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No one is certain how Grould, the nation of a race known as the Krangs, became such a belligerent nation.  Many have speculated on different causes, such as poverty; or the more narrow-minded, genetics; but the truth was something much more insidious.

Several years before Grould declared all-out war on its neighbouring countries, there was a small group of Krangs who owned mine complexes. To work these mines for a large profit margin, it was necessary for them to employ foreign immigrants. The reason for this was that these foreigners were from impoverished countries, and could be employed at minimal expense.  This exploitation meant that larger profits could be made by the owners of the mines, and gradually this owner class became part of the elite class among the merchants of Grould.

However, some inhabitants of Grould were against this injustice, and stood up against the rich merchants. This threatened the merchants’ way of life, and something had to be done to stop interference in their plans.  As the merchants had earnt many riches from the prolonged exploitation of their workers, they could carry weight in the governing body of the country, bribing the odd unscrupulous politician — which was most of them — in order to get laws passed in their favour.

Luck was on their side though, when one of their number managed to get elected as the governor of Grould.  Once in charge, he supported the merchants, and did his very best to pass laws preventing demonstrations against what was happening in the mines and to keep information from the general populace; after all, they had to keep the workers in their place.  At some point along the course of history, it became necessary for the merchants to hire out body guards and mercenaries, as people who opposed the biased laws that had been created by the new government were still causing problems, such as vandalism to the machinery of the mines. These body guards formed a group known as the Krang Warriors, and they kept these rebels in check.

Then a new evil emerged. The government wanted an increase in mine production, and this was to be done by capturing villages from neighbouring countries, and then transporting the inhabitants to the mines to work as slaves.  Many Krangs were against this, but by this time, no one knew who was for this or against this. Many were too scared to speak out for fear of retribution, and some didn’t care as it didn’t affect them.

In the military, there were only a few who were for this action, but these had mixed in with the masses in small doses. The units close to the government didn’t know who was for the new legislation, or against it, and none would dare speak out in case they spoke to someone who was for the enslaving. If it were discovered that they were against it, they too could find themselves working in the mines.

Gradually, these units all started to act as if they were all for the new laws, and once this was accomplished, they were distributed further afield.  No one knew who was seriously for the capturing of slaves or against it, but the risk of speaking out was too great. There might have only been one person in an entire unit who was for the slavery, but to the rest, it seemed everyone was for it because no one could tell who was acting, and who was the fanatic.

And so, the process carried on, until the entire army was effectively of one mind; moulded by an incessant stream of propaganda, and indifferent to the plight of the people it enslaved; and so Grould carried on its course for conquest to enrich its population.

Soon, the military started removing any groups that were unwilling to adapt to the new regime. They put several ethnic groups into slavery, but one group at a time. They took the Tiah Red Squirrels first. None of the other minority groups spoke out as it didn’t affect them, and so they took each minority group one by one.  Then, with the numbers of opposition in the country whittled down, they then started on the remainder of their own kind who were opposed to the new direction in which the country was taking, as if they were some kind of disease. Some of the objectors were re-educated while the rest either fled to neighbouring countries, or joined a group of rebels called the Krang Crusaders.

Once the country was rid of its foreign bodies, like an animal whose immune system had stript itself of any bacteria inside it that could make it ill, it then focused on the outside world, and all the possibilities that could be harnessed to increase its strength and swell its belly with pride; for now, the cause for the war was not just a ravenous greed for resources, but also the proudful view that the people of Grould were more deserving of the resources that lay in the neighbouring countries than these countries’ own citizens.  This self-inflated perspective of the nation spread over Arfandia like a fungus, fuelled by the manic energies of its dictators, and unchecked by the people who were too fearful to go against the prevailing ideology.

The first country to be invaded was Tiah. Maybe it was because of jealousy that this country was chosen, as the inhabitants were quite ingenious with some of their inventions that had improved their life style. Tiah was unprepared for war, and most of it was taken with ease.

