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As always this book is dedicated to my wife, children and grandchildren.  You are my life and my joy.  I love you all. 
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Approximately 25 years Ago

––––––––
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THE DAY WAS DARK AND the rain was cold as it relentlessly pelted the riders and horses even though they were protected to some degree by the dense forest. The rain matched the mood of those who rode in discomfort and frustration. As a result, the horses and riders were more careful than normal as they traveled down the mud mired, forest path.  All of the men were weary, and many were in pain.  The last battle had been the fiercest and had almost ended their quest. Red blood, brown from dirt and grime, still flowed from many a man’s wound for their healers had been killed during the last fight.  

Randar’s massive shoulders sagged with the weight of his task as he led his men towards the plains to the east.  Blood, that was cached on his armor, had not come off even with the incessant rain.  It didn’t seem to want to go away. To his dismay, it was a constant reminder of the apparent futility of their quest. Such omens had to be dismissed, for their task was too important.  Some blood was his...most was his enemies.  He had fought more days than not and had yet to reach the one he had to stop if he was to save the kingdoms.  He was beginning to fear that the plan was doomed.  If he had any more losses like he did earlier in the day, he would have to return to the temple without even having the chance to face his foe.  

As he sat on his horse, he thought about the men who had come with him. Half of them were gone..... dead.  They had sought to protect him, knowing that his battle was the most important one and that he was the last real hope they had.  With each skirmish the enemy had paid dearly in lives.  For each of his men who had died, three to four of the enemy had been killed.  They were the best, most well-trained fighters in the land, yet the vast numbers being sent against them were more than they could hope to overcome.  How had Kor’Koran known that he was coming? he thought to himself as frustration settled around him.  

He was startled as lightning struck a tree not far from the path he was on. His horse almost spooked, but with some work he kept it under control.  As he calmed the horse, he scanned the area around him for danger.  The ongoing lightening revealed the cave he had planned on taking shelter in that night.  He sighed with relief.  In his weariness he had almost passed the shelter.  It was a shrine of sorts.... a safe haven from those of darkness who were seeking to destroy them.  He put up his hand and called out for his men to stop.  He turned and looked back at them.  They were all completely exhausted and desperately needed rest if they were to be any good to him when he needed them most.  His men wearily followed as the large man led his war horse over to the cave. Outside the entrance to the cave was one of the hundreds of monoliths that could be found throughout the land.  It had the One God’s symbol.... the symbol of the sun at the top.  Actually, it was a large globe that was about a foot in diameter.  Nothing seemed to be able to harm it.  He had seen evil, uncivilized men try to damage such a globe to no avail. Tonight, it would protect them from forces of darkness.... for darkness feared the light that would shine forth if it or they came too close to the sun symbol. He had only seen the light work once.... it was when a Nightrider was careless and got too close to the Temple.  Both the demon and his steed seemed to evaporate and was sent back to the nether reaches of hell where they belonged.  Since that day he had a greater degree of thankfulness for what the sun symbols could do when evil was around.  He knew that his father, as well as other holy men and women, wore a medallion around their necks that could do the same thing as the large orbs.  That is why evil forces of darkness feared the clerics from the Temple of the Sun and other orders. 

The shelter was large enough for all of his men as well as their horses with plenty of space to spare.  They found a smaller cave behind the first that provided additional shelter. It had an earthy smell mingled with the scent of old burnt firewood.  It had been used as a shelter for many others in times past.... for sleeping and for protection against evil.  Randar called forth a small globe of light and sent it to the top of the large cave where it gave light for all.  He saw some dry wood was stacked against one of the walls.  After the horses were unsaddled and fed, his men quickly made a small fire. Soon the smell of burning wood filled the cave along with the warmth that the fire provided. A natural vent was in the back of the cave close to where the fire had been built and the smoke gradually rose into the night air. When they were finished Randar walked to the front of the cave and set up a magical barrier against any intruders.  

As he walked to the back of the cave one of his Captains fell into step beside him.  Although the man would never admit it, Randar saw fear in his eyes. “How could he have known that we were coming sir?” the Captain wearily asked.

Randar looked into the man’s eyes. He was young.... younger than he was by years. “I was just asking myself that question Captain, but it is obvious that he did.  If we lose many more men, we may not have a chance to get to Kor’Koran.”  He sighed as he looked into the young man’s eyes.  “I fear that we may have to return to the Temple without carrying out our goal if we don’t find him soon. Pray that our next encounter will be with the evil creature so that I will have a chance to send him back to hades where he belongs.”  The Captain nodded as they stepped in front of the fire and warmed their hands.  It sparked as wood popped and gave off a pleasant smell.

After a brief moment, Randar turned to his friend and Captain and said, “Set sentries tonight and let the men rest until mid-morning tomorrow before we leave.  They all need the rest.”

“YES SIR,” the Captain barked.  Randar could see relief on the man’s face.  They were all exhausted.  He walked over to a spot that was not taken and laid out his bedroll.  He was so tired he was sure that sleep would come quickly.  Instead, as he lay down, his thoughts were stirred as he remembered what had brought him to this very spot. 

It was about four weeks ago that he, Tolis, and Tara had sat in the Temple conference room and discussed what had to be done to save the kingdoms.  His sister, Crystal, had been led into a trap and Kor’Koran had almost killed her.  In fact, her body had been beyond saving.  Crystal had been one of the most powerful mages in Kalandra and had done much to stem the ongoing evil that had gradually begun to take over the land. For the most part the large cities were still safe.  However, it was not safe to travel and the small villages and towns were being burned to the ground or were now under Kor’Koran’s control. When Crystal had been returned to the Temple, she had been placed in stasis and was immediately taken away by some mages of great power.  No one but Tolis had known what had happened to her.  He would only say that they would never see her again. Her loss had been painful for everyone and was a major blow to their cause. It was then that they had decided it was time to confront Kor’Koran directly.  Surely, if they could defeat him, this evil could be stopped. In the end it was decided that their only hope to defeat him was to send Randar, the Chosen One of Kalandra and a large force that could help defend him when he battled Kor’Koran.  He was the most powerful warrior and mage that the land had known in years.  If anyone had a chance of defeating Kor’Koran it was Randar.  After some discussion it was decided that a large group of Temple Knights and Red Robed Clerics would accompany him as he sought to do battle with Kor’Koran. 

Randar went to his wife that night to spend a last peaceful evening with her.  She was heavy with child.  He had so looked forward to the birth. The clerics and his wife had told him that he was to have a male child.  They spent one last night together discussing how they could protect their unborn baby.  Both knew that Kor’Koran would try to kill the child if he had a chance.  They decided that the day he left she too would go to a place where Kor’Koran would never think of finding her and the unborn child.  At least they would be safe.  Tolis would see to their safety.

