witch». Both were a cause for many a secret revealed. 
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Bitter Winds and Warm Hearths -
Brave Ladies on  Steep Rise - The  
Importance of Being Short - Tales 

as Sustenance

I loved every minute of my job as a schoolteacher. Kids were 
vivacious and mischievous, as kids are and should be, but quite 
bright. Whenever the weather allowed us, we made excursions to 
nature, studying animals and plants. Even there, we would find 
proof that Arcadia is becoming a desirable tourist destination. On 
one occasion we hiked all the way to the lower slopes of Mt. 
Bedem. There we encountered a group of ladies from Vienna who 
came here for a climbing course, lead by no other than famous 
adventuress .  I couldn't but Baroness Hilda von Blutenstein
admire the ladies' bravery as they climbed the unforgiving steep 
rock in their skirts, retaining their composure and elegance, all 
under the ever-vigilant eye of Baroness.

The other time we came upon Archaiku Society that held its 
regular meeting by the river, composing impromptu short 
poems. I learned they had been introduced to the art of haiku by 
engineer Kusanagi himself, and that they immediately fell in love 
with it. Members of Archaiku Society believe that to tell 
something profound in few words is the most demanding of all 
linguistic skills. And one very suited to the Arcadian character. I 
couldn't but agree, wishing I had this capacity of turning many 
words into a few, without losing the essence.

But not everything in Arcadia is idyllic. The rhythm of the land is 
ruled by seasons and agricultural works. Harvests are often 
plentiful, and springs are most charming. But winters are harsh. 
Heavy blizzards and bitter winds marry to bring the worst 
weather I've ever seen. The hunger drives wolves to raid villages, 
to the dismay of peasants who try to protect their livestock from 
the predators, some of which are so huge that even the pack of 
Tornyak shepherd dogs cannot overcome them.  It is then, when 
the winter storms rage and beasts howl around their houses, that 
locals gather around hearths to tell the horrifying stories of 

wolves hairy-from-the-inside, of forgotten Wraiths, of Ved the 
forest people, of all the Old Gods. It's like the cruel winter face of 
Mother Nature makes them go back to their roots, drawing on 
old myths' wisdom that still keeps the secret of survival. Verily, 
the love of us humans for stories always reminds me how stories 
are as much sustenance as our everyday bread. I have traveled 
far and wide and everywhere I found this love for stories to run 
deep and wide, Arcadia Tenebra being no different. 

Ladies of Arcadia practice their favourite outdoor activity- freeclimbing. 

Spring Festivities - Where the 
Strongmen Grow - Unexpected 

Acquaintances

Spring Festivities are perhaps the most wonderful time of the 
year in Arcadia Tenebra. The long preparations culminate on 1st 
May at The City's main square with feast and dancing, and small 
children being driven around in carts decorated with spring 
bouquets and healing herbs. I made sure not to miss the central 
celebration, and came there just in time to join the crowd 
cheering a dozen of strongmen who were competing in various 
disciplines, the final one being Boulder Throw. Before the start, 
Chief of Police Maynarich came up with special scales and 
measured the rock, upon which he roared a proclamation - 
without a shiver of his impressively long mustaches, which is 
quite a feat – informing the audience that the boulder about to be 
used in this last discipline weighs exactly 22.3 kg. The crowd 
approved, and the contest began. The proud strongmen came one 
after the other, each and every one of them lifting the heavy 
boulder with one hand - as if it was but a small bag of hazelnuts. 
After a throw, Chief of Police would give a solemn nod and one of 
his police officers would run out to measure the distance thrown. 
Each strongman was allowed three attempts. The last contestant 
was also the youngest, a rather huge and handsome blond fellow. 
As he threw the amazing 18.5m distance, the crowd exploded, 
shouting out his name: Ivan! Ivan! In a second, he was 
surrounded by several maidens who were tieing embroidered 
scarfs around his neck. The young champion smiled shyly, 
apparently a bit confused with that sudden onslaught of 
adoration.

Preparations for the Spring Festivities in Arcadia.
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Ladies of Arcadia practice theif favourite outdoor activity- freeclimbing. 

Kind Priest - Unearthly Beauty of 
Plitvice Lakes - Signs of Perun - 
Matter of Migration - Picnic at 

the Gates to Different Space and 
Time

I turned to face a middle-aged man in a tweed suit, with horn-
rimmed glasses and an Ascot cap. “My apologies...”

“I am very glad to see that customs from the age of Migration 
haven't been forgotten.”

The man smiled and extended his hand. “Professor Guggenheim. 
Nice to meet you.”

Professor grinned. “Why don't you join me on my field trip to the 
Plitvice Lakes tomorrow, so we can talk Migration or any other 
topic you might want to discuss.”

I overheard Chief Maynarich chuckling. “Seems our Ivan will 
have a hard time choosing his bride among this many beauties.”

As I clasped his hand, reciprocating with my name, I realized I've 
seen his face in newspapers and books before, as he was an 
anthropologist of international repute. 

“Professor, I am honored. You were mentioning Migration, but 
I'm afraid I have no clue what you were talking about.”