Then the focus of Grould was turned to the south, where Melital-Junze slumbered on its fertile fields, and metal deposits. Grould extended its arms out, as if it were stretching after having awoken from a deep slumber; and soon, armies of Krang Warriors were forcing their way into the territory of the less belligerent nations of Billot Bannet — the land mass across which Grould oozed.

And so, under these circumstances, the story starts; west of Grould, in a country called Miatel. The land lay prostrated over a steadily sloping landscape, which gradually became more rugged, and gained altitude towards the west, almost like a giant couch with a rumpled sheet at one end upon which the country had chosen to recline.
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In the uplands of the country was the fortified town of Reid. This town lay sprawled across a plateau to the west of the country. The west wall of the town stood at the edge of a precipice, as if it were about to commit suicide. Looking east from here an onlooker might gain a magnificent view of the sloping land, pocked in places by the odd terrace, and patched up by fields. It would give the onlooker the impression that he was looking down upon a green table cloth that had been repaired repeatedly and had seen better days.  However, it was a well-used table cloth, and that was all that mattered to the people of Miatel, and they were very proud of that fact.

Towards the west end of Reid, the town sloped down into a valley that cut through the plateau, and wound its way around the undulating folds of land. The buildings that made up the town tried their best to make the most of the space available within the valley, and so the houses clustered around the valley bottom, as the closer these buildings were to the stream that flowed down its centre, the less distance the inhabitants had to walk in order to get some water.

Houses by the stream had to have very strong foundations and walls, as these had the weight of an entire column of buildings, piling their way up the valley sides, on their shoulders.

Buildings stood atop others, just trying to get a glimpse of the stream.  If the foundations of one of the buildings next to the stream ever collapsed, an entire column of houses would be lost.  It would be like a giant’s domino rally, but in a reverse direction.

Within the walls of this town, towards the north east end; where the ground was not as steep, and the houses had roads between them, and even gardens that didn’t become another person’s roof; there was a grand temple dedicated to the God of Omnipresence, the one and only true God.

It was said that a great saint had made a journey to this site — guided by the God of Omnipresence in dreams — to find fertile lands that were high up and easy to protect from any enemy.  After the saint had wended his way to this plateau from the Zinog Waste in the south, he called his people to settle there.

Since that time, many people had made a pilgrimage to this temple, to worship the God, also referred to as the Lord, and to experience the freedom of travel to and from this place.  The journey to the town was quite an effort for the pilgrims owing to its height, and some wished the saint had been guided to a piece of land that was easier to reach, and which had natural hot springs that they could use on arrival, and possibly a sandy beach; and a couple of palm trees wouldn’t have gone amiss either.

There were some pilgrims though who really enjoyed the struggles of a good pilgrimage, and saw it as a spiritual as well as a physical journey in life; but only some.

One such pilgrim was at this present time meditating in one of the secluded sections of the temple, designed for this purpose. He had been staying in the grounds of the temple, and helping with some of the tasks that the priests did daily, such as herb gathering, cooking, cleaning, writing, making beer, and of course “tasting” the beer.  This final activity took up much of the priests’ time, as they saw it as their duty to strive for perfection.

The figure was wrapped in a cloak made of a dark material, and it had a hood which covered the head and eyes.  The cloak mounted in folds as it came in contact with the cold grey floor.  On closer inspection, partially hidden by these folds, there was a sword.  To say it was just a sword does not give the item enough deference. It was like saying a sequoia was just a plant. This sword was the type of sword that black smiths could only dream of making, and if one ever had the ability to make a sword like this, it would be a once in a life time work of art, which would take much experience, skill, sweat and preparation to achieve.

Engraved along the blade of the sword were magic runes that would have different images when perceived from different angles, similar to a holographic image of a character on a card that animates when the card is moved.  Yes, whoever wielded this sword really meant business when it came to a battle.