Randar and his men had left the safety of the Temple the next morning.  For two weeks they rode hard and long.  They were first attacked when they were riding along a path headed north out of the eastern forest.  The attack had been quick and deadly.  Although the enemy forces were superior in number, they had been totally destroyed.  However, Randar had lost fully a third of his men and they weren’t close to where Kor’Koran was reportedly located.  From that day forward it seemed as if Kor’Koran knew where they would be and sent death squads against them.  They were fanatics.  Their goal was to kill as many of Randar’s men as possible before they died.  Randar shook his head in frustration.  They had been successful to a degree.  None of the enemy lived after the attack, yet he had lost men in each confrontation. Today was the worst so far.  He was now down to less than half the men he had started with.  Randar sighed in frustration and closed his eyes.

Under the protection of the One God, they all slept soundly and without the nightmares that could have disturbed them that night. Randar was thankful that they all had slept well.  Both he and his men had desperately needed it.  After breaking fast Randar and his men slowly headed towards the edge of the great forest.  Within a couple of hours, the forest edge was in sight. The rain had finally stopped, and they all wanted to see the sky unhindered by trees again. As they rode out of the woods Randar had a prickling sensation on the back of his neck.  Something was wrong. Another attack?  Behind him was a forest, to his right was a cliff face, and to the front and left was hilly land for as far as he could see.  At that very moment arrows were shot towards them from the tree line he had just passed.  They quickly galloped down the road to get distance between themselves and the bowmen.  As they did Randar looked up at a larger hill that was just to the left of where he was at the moment.  A figure rode up to the top of the hill on a gigantic horse.  It was Kor’Koran.  

Randar immediately turned his horse to face him. Just as he started to ride towards the hill, hundreds of orcs, demon spawn, and humans, spilled out from behind hiding spots.  It was a trap.  His men were surrounded.  In seconds he was battling for his life, as were those who had come with him. He spoke a word of power and fiery darts sprung from his hand seeking out the enemy. Dozens died as the darts hit home.  In heartbeats they were too close to use magic. Randar pulled out his sword and long knife and started swinging.  Within minutes, dozens of bodies lay around his horse. It was at that moment that his horse took a spear in the side.  It reared up, threw him off and bolted away.  Randar quickly rolled and found himself standing next to a Red robed cleric who had bodies piled around him. He had already killed over a half dozen men himself.  The man smiled at him as he parried a spear thrust, took the spear out of the Orc’s hand, kicked another who had gotten too close, turned the spear around and stabbed its original owner.  In seconds the spear had taken the lives of two more of the enemy. At the same time Randar cut down any human or creature that came close to them with his sword and dirk.  Bodies were falling all around him as he used every bit of skill he could in this one-sided battle.  

As he swung his sword three of the enemy backed up for a moment.  It was then that the cleric behind him bumped into him and fell. A loud horn went off and the enemy around Randar backed away.  Randar quickly turned and saw that the man was bleeding from multiple cuts.  He also had a spear stuck in his stomach. As he looked up at Randar he simply said, “I am sorry my lord.”  He closed his eyes and stopped breathing. Randar was exhausted.  As he looked around, not one of his men was still standing. Bodies of the red robed clerics were scattered over the landscape, as were the bodies of the Knights that had followed him.  There were still over a hundred of the enemy and he was standing in the middle of them.  As he looked up, he saw Kor’Koran.

“It was a good battle Chosen One.  Your men fought well, and I have lost many.  However, it appears that the battle is over.  You have lost.  Your land will now be ours and our greatest enemy will no longer cause us any difficulty,” Kor’Koran growled as he spoke.

“I may have lost, but there are others who will follow.  Your victory will be short lived Kor’Koran.” Thoughts quickly flew through Randar’s head.  If he could kill Kor’Koran he just might be able to get away in the confusion.  Even if he couldn’t get away, he would have taken away the greatest evil Kalandra had faced in hundreds of years. Randar quickly made his decision.  He summoned a powerful spell that would kill Kor’Koran if he couldn’t get a shield up in time. In a heartbeat he sent the deadly bolt of energy at Kor’Koran.  Kor’Koran responded quicker than Randar thought was possible by putting up a protective shield.  However, he was still not ready for the blast. It knocked him from his horse. Everyone was stunned.  

Smoke was coming from Kor’Koran's body as it convulsed.  To Randar’s disappointment Kor’Koran moved and finally sat up. Randar vaulted the warriors behind him and slashed as he ran.  In seconds Kor’Koran was back on his feet and screaming, “Kill him.  Kill him now.”  Randar swung his sword and knife killing and stabbing as he moved.  There were just too many.  He summoned a mass destruction spell and let it explode in front of him to clear the way.  Dozens of his enemy died in the blast and he ran again slashing at anything that came close to him. If he could just get to the trees he might get away.  The fighting slowed him down and in seconds more of Kor’Koran’s men were upon him.  It seemed as if every time he moved another sharp pain exploded in his body.  As he spun, he felt a sharp pain in his side, then in his back and as he looked down a sword was sticking in his chest, and he couldn’t move. He tried to put his sword up, but it fell from his hands.  He fought the darkness, but he couldn’t stop it.  His last thought was of his wife and unborn child.... he smiled.  Darkness claimed him as he fell to the ground.

Kor’Koran walked over to where the Chosen had fallen, looked at him and spat on the body.  He turned to one of his men and said, “Cut his head off.”  The man smiled evilly as he took an axe and quickly chopped Randar’s head off his body.  He laughed as he picked the bloodied head up and handed it to Kor’Koran.

To Kor’Koran’s surprise there was a smile on Randar’s bloody face as if he mocked him still. Kor’Koran threw the head down onto the ground and yelled, “Now who will stop me Chosen One?”  Kor’Koran turned to a brown robed mage who was standing at his side and said, “His child must not live.  Send out death squads to villages surrounding the temple in Tol’Enor.  I want an assassin in the Temple within the week.  All male newborns within a hundred miles of the temple are to be killed.  I don’t want another Chosen One coming back to cause me problems.”  He kicked Randar’s’ body and said, “Send the body back to the Temple as a message. Do you understand?”

The brown robed mage smiled and said, “Yes master.  It will be my pleasure.”  

*********************************
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THE SERENITY OF THE Temple was torn asunder when screams were heard early in the morning.  High Cleric Tolis was out of his room and running down the hallway when one of his clerics turned the corner.  The man was frantic.

“What is it Helos?  What has happened?”  Tolis asked with concern etched on his face.

“We have reports that all newborn children have been killed while asleep revered Tolis. How could this have happened in the Temple?”  As the man was speaking Tara ran up to Tolis and stood beside him.  She carried her staff, and her eyes were filled with tears and righteous anger.