As the crowd began singing and dancing, I basked in their joy, 
feeling as if I was somehow transferred to some idyllic space and 
time.  

“I am thrilled and most honored, sir.”

“Good. See you here then, tomorrow at dawn. Make sure you 
wear your riding clothes.” Guggenheim touched the brim of his 
cap and disappeared in a crowd.

Smitten by the vista: Plitvice Lakes

 After an hour of gallop, we arrived at a top of a cliff overlooking 
a vast system of lakes and rivers. I was smitten by the vista. 

“I have to make a quick stop at my friend's house. You are 
welcome to join me if you wish so,” Professor said, jumping off 
his horse. 
We proceeded to a modest, yet a very neat house. I was surprised 
to find our host is an orthodox priest, one of the kindest souls I 
ever met. I was even more surprised to learn that he is the father 
of  and that he served in the army brilliant inventor Nikola Tesla
during the last war, witnessing atrocities so grave that his soul 
turned to God forever after.

While Priest and Professor engaged in a friendly conversation, I 
spotted a framed daguerreotype of Tesla's laboratory, with its 
recognizable high mast supporting a large copper ball. Recalling 
how during my hikes I would sometimes glimpse the lightning 
bolts flitting around the very same mast, I thought that a day will 
come soon when the whole of the world will profit from Tesla's 
inventions and discoveries. Our stay in Priest's home was brief. 
As we were leaving, Priest handed Professor a small box full of 
herbs and medicines and asked him to deliver it to the next 
village. Guggenheim just nodded. And, off we were.

The misty dawn turned into a brilliant spring day. We rode across 
the green fields, sparkling streams, quaint villages, and dazzling 
green groves. I felt entranced, drunk on the sound of birds and 
scents of spring flowers. “True to its name. Arcadia it is,” I 
thought, just as we entered a hamlet.

Plitvice Lakes  are such that no painting or account can convey 
their unearthly beauty. We got off our horses and proceeded on 
foot.  After we crossed a small wooden bridge under a 
magnificent waterfall, I finally took the courage to remind 
Professor of Migration.

 “Sure, but there's more to it. Much more.” Professor seemed to 
reflect deeply for a moment. “Did you notice the symbols on the 
village houses, under the eaves, and above the entrance doors?”

“I presume you are talking of the movement of the people that 
brought Slavs into this land?”

“You are speaking from a purely anthropological point of the 
view, I presume.”
“Yes and no. I don't think science and myth are separated and 
mutually exclusive, as many of my colleagues seem to believe 
these days. When the ancestors of these people arrived with 
Migration, the border between different types of knowledge and 
being wasn't there. They were introduced to One God and 
accepted him, but they remained devoted to their many gods of 
olden times.” Again Professor went silent for a while. “This is not 
a simple matter of mixing beliefs and adapting. The world of 
these people was one whole. It is not so anymore. Sometime in 
the past, the Border between worlds appeared. At first, it was 
thin and transparent, but in time it grew stronger and harder.  To 
some who are endowed with Vision, like my good friend the 
Priest whom we just met, this Border is still visible a passable. 
But, eventually, it will become impenetrable and invisible.  I am 
afraid when that happens people will cease to dream, and that 
bothers me. A lot.”

“Ah, yes... Migration. A complex subject.”

“These are the signs of of yore. You see, Perun, the Thunder God 
when people move, they bring their customs and Gods with 
them. Literally.”

For some reason, Professor's words rattled me.  He kept riding by 
my side in silence, leaving me to my thoughts.

He spurred on his horse, and so did I. After half an hour of 
galloping, we reached a clearing with a perfect circle of 
overgrown, and obviously, ancients tombstone slabs, carved with 
many symbols I could not decipher. 
Professor got off the horse and waved his hand. I followed.

“I have no advice. Things must and will take their course. They 
always do. But those who know that there is no future without 
the memory will always find a way to cross the Border... Let me 
show you something.”

Eventually, I emerged from my ponderings. “So, what would you 
advise in this matter?

“My dear colleague, what do you see?”

“Yes, and I wondered what they represent.”

“The ancient tombstones, I 
presume. They remind me of 
Stechak tombstones.”

 “What makes you say so?”

“You're right. These are Stechak 
tombstones. But not of the 
ordinary kind.”

WIENER SÜDKURIER

https://arcadiatenebra.com/nikola-tesla/
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Plitvice_Lakes_National_Park
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Perun#:~:text=In%20Slavic%20mythology%2C%20Perun%20(Cyrillic,war%2C%20fertility%20and%20oak%20trees.
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Funny guy on Stechak.

To my shame, I must admit I was taken aback and thought that 
the good professor must have given in to his eccentricity. 
However, I refrained from comments and waited, my eyes 
focused on a little birch twig in the center of the circle. 
And then I gasped. Before our very eyes, the twig disappeared 
from the circle. I lunged forward, but Professor caught my arm, 
stopping me in place. My eyes must have been wide with wonder 
and shock.

I couldn't believe what I've just heard. “But you're saying....”

“The ancient tombstones, I presume. They remind me of Stechak 
tombstones.”

“You're right. These are  tombstones. But not of the Stechak
ordinary kind.”