The sword would probably never be used in a fight, as it gave the impression of unseen powers that were deeper than any layman’s understanding. Much of the weapon’s power came from its ability to intimidate, putting all other swords below its contempt, so much so that it seemed that it wouldn’t even deign to touch steel with any lesser sword when it came to the nitty gritty of fighting.

We shall now leave this figure to its ruminations, but it is certain that this person will be encountered again in the near future, otherwise why would this book have spent so much time describing him?

––––––––
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Our attention now turns to a small door leading off from the main hall of the temple. The door is one of those typically small doors that was never designed to be used by anyone larger that a midget. Squeezing through this, the room beyond opens out upon a scene involving a couple of the priests, a table, a lectern, three chairs — one of which is highly decorated — and several shelves stacked with decrepit books.

This was one of the studies of the temple where the training of priests took place.  Knowledge and wisdom, from many centuries of living in the confines of the temple, had been compiled laboriously in several of the studies inside the temple. With so many of the priests doing writing as one of their pastimes in the temple, these books had stacked up quickly over the years, and now they were fighting for shelf space.

Books were wedged in wherever they could fit, and one of the main principles in the study was that nothing could ever be thrown away. This meant that amongst the books in the study were laundry lists from more than five centuries ago, past rotas; in fact, most of the books were of this sort, after all, very little knowledge and wisdom can be gleaned and compiled when one lives in the confines of a temple.

One of the precepts of the temple studies was that women were not allowed in them.  This law was once repealed, and to the shock of the priests, they saw the study become reorganised, and irreplaceable documents, such as 300-year-old book containing bowling scores for the gardening team, making their way to the nearest dustbin.

Since that time, the law was put back into place, but even now, it still sends a shiver up the spines of some of the older priests who remember that time whenever they see a woman entering the temple with a feather duster.

The priests were at this moment copying down a treatise on the methodology required for carrying out the sacrosanct ritual of applying fresh paint to the lawn ornaments, but with a fancier art work applied to their scripts in comparison to the original.

Sometimes ritual documents had to be recopied, and changed slightly, usually to compensate for where part of the temple where the ritual took place had collapsed or was unsafe to use; or perhaps a memorable occasion had happened on a day that was full up with ritual already, and so to commemorate it, an extra flagon of beer would be consumed in deference to this.

One of the priests looked up from his work.

‘Where has that Terrick got to?’ Said the priest to the other. ‘I would have thought he would have wanted to know about this sacred ritual.  Maybe it is not of great importance compared with the others, but then, I would never dare put him in charge of the more sacred rituals of our hereditary.’

‘Oh, come now,’ replied the other in an old stuffy voice, which is a general characteristic of people who spend all their time with their noses in books, allowing the rush of the outside world to pass them by. A listener may have thought that the priest had never taken a breath of fresh air.  ‘These young whippersnappers are always on the move, and never stand still long enough to learn anything.’

‘Well, he will have to learn some time if he wants to get anywhere in our order.’

There was a sudden rattle as someone tried the door knob of the door to the room, which made both the gentlemen look up, and following far quicker than either of the men expected was a sudden banging on the door.

‘Will that be him?’

‘Blast! I was getting such a good curve on that “D”, and now I’ve ruined the look of it.’

‘I’ll open the door, shall I?’

Seeing that his fellow colleague was still silently fussing over the letter that he had despoiled, he decided it would have to be him who would take the initiative and allow entry to the mysterious guest from without.  He didn’t rush though, because he still had to maintain his dignity.  He was a priest of mature years, and one thing that he knew about his position was that it was rude to rush a priest with age and experience such as his, and he used this to his full advantage.

‘Just coming!’ he called, trying to ease the impatience of the person on the other side.  Youth, he thought, does anything good ever come from it?

On opening the door — but very slowly so as to keep a boundary between himself and the impetuous nature of the person on the opposite side — he twisted his neck round into the gap now created by the drawing of the door towards the interloper.  He raised his eyebrows with slow deliberation in the direction of the young neophyte on the other side.  The expression would have been better accentuated if he had been wearing half-moon spectacles at the time, with which to look over.