Tears also started coming down Tolis’ eyes as he looked at Tara.  Tolis took her in his arms and said, “I fear that Randar failed.  Now Kor’Koran is trying to assure that there will never be a Chosen One again.”  A Red robed cleric came running up to Tolis and bowed.

Tolis quickly said with a fear filled voice, “Yes, what is it brother?”

Pain and sorrow were evident, as the man hung his head and sighed before he looked into Tolis’ eyes and said, “You should follow me revered Tolis.”  From the tone of his voice and the look on his face Tolis knew that he was about to face more bad news.  He quickly followed the cleric to the main gate of the temple.  It had been opened and the cleric led them through it.  By then a several red robed clerics, Temple Knights, guards and others were following them.  Not one hundred paces outside of the main gate lay a body.  Next to it was a lance sticking up out of the ground with a head stuck on it.  It was Randar. Tolis fell to his knees and wept.

*******************************
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FAR ACROSS THE SEA an evil presence sat and smiled.  As he listened to the reports of what was happening in the Land of Kalandra he knew that his plan was gradually and finally beginning to come to fruition.  Darkness would once again rule all those who lived in this pathetic world, and he would be their GOD again.  

*********************************
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22 Years later

TWENTY-TWO YEARS LATER the same ethereal form sat upon his obsidian throne.  He was obscured in darkness and the taint of evil permeated the room.  Red eyes with no life, as most understand it, gleamed with malevolent power. Familiar dark shadows moved around him....  shadows that could take form ....  that could kill in a heartbeat.  He savored their presence.  They were his to do his bidding. The figure tilted his head as if in thought as he looked at the doorway. 

A Nightrider appeared beside him and whispered in his ear, ‘He bears important news my lord.’  The Nightrider immediately disappeared. The Lord of Darkness motioned with his hand and the doorway opened.  A brown robed mage stepped into the room and bowed. It was obvious that the man was frightened....  he could smell his fear.  The shadows called out to him.... feed me.  

“For what reason do you disturb me?”  the dark figure hissed softly.  

The mage shivered with fear as he felt the shadows caress him.... touch him, as if preparing for a feast.  With fear in his heart, he slowly raised his eyes.  “I have news that I am sure you want to hear my lord.  What you ...” There was a miniscule pause as a fleeting thought ran through his head.  If I say feared, even though it is true, he will send me to hades and I will burn. Very quickly he started again and said, “What you suspected about the Chosen One and his ‘child’ has finally been found to be true.”  The shadowy form on the throne seemed to waver and in an instant was standing before the mage.  No movement had been seen.  He had simply changed locations instantly.  He put out a cold, dark, hand and touched the mage.  As he did the mage shivered with both fear and cold.... cold that sucked the heat from his body and caused his soul to ache.

“Tell me what you have learned,” the figure said with an intensity that froze the mage in place.  The possibility of hearing news that he had hoped to never hear made him angry.... and a bit impatient.  But then patience had never been one of his virtues.  

Maltus trembled at his lord’s anger and his voice shook as he said, “There was a child born, but he was born in another place.... another world. That was why it has been so difficult to find out if indeed he lived my lord. After years of continuous searching, we just verified who he is and where he is located. His grandfather unknowingly led us to him.  He is on a place called, Earth.”

“Yes.... I know of this place.  It is a pathetic world.  He paused for a moment as if in thought before he said, “Continue with your news.”

“Yes, my lord.  We are keeping watch over his every move.  The child.... who is now a young man, does not yet know who he is, or that he might be a danger to your plans.”  The mage closed his eyes and bowed his head to wait for his lord’s response.  The coldness and dark seemed to increase as he waited, and his body was starting to ache from being so close to his master.  

When his lord spoke again, he was sitting on his throne looking down at the mage. There had been no sign that his lord had moved. He was startled by the intensity of hate that seemed to accompany the words.  The mage knew his lord’s words were false when he said, “You simply tell me what I already know.”

Maltus bowed his head again and said with all sincerity, “Yes my lord.... I seek to serve.  What would you have me do?”

There was a pause as the cold seemed to sap the mage’s life.  He feared that at any second, he would cease to exist.  When his lord spoke, he was relieved, “Very well, now that we know exactly where he is, he must not be allowed to return to Kalandra.  I want to be assured that there will not be another Chosen One in this land. Kill him. Take whoever you need.... whatever you need but see that it is done.”  Finding him in this land would have been easy.  The dark lord knew that in the other realm his minions were not as powerful, they were bound by powers beyond his control, and as a result he was limited in what he could do.  Now that the Chosen had been found, men such as the mage in front of him could be sent to do his bidding.  

Maltus nodded his head and said, “Yes, my lord.” 

As the mage looked into the cowl of the figure on the throne red eyes locked onto his and the mage seemed to lose all self-control over his body.  “Do not fail me mageling.  To do so is to forfeit your life.  I own your soul, so I can assure you that you will burn in the deepest pits of hades if you fail. You know how hot it can be. You also know how painful it can become and how long it can last.  Do you understand what I am expecting of you?”

In that instant the mage felt a great power come over him and he was frozen in place. He could feel his life force being drained and he could do nothing to defend himself.  Even if he could have, it would have been useless.  Those in the shadows were much more powerful than he, and his lord was more powerful than all of them combined.  He was at his lord’s mercy. After a moment he was released and he fell to his hands and knees, pain surging through his weakened body. The mage took a deep breath with aching lungs as he shook with fear. He kept his eyes on the ground as he said with a quivering voice, “Yes master.  I understand.”  He slowly stood up and backed out of the room.  His legs were trembling from weakness and fear.  As the door closed the figure on the throne seemed to waver and disappear as did the shadows in the room.  The evil mage hurried down the corridor.  He had his lord’s work to do, and he knew that at the very least his life depended on whether or not he was successful. 
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Sword or Staff
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IT WAS A WARM SUMMER afternoon.  The flowers were in bloom and their fragrance filled the forest with a variety of fresh scents.  Lilac, roses, and dozens of wildflowers were in full bloom spreading their beauty along the verdant forest path. Jonathan reached down and plucked a beautiful white flower and inhaled.  The fragrance was intoxicating. Being outdoors, in the woods, was where he loved to be.  The freedom of being unrestrained by buildings was as intoxicating as the pleasant fragrance that the flowers gave off.  As he was approaching a clearing that he had walked through on numerous occasions, he heard a woman scream.  He sprinted through the tall trees to see two burly guards binding a very attractive yet frantic townswoman.  They already had her in the back of the horse drawn wagon.  She was struggling to get free but was too frail to overcome the two powerful men.  Jonathan knew that they would be taking her to the castle where Lord Gilcrest would use her as he had so many other women before casting her away. Gilcrest was a plague in the land and had caused problems for everyone.  Jonathan had to stop them, or she was faced with the same fate as the other women.  As he stepped into the clearing one of the guards noticed him.  