 “What makes you say so?”

Professor bent and picked a twig from the ground. He looked up 
as if searching the sky for something, some sign or bird. And then 
he threw the twig into the middle of the Stechak circle. “Watch 
carefully,” he said.

“I strongly advise you not to enter the circle. You see, dear 
Francesco, there are still things that defy science. This location 
was introduced to me by Nikola Tesla, as he discovered a very 
strange magnetic fluctuation in this area. I helped him bring his 
complex devices here. We placed them around this perimeter, “ 
Professor motioned his hand towards the circle, “and performed 
the same experiment as you witnessed today. The object we 
threw in the middle disappeared, just like the one today. There 
was a sound of hissing and crackling, and all the precious 
machines were ruined beyond repair. At the time I reacted the 
same as you, and it was Tesla who stopped me just like I stopped 
you. 'We don't want to lose you to some other space and time, do 
we?' These were Tesla's words back then.”

“Yes. Some places in this world are portals to other places and 
other times, perhaps even other worlds. Not to be trespassed, 
even if they look peaceful, as this one does.” He grabbed a small 

Meanwhile, Professor Guggenheim sat on a nearby trunk, took 
out some nice fat sandwiches with prosciutto crudo, a couple of 
apples, a flask of Slivovitz, and said: “This is just a perfect place 
for a picnic, don't you think?”

rock from the ground and offered it to me. 
I grabbed it, threw it into the Stechak circle, just to watch it 
disappear. Then I took a pine cone and repeated the experiment. 
I kept throwing stones and twigs and cones and watched them all 
disappear. 

READ IN NEXT EDITION...

BREAKING NEWS: REBELLION IN 
THE IMPERIAL SOUTHERNMOST 

PROVINCE OF ARCADIA TENEBRA
The long-time instability in the south- easternmost region of the 
Austrian-Hungarian Empire is now getting worse, says our 
regular correspondent from Arcadia Tenebra, Miss Kaja 
Smodlaka.  Not much is known of the newest crisis in Arcadia 
Tenebra.  The Monarchy's finest are doing their best to calm the 
situation, as it threatens the hard-won truce with the Ottoman 
Empire and the Venetian Republic.

NEWS OF REBELLION IN ARCADIA 
TENEBRA CAUSE STIR IN THE 

IMPERIAL CAPITAL OF VIENNA

A word from Imperial Treasury: Imperial Stock Exchange faces a 
sharp fall following a rebellion in one of the provinces. Investors 
in panic!

FREEDOM FIGHT AND MYSTERY 
MURDERS ENTWINED

Unnamed yet trusted sources claim how the newest rebellion in 
one of our Imperial provinces is closely knit with mystery 
murders and the connected police investigation. It is not yet 
clear how those murders led to a so-called “freedom movement”. 
Unconfirmed sources speak of the foreign agents that are in the 
middle of it all. The Imperial Ministry of Foreign Affairs refused 
to give any comments on the matter.  

Mr. Thomas Edison claims inventor Nikola Tesla is not implicated in Arcadia 
Tenebra crisis.

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Ste%C4%87ak
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 REBELLION
ARCADIA TENEBRA'S

EXPERTS ON 

DR. FREUD: In this interview, Dr. Schlomo Freud explains how 
the new science of psychology sheds light on the newest events 
in our south-easternmost border province. Excerpt: “News of 
renewed superstition and belief in the magic is nothing but the 
working of the subconscious.”

THOMAS EDISON: In his exclusive interview conducted via 
speaking telegraph Mr. Edison claims the newest scientific 
wonders will change the world in ways unimaginable. He also 
strongly repudiates any rumors of inventor Nikola Tesla been 
involved in the last political crisis in Arcadia Tenebra. “I can 
personally vouch for Mr. Tesla. He is a true man of science and 
doesn't have time for politics.”

VATICAN:  “The Holly See decidedly rejects any accusations of 
having active secret agents anywhere, including Arcadia 
Tenebra. Our mission has been and remained the same for two 
millennia: to spread the good word. Regarding Miss Mina Kinsky, 
she has collaborated with us only in the role of news 
correspondent.”  

CONRAD WON HOTZENDORF : Something must be done, 
immediately. Imperial Intelligence Service has failed us. Such a 
shame would have never happened during my management. The 
international truce we have worked on so long and so hard to 
achieve is now in peril.  

Don't miss the exclusive interview with Dr. Freud in tomorrow's edition!

VIENNA IN STYLE

A new collection by the best Wienese fashion designer 
Contessa Nera pl. Keglevich is almost sold out. These 
spectacular new arrivals will sweep you off your feet! 

MODEDESIGNERIN CONTESSA NERA KEGLEVICH
Blue Danube Strasse 56
Vienna

KUBURA & SONS
Found a century ago by Arcadian-born master gunsmith 
Mile Kubura, this workshop is famed for producing the 
finest weapons in the Dual Monarchy. Once a year, Kubura 
& Sons organize an auction for their unique pieces, such as 
Abeo, sold to an anonymous nobleman from Senj, a port 
near Arcadia Tenebra, for an unbelievable sum of 5,000 
Kronen.