‘Ah, young Terrick my lad.  So, you have decided to forsake your ramblings with the other youngsters in the grounds, and have come to learn something from the wizened denizens of this temple?’

By youngsters, the priest meant any members of the order under forty years of age.

‘Something like that, Sir. May I come in?’

‘Why certainly. Make yourself at home, after all, home is where the heart is, and we would like your heart to be here, huh?’

The priest gave what could be passed as a chuckle at his own joke, which turned into a chesty cough.  Terrick kept a straight face.  The priest concluded that he couldn’t have understood the joke as it was surely impossible that he, a man with such experience, could have made a poor one.

‘Very well, Sir.’ Said Terrick, quite meekly and with his head turning this way and that, as though uncertain about the territory he was about to enter.  Terrick looked to the priest, gave a quick bow, and then entered the room.
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The opportunity has now arisen to introduce Terrick.  Terrick, although thought to be young in the opinions of the two priests mentioned in the previous chapter, was actually 33 Tibasolite years of age (27 Earth years).  He had entered his years of youth some while ago, but had never quite come out on the other side.  He had youthful vision and ardent spirit, which the priesthood found to be awfully worrying, and it hadn’t disappeared with age.

Terrick was an orphan who had been adopted by a family of great respectability.  He had never quite made the standard of the family name as he had a naïve and excitable temperament, which could have only meant trouble. To solve this problem, his adoptive parents had sent him to the temple school.

He had remained there until his mid-teens, but his desire to find out about the world soon had him jumping from one profession to another, in fact there were very few professions that he had not done. The main problem that set Terrick back was not that he lacked ability in any of these, but that he just got bored with them.  There were just too many things that interested him.

As Terrick was quite intelligent, he wanted to know everything.  The down side to this was that while he was being taught the right way of doing things, he needed to know what would happen when you did things the wrong way, and this inquisitive nature made others think he was stupid, and more importantly, a hazard to the outside world.  Teaching him with kid gloves was not sufficient, so some teachers had to resort to gauntlets.  Terrick wanted to experience all the delights that the world had to offer. He was like a child in a sweet shop, with such a variety of flavours that he couldn’t chose but one.  He wanted a taste of them all.

Straight out of school, he had wanted to be a wizard.  The reason for this was that he liked the variety of spells that the wizards he had met could cast.  He had a powerful imagination, and he saw wizardry as a means towards making his imagination come to life; but once he had got into the whole rigmarole of this wizardry lark, he felt claustrophobic within the confines of the university; memorising magic reaction charts, and the different spell classes and orders.  There was also the fact that there had been the incident in which the university had had to apply for a grant from the town to rebuild the east wing that Terrick had demolished with the last spell with which he had been experimenting.

Being an assassin had also once appealed to Terrick.  There were places that trained students in the art of killing with stealth.  Terrick learnt how to move stealthily, and how to use a variety of throwing knives and magic pellets; but the problem was that although Terrick enjoyed the thought of stealth, he was not wholly in favour of the killing part of the art, after all, can killing really be seen as art?  Maybe it was a way of expression for those who were too stupid to use words.  So, this interest too eventually fizzled out.

He had then gone in completely the opposite direction, and had started learning to be a Medic.  The healing of wounds had been a contrast, and a relief, from the School for Assassins, and he had enjoyed studying the uses of different herbs.  This had been something that he stuck at for quite a while.  He would remember all the different herbs’ names, and how they could be used to combat a variety of ailments, as well as all the different preparation methods.  He had also learnt about using “Magic Shapes”, which were produced by a type of plant that grew in soil that contained a lot of natural magic, and the plant would soak this up into a concentrated mass inside its fruit. He had also loved the multitude of different colours that the potions had; it had given him what can only be described as a kind of pondering excitement to his existence, sitting in class and look at the rainbow of potions, contemplating upon the effect each one might have had. 