Jonathan smiled and greeted the man as if what they were doing was a common occurrence.  When the woman saw him, she pleaded, “Please aid me kind sir. They are taking me against my will.”  Her hands had already been tied and one of the guards immediately put a gag in her mouth.  She shook her head and tried to spit out the cloth to no avail.  

The other guard jumped to the ground, turned to Jonathan and said, “You best be on your way.  We are about our master’s business.”  He pulled his sword and waved it at Jonathan.

Jonathan smiled and nodded to the guard in greeting. He watched the sword as he slowly stepped up to where the girl was struggling.  He looked up at her, cocked his head, raised his eyebrow and finally said, “She certainly is a lovely wench.”  The girl’s eyes lit up with fire as she looked at Jonathan.  He turned to the guard and said, “It looks like Lord Gilcrest is in for a good time.” Jonathan nodded in the woman’s direction.

“Aye,” the guard said as he smiled and turned to look at the girl.  Just as the guard turned his head Jonathan swung his staff and knocked the man off his feet.  In a heartbeat, the other guard had leapt to the ground in front of his friend and took a swipe at Jonathan with his sword.  As Jonathan ducked, he swung his staff at the second guards’ knees.  The man jumped.  Jonathan allowed his staff to go full circle coming back around to hit the man in the back of the legs as he landed.  As the staff struck true, the guard crumpled in pain and grabbed his legs.  By then the other guard had gotten back to his feet and was trying to get to the rescuer.  Jonathan spun his staff in a protective pattern that frustrated the swordsmen.  In a heartbeat he brought the staff around and came down so hard on the man’s arm that his sword fell from his hand.  The guard’s face was filled with fear as he turned and ran. Jonathan swung the long staff again and hit the second guard hard on his shoulder.  Seeing his fellow guard turn and run did nothing for the second guard’s courage.  He quickly followed, limping as he ran.

Jonathan leaned the staff against the wagon and smiled up at the woman as he hopped up next to her. Her face had gone from rage to hope in a matter of moments.  He quickly reached over and took the gag out of her mouth. The woman quickly responded with thanks. “Thank you kind sir.... thank you so much. You have saved me from a horrible fate.  I thought for a moment that you weren’t going to help me,” she said as she looked up into his eyes with obvious thankfulness.

“You are more than welcome, fair maid,” he said as he untied the rope that had bound her wrists.  He took her hand and kissed it as he looked into her lovely green eyes.  “How could I ignore the pleas of such a beautiful woman my lady?  I am only glad that I was able to free you.”  

The woman looked at him with adoring eyes. “I can’t begin to tell you how much I am thankful for your help,” she said as she reached up and touched his face. “How can I ever repay you?”

“A simple kiss would be more than enough payment fair maiden,” he said as he put his arms around her and leaned his head down to kiss her.  She closed her eyes, and he romantically dipped her over sideways and kissed her with great passion and intensity. She put her hands around his neck and held him as he kissed her.  

People yelled and screamed when they saw the two kiss.  When Jonathan let the young woman up, she looked at him and said, “Wow, that was a great kiss.”  

“It’s easy when I’m with such a pretty woman milady,” he said as he flashed her one of his famous smiles.

As they were talking the narrator stepped in front of the wagon and said, “And so the lovely maid Sharon (everyone cheered and whistled) was rescued from the evil guards by her hero Jonathan (everyone cheered) and Lord Gilcrest (everyone made disgusting noises and loud boo’s) was a very unhappy man (cheers from the crowd).”  As Jonathan stepped down from the wagon, he put his hands around the woman’s small waist and gently lowered her to the ground.  The two guards had come to stand next to Jonathan and the three took deep bows as the audience cheered and hooted.  The three of them pointed to the young woman who had been selected from the crowd and bowed to her.  The audience screamed and cheered for her also. 

Alan stepped forward and said, “Thank you for attending our short play.  Please enjoy the rest of your day with us.”  After a few moments the spectators moved away to find other things to do at the fair.  

Alan, who had narrated the action play for months, walked over to Jonathan and said, “Well my friend, that was a great performance as usual.  You really should make a career out of this.... you are a natural born fighter and a half decent actor.”  Fighting had been natural for Jonathan because he had studied martial arts for years and was a third-degree black belt in karate.  Over the years he had mastered the long staff.  He had enjoyed and done well in the numerous competitions that he had participated in across the United States.  It had been easy to adapt his skills so that they could be used in the Renascence fair.  He had lots of fun and had met many interesting people. Every summer he had worked with those at the fair and had even traveled with them whenever he was able. This year was special because he had been able to dedicate more time to the fair since he had graduated from college in December.  It wasn’t too many months ago that he had completed his degree in physical therapy and had a job waiting for him at a clinic in Dallas.  He knew the people that owned it. They had told him to go have fun at the festivals and when he was ready, he could start working for them. Then there was Susan.  She was his fiancé and they had plans for getting married just before Christmas this year. There was just a little over two more weeks to go before this festival would end and they would leave the Orlando area and head for southern Georgia for another festival.  He would head to Dallas, start work and spend lots of time with the woman he loved. He smiled as he thought of Susan. 

Jonathan patted Alan on the back and said, “Thank you my friend.  I can’t tell you how much I have enjoyed working here at the fair, but as you know I have a real job lined up and a beautiful woman waiting for me that I plan on marrying soon.”  

Alan smiled and jokingly said, “I remember Susan and I still don’t know how you convinced her to marry you.  She is absolutely gorgeous and she’s a nurse.  You are a lucky man my friend, but we are all going to miss having you here with us.”

He slapped Alan on the back and said, “Let’s not worry about my leaving yet.  I still have a little more time before I start my job.  When I do leave, I want you to remember that I am planning on helping out when you come to the Dallas area next spring.”

Alan smiled as he patted Jonathan’s arm and said, “I won’t my friend.... I won’t. It’s about time for you to head over to the fighting exhibition.  You know that they can’t start without you.”   