There had also been the magic dusts that could be created from the condensing and evaporating of certain ingredients that had also excited him; and then there were mitigations to the potions, and power increasers, and the breaking down of the herbs into their active elements and compounds.  Herbalism had seemed to be a multi-faceted career, full of colour and life.

To his adoptive parents’ delight, it had looked as though Terrick was finding his niche in life; but alas, it did not last.  Terrick had got in with a bad group of friends that had kept wanting him to join them on their wild nights out, and in the creation of potions for more of a recreational use; and so Terrick’s resolve to become a herbalist had gradually waned, and he had started to skip lectures.  Moreover, he had wanted more adventure in his life, and so he had quit these studies too.

Terrick’s adoptive parents had been no longer willing to fund him for any more courses, and so he had gotten work in a dead-end job, making drainage pipes.  The tedium had ended up getting too much for Terrick, and so he had decided that he was now mature enough to start in a job with a career ladder that he could make his way up, or maybe a career staircase as these were easier to climb and didn’t wobble as much; a career escalator would have been best, but no one had invented them yet.  And this had been when he had joined the priesthood at the temple.

Terrick was very childish in his ways, as he still had a child’s desire to explore, and to try out new things. At first, he had seen himself becoming a dynamic leader of the temple, bringing love and peace to the world, but when he had arrived there, he saw ahead of him a life of boredom, carrying out repetitive ritual on a daily basis, with no chance of innovation.  The innovation had already been done when the religion had first started, and any further innovation beyond this would have been seen as heresy.

He never saw himself furthering his position within the priesthood, as there never seemed to be any need to, and also because the drive to do the sort of work that the higher priests did — whatever that was, and whether it actually served a purpose — wasn’t there.

However, today was different.

Terrick had heard the news that war had broken out, and that Grould was extending its empire in all directions, and although this was a terrible thing, Terrick was excited about the possibility of there being a change to his circumstances; something that could challenge his existence, and allow himself to prove his worth.  However, it was pointed out to him by his seniors — that is every other priest in the priesthood — that the advancing Grould army was invading Tiah and the countries of Primzoda situated to the far South, and that Miatel would never be attacked as it was protected by the country of Eiteth, which was neutral to the war.

Disheartened, Terrick carried on with his daily duties hoping for a life of adventure, and hoping that someone would give him the opportunity to experience it.

Terrick got stuck into reading all the relevant information to do with the ritual of the lawn ornaments, and as he was starting to get the gist of it, he allowed his mind to wander until he was dreaming about heroic fantasies involving himself doing some great deed, and getting some fine girl at the end of it, who would respect him and look up to him as if he were beyond compare to any other man on the planet.

Well, we did say he was dreaming.

‘Terrick!  Have you not finished with that manuscript yet?’

Terrick found himself back in the world where reality dwelt, and felt the sudden pangs of embarrassment, which one gets when a question has been directed to oneself and one doesn’t have the slightest idea what the past five minutes of conversation had been about.

‘Oh, sorry.  I’ve finished reading it.’

‘Well, if you would kindly give me the manuscript, we could then start preparing the ritual.’

This was where the pangs of embarrassment set in. Terrick’s mind had to think quickly; but as it had been said before, Terrick was very intelligent when he needed to be.

‘I shall probably need to go over some of the details a bit more thoroughly if I am going to give the ritual the correct deference it requires; after all, something as important as the lawn ornament ritual can’t be done in an extemporaneous fashion, otherwise it may be done wrongly, and such an action could be seen as a form of idolatry in the eyes of the creator, and he may pour out his wrath upon us with great vehemence.’

That was a good answer, Terrick thought, and I even got in a fancy word towards the end.

One thing that Terrick did during some of his spare time was to read a thesaurus — that was how bored he would get working in the temple — however, this was not in the interest of helping with communication, but more to try to hinder it.  If he ever had difficulty with a question from a senior, he would throw in a few grandiloquent words.  Anyone senior to him would never admit to ignorance, and just pretend to understand what was said, and then hurry on to another subject.  One of Terrick’s mottos was:  if ever you find yourself on the back foot in a situation, get the other person on the back foot, and he will pull you forwards.

‘Well, er, very good then,’ said one of the priests with a slight pause. He was digging through his memory to see if he knew the meaning to some of those words, but only found some broken pottery, an old coin and a plastic fork.  ‘But don’t be too long, mind, because the papers must be put back before too many others are taken from the shelves, otherwise we may forget where they are meant to go.’

‘Yes, Sir! No problem. It will be done with alacrity.’

After uprooting a tree in his memory to further his search, the priest seemed to be happy with this and he headed off.  As he was leaving, he thought to himself, I must find out who Alacrity is, and whether we can spare him to help Terrick with this task.
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The scene changes to a small room with black walls. Lighting was rationed severely here, mainly to add an extra dimension of darkness to the walls, just in case they appeared too lively and lightened the mood of the occupants too much. The furniture of the room was not much better, and appeared to be quite indigenous to its surroundings.  In one corner was a dingy couch of a dull mint green.  Eyes that looked upon this colour were only relieved where rips in the material showed the foam stuffing and the underside of the material, which was a paler green of its counter-parting colour.

There was a low table in the centre of the room, which was small enough to allow a person to circumscribe the room without too much risk of banging their legs on it, but only just. This table was designed to give terminal backache to anyone trying to eat off it from a chair. It would have probably been easier to sit on the table and eat off the chair. In the centre of the table was an ash tray, and its presence was certainly being justified at this moment.

The person utilising this ash tray was pacing around — what there was of it — the room.  He was already on to his sixteenth cigarette that evening, and the ash tray had a spiky mop of nicotine hair made up from cigarette butts. In the corner, perched on the couch, was a young man of 22 Earth years in baggy shorts with a towel around his shoulders. He had been working very hard at trying to relax, and had decided not to bother.  He was now staring straight ahead and trying to ignore the man pacing about the room, while giving the impression that he wasn’t.

The sombre mood of the room was for a very specific reason. It was designed to crush spirit, and to oppress the impetuous. This was the changing room for the away team prior to a boxing match.

The home team changing room had walls painted bright red, soft carpets, some relaxing music playing in the background, and one of the managers of the club had even gone so far as to installing a bar in the corner for when the fight was over. There was once the idea of putting in a small stage for dancing girls, in order to get their fighter’s blood pumping just before the match, but it was decided that this would draw all the audience to the changing rooms, and the fight would be totally forgotten about.

Unfortunately, there is no need in this story to examine this changing room, or to describe the proposed raunchy dances of the girls, much to the disappointment of the reader, I am sure.  However, it may be made up for later in the book.  Our main focus has been turned to the away room.

The man in the corner of the away room was John Geholz, and the man pacing about the room was his coach.  There were only another ten minutes before John was due in the ring. His nostrils were filled with the smell of old sweat and leather from his gloves, but mainly it was filled with the miasma of smoke from his coach’s cigarettes. His coach did enough chain smoking to keep an escapologist busy for hours.

John did another quick check over himself to make sure that his gloves were fastened and bandaged correctly.  While he was waiting, there seemed very little else to do.  It was very hard to get bored during the hours leading up to a fight.  It was impossible to get distracted as his mind kept being dragged back to the near future, and the body was preparing itself for its impending punishment.

With the adrenaline percolating into his every muscle and sinew, even the slightest movement he might make would have him putting too much force into it, and he found that his triceps and biceps kept tensing against each other in a futile struggle for supremacy.  If he tried to do too much movement with his adrenaline levels this high, he would tire himself out in seconds.  To ease his blood flow, he rocked his body back and forth.

John decided to concentrate his mind on the wall in front of him.  It is amazing what things you do not notice as you go along in your everyday life until you come to a point when you have nothing to do but sit and stare; you start noticing things that you never realised existed before. John had been to this venue before for other boxing matches, but for the first time, he noticed that the ceiling was a very dirty brown colour just below where his coach kept pacing back and forth.  John then looked down to see if the carpet was worn just where his coach was pacing about; it was.