Jonathan smiled at his friend and said, “I know.... I know.  I’m on my way.”  Jonathan gently slapped his friend on the shoulder and started walking towards the fighting circle. It was a beautiful summer day and flowers were blooming everywhere. Numerous animals were part of the festival and both horses and donkeys were used for visitors to ride or to have pictures taken on.  Jonathan smiled as he looked around at the beauty of his surroundings.  Summer was his favorite time of year.  He hurried through the tents and makeshift buildings. As he did, he heard shouts of greeting.  He waved his hand at his fellow workers as he moved past them.  The people that worked at the fair were a unique group of people.  All of them had been drawn to be part of the fair.  Many had said that it was in their blood and would love to have lived in the days of Knights and chivalry.  Jonathan felt that way also. He loved the fair and the joy it brought to thousands of visitors on a weekly basis.  Within moments he arrived at the fighting circle.  

***********************************
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THE WARRIOR WALKED into the tent and quickly scanned the room.  His outfit was realistic, but then most of those at the fair had outfits that looked very realistic.  Most people prided themselves for their ability to make their clothes, armor, and weapons as realistic as possible.  As the man walked through the crowd a young girl stared up and him.  Just as she was about to comment on his authentic outfit she looked into his eyes and froze in fear.  

He strode to the center of the tent and spoke loudly, “I’m looking for a man who has a raven’s head birthmark on his shoulder. His name is Jonathan.  Has anyone seen him?”  He had a thick accent, and his voice was filled with dread.  He was putting on a good act for he was filling those in the tent with fear. It had to be part of a new fighting scenario that the fair was putting on.  

In the back of the tent a person spoke up.  “Jonathan should be in the fighting circle.  He is putting on a performance with his staff,” the man said as he shuffled his feet nervously.  

“Which direction must I go to find this.... performance?” the man asked with an angry and demanding voice.

Someone yelled out, “Straight out the tent and to your right.”  The large man nodded and walked back through the tent and out the doorway.

The crowd had been waiting for the exhibition and excitement was in the air.  Many had seen this performance before.  It was a swordsman against a man with a long staff.  It was one of the most exciting demonstrations at the fair.  Each man warmed up by doing a form that showed the different uses of the weapon that he was holding. That alone was thrilling to watch, for they both were very good.  Once they were warmed up the two faced off, bowed to each other and began.  The sword flashed and the staff spun in response.  In moments, the two were attacking and counterattacking.  It was a spectacle to see.  The two of them seemed to dance as they struck, parried and tumbled out of each other’s way.  Not long after the exhibition had started a man stepped into the circle while the two were still fighting.  He too was a warrior but was taller and more muscled than the two men in the circle who were fighting.

“Enough,” the warrior yelled out loud. “I would try this man with the staff.”  The two had stopped their exhibition and were looking at the man. Neither had seen him before, nor did they understand why he was interfering.  However, Jonathan had known many that had come to the fair to test their sword skills against those who traveled.  Usually, they asked in a polite way and at a more appropriate time.

The warrior walked up to them and shoved Aaron away.  As he did he looked at him and said, “If you value your life do not interfere.”

He turned to Jonathan and said, “Let’s see what you really know.”  As he spoke a blade appeared in his hand and it swiped at Jonathan.  Jonathan jumped back and readied his staff.  In the next instant the man was attacking in earnest.  Jonathan could see chips flying off of his staff as the man’s blade bit.  He was shocked for the blade was not dull like blades at the fair were supposed to be.  This man was fighting him with a true blade.  The warrior laughed when he saw that Jonathan realized the blade was real.  As Jonathan looked into the warrior’s eyes he saw hate.... evil that he had never seen before in another human.  At that very instant the man struck like a snake and cut Jonathan across the shoulder.  Luckily the slash had only cut through the fabric of his shirt.  Had he not moved he would have been hurt badly.   This man is trying to hurt me.... possibly kill me.  Why?  Jonathan thought to himself as he quickly moved out of the man’s reach.  Aaron came up from behind the man and tried to grab him.  In seconds the man had spun. His blade glittered in the light as it arched toward Aaron. Jonathan could see the fear on his friend’s face as he started to step back.  He had no chance to parry or move out of the way.  The blade struck him in the side of the neck and blood spurted from the gruesome wound.  Aaron fell to the ground with a look of shock and pain covering his face. People screamed.... many were unsure if this was part of the show or not.... some knew that it was not and ran for help. Jonathan quickly swung the staff hoping to hit the man.  It was easily parried.  The man stepped back and laughed knowing that he had the upper hand. 

He watched the horror grow on Jonathan’s face before he said, “Your death will be much more satisfying.  I will make sure that it is slow and painful.”  He smiled evilly as he spoke.  Jonathan was afraid, more than he had ever been before in his life.  How could he fight someone like this?  He put out his staff and started swirling it in a defensive pattern trying to figure out how to get away from the large warrior.  The man raised his bloodied sword and stepped forward.  

Jonathan saw movement at the side of his vision. Someone had run into the circle.  It was Vaughn.  He was one of the men who played the part of a warrior in the traveling troop.  Jonathan had watched him spar and work out.  The man seemed to truly be skilled in sword work.  To Jonathan’s surprise Vaughn stepped in front of him and two swords appeared in his hands.  One blade was longer than the other.

Without looking at Jonathan he spoke with a voice that commanded an immediate response. “Back up Jonathan.  I don’t want you to get hurt.  NOW!”  As he spoke the evil warrior struck at him.  Vaughn was as quick as lightening and easily parried the sword thrust and the warrior stepped back.  He quickly glanced over his shoulder to see if Jonathan had done as he had commanded.  The evil warrior was obviously surprised by the skill of the one who had deflected his blow.

After a brief few seconds the warrior said, “Out of my way or you too will die.” His face was filled with hatred and blood lust.

Jonathan heard himself yell out, “He killed Aaron, Vaughn.  He cut him down in cold blood.  He said he was going to kill me for some reason.”  

The evil warrior laughed as he looked at the dead man.  He pointed to Jonathan and said, “That’s right, and when I have finished with your friend you are next, Chosen.”

Vaughn simply smiled at the warrior and said, “Come.  Come dance with me first.”  He said it with such coldness that shivers went down Jonathan’s spine.  He had never heard his friend speak in such a way before.  The warrior was taken back by Vaughn’s confidence and froze for a brief moment. In the next instant he swung his sword at Vaughn.  Vaughn’s blades were a blur as he parried and struck back. He was moving with a grace that defied anything Jonathan had ever seen before.  He had watched him spar before.... had even sparred with him, but it was nothing like this.  He was fluid, and like a cat only quicker. In seconds it was obvious that Vaughn was the better swordsman.  He had already cut the warrior in a number of locations.  Roles had been reversed.  Now the evil warrior had no time to do anything accept attempt to defend himself.... and he wasn’t doing that well.

Vaughn stepped back for a moment and said, “Who sent you?”  Without saying a word, the evil warrior screamed and struck out at Vaughn again.  He easily parried the man’s sword thrust.  Vaughn was using techniques that Jonathan had never seen him use before.  It was obvious that the evil warrior knew he was outmatched as he screamed in rage and attacked in desperation.  Vaughn calmly parried and countered without hesitation. The evil warrior had left his guard open as he tried to end the battle quickly.  Vaughn slipped by the swordsmen’s guard and his blade slid into the evil warrior’s body. A look of shock and pain spread over his face as he dropped to his knees. Mere seconds after he fell to the ground his body shimmered and disappeared.  In the crowd a hooded figure turned and stepped away.

Jonathan was in shock.  A man had tried to kill him and when he died he disappeared.  How?  He looked over to Aaron’s still body and stepped over to check him.  There was a gruesome cut at the side of his neck and blood had pooled on the ground next to where he lay. His face was frozen in a mask of pain and anguish.  Jonathan’s stomach heaved and he threw up.  He wiped his face with his sleeve as he looked back at his friend.  He grabbed his cloak and put it over the body.  He kept screaming, WHY? in his mind as he went to his knees in frustration and disbelief.  He put his hand on his friend’s body and said a simple prayer.  When he was finished, he stood up, stepped over to the side of the circle and sat down.  Within minutes the police had arrived.  If it weren’t for the fact that Aaron was dead, lying down on the ground with a ghastly wound on his neck, Jonathan would have said this was just another gag that the owners had set up for the fair. This was real and people were confused and in shock. No one could explain what had happened to the warrior who had attacked Aaron and Jonathan.  He had simply disappeared after he had been struck down by Vaughn.  It was all so confusing.

Many people had left not wanting to get involved with a police investigation. However, some stayed and explained what he or she had witnessed.  After what seemed like hours the police told them they could leave.  As the EMT’s finally took Aaron’s body away tears started coming down Jonathan’s face again.  He looked out at the circle thinking back to the events that led to Aaron’s death. The circle had been staked off with yellow tape and no one was allowed to go into the area.  Jonathan shook his head in disbelief as he stared straight ahead. 

Jonathan jumped in fear as a hand touched his shoulder. When he turned to look it was Vaughn. 

“I didn’t mean to startle you Jonathan. Are you okay?”  Jonathan looked at his friend and noticed that he no longer wore his swords.  His scabbards were empty.  Apparently, the police had taken them. 

Jonathan shook his head in confusion, “I don’t know.  I simply don’t understand what happened.  None of this makes sense.  Why would someone want to kill me?  And how can someone take a life so dispassionately?”  Jonathan hung his head as he thought about Aaron.  They had worked together for a long time.  Why was he dead? he thought to himself.

“Why Vaughn?  Why?”  Jonathan shook his head and tears fell again as his body was wracked with emotional pain.  “I don’t understand.  This makes no sense.”

Jonathan felt a hand on his shoulder again and he heard Vaughn speak. “We need to talk Jonathan.”  He looked up at Vaughn, with shock still registering on his face.  He had never seen a man die before, yet in the last two hours he had seen two die.....one was a friend, the other was a killer who had wanted to hurt him.  

Vaughn squeezed his shoulder to get his attention.  “I will try to explain what has happened, but we need to get to a place where we can have some privacy.”  Jonathan nodded as he looked up into the face of his friend.  Vaughn was visibly distressed and seemed to be distracted as he scanned the crowd around them. 

“Can you really explain what happened this evening?  Can you explain why Aaron was killed?” Jonathan put his head in his hands and stared down at the dirt at his feet. As he listened Vaughn watched everyone around them, glancing back at Jonathan every second or so.  

After a moment Jonathan looked up and said, “Vaughn, I was almost killed, and I saw you use your swords like you have never used them before.  We have sparred, you have taught me how to use the sword and improve my staff work, but I have never seen you fight like you did this afternoon. You saved my life, but I don’t understand why someone would want to kill me.”  Jonathan shook his head in frustration.

Vaughn looked at him again as he scanned the area around them and said, “Come we need to leave this place.  Let’s go to your trailer. I promise that I will try to explain what has happened.”  Finally, Jonathan nodded his head and stood up.  As he followed Vaughn, he didn’t notice how alert his friend was being.  Vaughn was watching everything that was going on around them.  He was tense, on edge, and his hand rarely strayed from his knife that he had strapped on his thigh. Not long after they left the circle Vaughn knelt beside a bush.  He reached inside and pulled out two swords.  He immediately put them in the scabbards at his hip.

When Jonathan looked at him with questioning eyes he said, “I gave the police my practice swords.  I may have need of these.”  He motioned to his swords.  Jonathan simply nodded and they headed off towards the place that he called home while he was working at the fair.  When they got close to Jonathan’s trailer Vaughn put his finger to his lips, motioned for Jonathan to be quiet and motioned for him to stay behind a tree.  Like a ghost in the night, he slowly checked around the small trailer that Jonathan had been staying in.  Not one footstep betrayed him, not one sound was made as he carefully circled the small clearing where the trailer was located.  After he had completely circled the clearing, he slowly made his way to the trailer and opened the door.  When nothing happened, he carefully stepped inside with his knife in his hand.  

In seconds he stepped out and motioned for Jonathan to come in. “Come in, it is safe.”

Jonathan kept thinking to himself, Safe from what?  He stepped into his small trailer and Vaughn locked the door behind them and seemed to relax a bit for the moment.  

Vaughn looked over to Jonathan and said, “Sit down my friend.  What I have to tell you will be difficult to accept much less believe.”  Still in a daze Jonathan sat down and stared up at Vaughn.

“What is going on Vaughn?  I get the feeling that you know more about what has happened today that you are letting on.”  Vaughn nodded his head.  He looked totally calm and cool.... as if he were in his element. 

Vaughn was still wearing his full armor and had his helmet on.  It was dark gray ring mail armor. The armor was actually some of the best-looking armor that Jonathan had ever seen at a festival. He sat on a small chair next to the door and said, “Yes my friend, I do understand much of what has happened today, although I must say that I had hoped that this day would not come.  I fear that your life as you know it changed this afternoon, and nothing will ever make it the way it was before.”  Jonathan sat and stared at him.  What was he supposed to say to that?  What did he mean?

Vaughn waited for a response.  When he didn’t get one, he continued.  “Okay, let me try to explain what I can.  Many years ago, I was sent to watch over you.... specifically for a day such as today.  Those that sent me hoped that my protection would not be needed, but alas, today proves that it was necessary.  I cannot explain who the people are who sent me so don’t ask.  Simply accept that they have your best interest in mind.”  Vaughn stopped speaking for he knew that Jonathan’s mind was rapidly trying to understand what he had just said.  He patiently waited.  