He then started to find the pattern on the wall interesting; well, it couldn’t really be called a pattern, as this would indicate something that has a particular rhythm and order.  The wall that John was looking at was a mixture of marks and tears. He tried to make sense of this by using his imagination to turn what he saw into a picture.  At first, the picture he perceived was a wall with marks and tears on it — John’s imagination wasn’t very good — but after a while, a mark became a horn and a tear became an eye, and then he found himself looking at a bull’s head.  He then looked at it from a different perspective and saw a sheep trying to lick a tree stump.

John never thought a piece of wall could keep him occupied for so long.  He thought that maybe one day, people would have pieces of wall placed in their homes for entertainment, and would sit watching them for hours.  Maybe they would cut out the finest pieces of wall and hang them up in art galleries.  He had heard of crazier things done, so why not this. He then realised that he was having the far silliest of thoughts that he had had in a long time.

John suddenly looked to his left with a start.  No noise had suddenly woken him from his train of thought; it was more the feel of the room.  It had become much lighter, and he felt a great pressure lift.  His coach had left the room, and John felt the ability to relax for a short while without a reminder that he was about to have a fight within the next couple of minutes.

His coach, by now, was making the last check to see when the stage would be ready for John to enter.  There was a sudden change outside, and the tension broke as his coach came back in.  ‘Right, were ready. Keep the towel around you until you are in the ring. Let’s check your gloves again. Right, make a fist.’  John clenched his fist.  ‘That’s good, that’s good. Now take it easy, keep your body forward when jabbing, and keep a tight guard. Don’t get drawn into a brawl, or you’ll tire yourself out. Keep cool, keep a good spring in your step, and win by technique.’

‘Yes, Sir!’ shouted John.  The adrenaline was taking effect on his voice. It was unlikely that he would be able to whisper again for the rest of the evening.

John got up off the couch and rolled his shoulder muscles gently to get some blood flowing through them.  He then made his way out of the room, and then strode down the corridor towards where the hall was with the ring in its centre.

As he got to the entrance of the hall, his coach stopped him.

‘Wait there until they call your name out, and then come in behind me, and suck up the atmosphere.’

John could hear the commentator introducing his opponent from behind the door, and there was a sudden round of applause followed by the chanting of the opponent’s name.

The commentator spoke again.

‘And challenging him in the blue corner, we have John Geholz!’

When John heard his name called out, part of him was expecting someone else’s name as the reality that he was going to be fighting had been mitigated slightly by his mind in order to calm him down; but that was his name, and it was he whom they were expecting to walk out and into the ring. The coach led the way, and John followed.

As he entered the hall, there was a great air of excitement and anticipation.  People were calling out his name, as if he might have forgotten who he was. He recognised some of the voices from his boxing club, or from the social club, but only just, as a new tone was in their voices that he hadn’t heard before. It was a tone of respect and adoration, and it was for him.  He felt the vibes resonate throughout every nerve of his body.  He almost felt embarrassed by it, but still went with it.  He did an experimental lifting of one arm up to the heavens, to which he got a sudden increase in the volume of the cheers.  Each time he did this, the cheers got louder, and as he neared the centre of the room, he was now in full view of all the audience, and could feel the magnitude of the moment.

He stepped up to the corner of the ring, and made his way through the ropes that his coach had kindly pulled apart for him.  During his training, the coach was rarely so chivalrous, but at this moment, John was treated almost like royalty by the coach, and it was an honour for the coach to be there by his side.

Once both fighters were in their corners, they were called to the centre of the ring by the referee. The referee gave a brief list of the rules of the fight, and what he expected from the both of them.  While this was going on, John could see that the opponent was staring at him, trying to intimidate him before the fight began.  John knew full well that his opponent’s intentions were to knock his head off, but the fierceness of his
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