As Jonathan listened to him he kept expecting to wake up from a bad dream.  Sent to watch over me...protect me from what?  Who sent him? Who is he protecting me from and why? he kept thinking to himself.  Jonathan’s mind was spinning.  He was glad he was sitting down.  If he wasn’t, he was sure that he would have fallen.  Jonathan thought about how easily Vaughn and the evil warrior had killed.... apparently without too much thought. He had learned how to hurt others, to protect himself, even to kill with his hands and with the staff if he had to.  However, he had never expected that he would actually have to kill anyone.... not in his lifetime. He valued life too much to take it.  Vaughn obviously did not hold the same values.  Yet, had Vaughn not been here, the events of today would have turned out very differently. Thankfully Vaughn had been capable of defeating the man.  Jonathan thought back over his life.  He had always been taught to value life.  As a result, he didn’t believe in taking life.  He felt so strongly about it that he even hated killing animals when he hunted.  He would only kill in order to eat when he was camping.  Even so, he would have preferred not to hurt any of the animals.

As he was thinking things through, Vaughn pulled his chair over closer to him and sat down in front of him.  He put his hand on Jonathan’s arm and said, “I wish you had more time to think this through, but you don’t.  You must listen to me Jonathan.”  He shook his arm and in a moment Jonathan looked him in the eyes.  “Are you listening?’  Jonathan nodded his head. “You are in danger my friend.  That man came to kill you, for you pose a threat to a powerful entity who lives in a distant land.”

Jonathan listened but couldn’t understand.  A threat, he thought to himself.  I have never threatened anyone. He looked into his friend’s eyes and said, “A threat.... how have I threatened someone?  I have never intentionally hurt anyone in my life. I certainly wouldn’t go out of my way to hurt someone I don’t know who lives in a distant land. Nor do I desire to go to a ‘distant’ land where I might threaten someone.... even if I could.  Why would someone want to kill me when I have done nothing to harm him?”  Jonathan stared into the concerned and compassionate eyes of his friend looking for answers. 

Vaughn shrugged his shoulders understanding his friend’s frustration.  As Jonathan looked at him it appeared that Vaughn was weighing what he needed to say.... or not say.  After a moment the decision was made.  “It has to do with your lineage Jonathan.  You come from a great family. Some would see that your family line is completely and utterly destroyed. They will keep coming after you until they have killed you, my friend.  I can’t begin to tell you how serious this is Jonathan.... you wouldn’t believe half, or possibly any of the story.  However, you must listen to this.  You must accept that someone tried to kill you.  I can assure you that others will also come for you. You must leave here immediately and go where you can be better protected. I know that this was just a first attempt.  Since they failed, they will come for you again.... they may be nearby right now preparing for their next attempt.” Jonathan was overwhelmed at what he was hearing.  At the same time, it brought fear to his heart and he saw Aaron lying on the ground again.  It could have easily been him lying there in a pool of blood. 

Jonathan felt like he was going to scream.  He must have looked panicked for Vaughn reached over and put his hand on his shoulder again and said, “You must learn to control your feelings my friend.”  His touch was comforting.  Jonathan nodded his head. Vaughn continued, “It is important that you listen to me and do what I ask.  It may make the difference between living and dying.”

Jonathan took a couple of deep breaths.  After a moment he said, “I don’t understand why someone would want to kill me because of my family lineage.  I have not been able to find out who my parents were Vaughn.  I lived in an orphan’s home most of my life.  My mother died when I was born.  I don’t see how I am so special.  And why do I need to be protected?  This makes no sense.  I still don’t understand why someone would want to kill me.” Jonathan grabbed his head.... the pain was overwhelming.  He felt waves of fear and frustration surge through his body.  He had to get a handle on his feelings.

Vaughn patted his friend’s shoulder and said, “Jonathan there is more to you than you know.  Your parents were very special people.  As a result, you are a very important person to a number of people that you have never met.”  Vaughn kept looking at the doorway.  “I have no time to explain it further. To do so might put your life in jeopardy again.  I have to go outside and make sure that no one is trying to get to you.  I promise that either I or someone else will come and explain more to you soon.”

Vaughn stood up and looked out the small window for a moment before he continued.  “I’ll be back after I check around your trailer to make sure that you are safe for the moment.  If I sense danger, I’ll get back to you as quickly as I can.  I’d recommend that you pack up anything that is important to you and be ready to leave when I get back. Lock the door and stay here until I return or until a friend comes.”  Jonathan numbly nodded his head as he watched his friend silently leave the trailer.

After Vaughn left, Jonathan sat on his bed holding his head.  He prayed that he had just had a nightmare.  It had to be, he thought to himself.  His mind was in chaos.  A friend had died, and he had been told his life was in danger.  He looked up to make sure Vaughn had locked the doorway.... he had.  That was good.  He shook his head in dismay as he pondered the last two days.  Yesterday things had been sane.... normal.  Then his world had turned upside down in the last few hours.  He shook his head in frustration.  I need something to drink, he thought to himself.  He stood up and walked over the small sink where he poured some water into his coffee maker.  He opened the coffee bag, poured the contents into the coffee maker and turned it on.  

As he sat back down, he pondered what had brought him to this point in time.  He had been traveling with one of the renaissance festivals.  As usual he played a part in several plays, fought with his staff, and did other duties to help the fair stay on its feet.  He had been doing it for years.  He had made it a full-time job each summer for years. Jonathan had always wanted to take the opportunity to travel around the United States seeing sights before taking a job and settling down.  Over the years he had taken positions with various groups such as this one for extra money and simply because it was fun.  There was a knock on the door. Jonathan jumped from fright when he heard the knock. As his heart leapt into his throat, he realized that it was a gentle knock.  It was immediately followed by a familiar female voice.  It sounded like Meesha.

“Jonathan, please open the door.  It’s me.... Meesha.  I heard you had some trouble and came to see how you are doing.”  Jonathan stepped over to the doorway and unlocked it.  He had known Meesha for years.  They had gone to the same college and were both interested in renaissance festivals.  As a result, they had always been involved with the same festivals over the years.  They had gotten to know each other well.... had become very good friends but had never been romantic.  Meesha was strange, but he really enjoyed the time they had spent with each other. She was known for doing magic tricks.... illusions, and was extremely good at it.  Jonathan was surprised that she had not decided to go off on her own.  

When he opened the doorway, she quickly stepped into the room, shut the door and locked it behind her.  She quickly turned and looked up and down his body to see if he was hurt. Meesha nodded to herself and seemed to relax a bit.  Without saying a word, she stepped up to him, put her arms around him and held him tightly.  In all the insanity that small gesture was an act of mercy.  He held on to her and tears came unashamedly down his face again. 

“A man killed Aaron,” he said with a trembling voice.

He felt her nod as she spoke.  “I know.  I’m sorry you had to see that Jonathan.  I’m sorry it happened.”  After a moment, she stepped back, looked up at him and said, “I was worried about you.  I’m just glad that you are okay.”  He nodded his head, and she reached over and wiped the tears from his face as she sweetly smiled at him. Jonathan loved being close to her.  She had been a great friend over the years.  If it hadn’t been for Susan, he would have tried to find out what kind of interest Meesha had in him. Although they had snuggled and enjoyed nights together, they had never become romantic. She had long auburn hair that fell down her back and had beautiful large brown, almond shaped eyes that seemed to see into your soul when she looked at you. 

Jonathan sighed as he looked at her and said, “I don’t understand what happened Meesha.”  

As she stepped back, she said, “I know.... you will in time though.  I hate to be cryptic, but we really need to get you ready to leave.”  She was wearing faded blue jeans and a pink tank top.  Next to her was a duffle bag that she carried around when she went from festival to festival.  She normally wore strange skimpy outfits that attracted tons of guys into her tent for shows.  He was surprised that she was not wearing one of her outfits.

She stepped over to the window and looked out of it.  When she turned and faced him, she asked, “When did Vaughn leave?”

“He left.... just a few minutes ago.  He said he would return in a bit after he looked around. He told me that I needed to pack up my things and that we needed to leave. He said I was in danger. Did you know that he saved my life earlier?”  Jonathan asked as he looked down at her.

Meesha weakly smiled and said, “Yes.  I heard.  That is his job Jonathan, as it is mine.”  She looked into his eyes and had an intensity that he had never seen before.  “I need you to listen to me Jonathan....  I need you to listen and heed what I say while we wait for Vaughn to return. First, and of utmost importance is that if something happens to Vaughn and me and we can no longer help you, you must go to see your friend Pedro.”

Jonathan sat back down and shook his head again.  He had never told her about Pedro.  How did she know about him?  “How do you know about Pedro and why would I need to go to him?”

Meesha tilted her head as she smiled at him and said, “I know much about you Jonathan.”  She shook her head as if frustrated.  “No questions right now.  Just remember, go to Pedro and ask about a black book.  There is a map inside of it.  Once you get the map, you must follow the directions to a place where you will be safe.  Trust no one.... don’t get in crowds.... just work your way across the states until you get to El Paso.  You must follow the map to a place where there are a set of pillars.... they will lead you to safety.”  Meesha looked into his eyes with an urgency that caused Jonathan to feel even more fearful.  

“You are scaring me Meesha.  Please tell me what’s happening.”

Meesha shook her head.  “I know it all sounds strange Jonathan, but you must promise me.... promise that you will go to Pedro and get the book and find the pillars if for some reason we are unable to stay with you,” she said with a pleading tone in her voice. Pedro had become a friend to Jonathan over the years.  He had always equipped him when he went on hikes into the mountains in New Mexico.  Other than working at the fair, it was one of his favorite things to do.  He had seen Pedro late last summer when he had gone on his last trip to the mountains.  He and Susan had actually planned on going to a beautiful resort in the mountains for their honeymoon.  It would be absolutely beautiful over the Christmas holidays.  They had also planned on visiting Pedro for a night or two before they returned to Dallas. 

Jonathan sighed as he looked at her.  “Okay, I will, but you have to explain this to me.  What is happening and why am I in danger?  I don’t understand any of this Meesha. Can you please explain it?” 

Meesha put her hand on his shoulder and said, “I will tell you more when we can be assured that you are in a safer situation. Vaughn was right.  We must leave this place because you are in danger. Have you packed?”

“No, but I don’t have anything of any real value.  I could walk away from here and not look back if I had to, but I don’t understand why I have to,” Jonathan responded as he thought about what he owned and what was important to him. He really didn’t have much and what he did have could easily be replaced.  He had never been drawn to material possessions.

“Good.  As soon as Vaughn gets back, we will leave.  If he’s not here soon we will leave without him. Get a spare set of clothing.  I ....”  As she was speaking there was an explosion, and the trailer was shaken by the blast.  Meesha’s eyes got large as she threw her body onto his.  It knocked him off his chair and he fell to the floor with her on top of him. She sat up and immediately began chanting words that Jonathan had never heard before.  His world exploded again as the door to his small trailer burst open from another blast.  Meesha was thrown against him again and he fell backwards hitting his head on the floor.  Everything went black.  

Stars swirled in Meesha’s head.  Flames burst up and debris fell on them as the remnants of the side and top of the trailer landed on them.  She pushed debris off his head.  It looked as if he had a large bump on his head.  She felt hot wet liquid dripping down her side.  It was blood.  Meesha quickly scanned the area and saw her bag.  It had been blown towards them when the door and side of the small trailer had gone up in an explosion.  She shook her head as if she were in a daze as she reached for the bag and pulled it toward her.  

As she turned and looked out the side of the trailer, she saw a blurry figure in a brown robe walking towards the two of them. She distantly heard laughter coming from the figure and knew that if she didn’t do something quickly, they would both be dead in seconds. As Meesha looked out of the torn side of the trailer the figure in the brown robe was making a motion with his hands as he laughed. She grabbed her bag and put her arms around Jonathan as if to protect him. She knew that she was hurt.... her body felt like it had hundreds of wounds and it probably did.  Her back was wet, and she knew it was her blood.  She shook her head again as darkness tried to claim her.  One more thing to do if she could do it, she said to herself as darkness seemed to close in around her.  She whispered a few words just before she lost consciousness.  
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When Evil Cometh



Chapter Two
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___________________________________

Village of Tchukre in Tol’Enor, Mid Kalandra

Goreth sat on his bench and worked the wood as he had near every day of his life for the last thirty years.  He smiled as he smelled the delicious odor of the bread his wife had been baking.  She must have just taken it out of the oven.  That was all he needed to call it quits for the day.  There was nothing like hot bread with honey.  He set the chair he had been finishing to the side and stood up grabbing some of his tools as he did so.  In minutes he had put everything up.  He quickly swept his shop.  He hated working in a mess.  It was as important to him to clean his workshop as it was to create a new piece of furniture. When he finished sweeping he nodded his head in satisfaction as he looked around his neat, cozy workshop.

Goreth opened his door and stepped out of the workshop.  He immediately saw one of his lifelong friends walking down the street. Just like Goreth, he was headed home after a day at his trading post. Goreth raised his hand in welcome and said, “Well met, Dalieth.”

Dalieth smiled and nodded to his friend.  “Well met to you, friend Goreth.  Did you finish that chair yet?”

Goreth bowed his head as he smiled. “It is near done my friend.  If you see Master Talith you can tell him it will be ready tomorrow eve.”
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