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For Razak, my Barber












Chapter 1

 

 

 

The clash of steel rang out across the battlefield, rising above the chaotic roar of thousands of warriors colliding. Dust swirled beneath their feet as sandals pounded the earth, and formations slammed into one another with brutal force. The stench of blood and sweat clung so heavily to the air that even the circling carrion birds hesitated to descend, watching instead from a distance — waiting for it all to end.

The towering, relentless warriors of Kelenjara wore light armor and wielded deadly swords, curved axes, and broad spears. Their distinct diamond-shaped shields doubled as bludgeoning weapons, battering and sweeping aside anything in their path. They surged forward without mercy, crashing into the warriors of the Balansera Kingdom like an unstoppable tide.

Balansera's soldiers fought back with the desperation of men who knew the odds were against them. Their oval shields barely withstood the sheer force of the Kelenjara’s blows. In the rear, some began to falter — trembling, casting anxious glances at their comrades. The front lines bent under the pressure, the formation threatening to buckle. Sensing their enemy’s growing fear, the Kelenjara pressed harder.

Balla crouched beside the King of Balansera, hidden among tall grass atop a crescent-shaped hill overlooking the chaos. They watched as their warriors were pushed back, step by bloody step.

"Your Highness, they won’t hold much longer," Balla urged. "You must send in my unit."

The king remained silent, his gaze fixed on the battlefield. Sweat and humidity soaked his thick beard. He placed a firm hand on Balla’s shoulder.

"I know the time to reveal you is near. Yet I wonder... should we withdraw before our army is completely shattered? Perhaps provoking Kelenjara so soon was a mistake. We could have sourced our iron elsewhere. I know my family will suffer great losses if we bow to their tariffs, but maybe we should’ve tried diplomacy."

He hesitated, then added, “Your unit is untested, and you are few. If you fail, it may cost us everything.”

Balla’s jaw tightened. "That may be true, my king — but it doesn’t change our reality. Returning the smuggled steel won’t stop this battle now."

As if in answer, the rest of Kelenjara’s reserves thundered onto the field. They hurled their lances high into the sky before charging in with massive, curved axes, flanking the Balansera forces. The screams of the dying mingled with the crack of shattered ribs and splintered spears. The enemy’s pressure on the wings collapsed Balansera’s flanks, forcing their center into a tightening crush.

“My king!” Balla pressed again.

The king’s mouth twitched, and his fist clenched. His eyes darted across the unfolding disaster. They were past the point of no return. A retreat now would become a rout — and with no reinforcements left, nothing would stand between the enemy and the capital.

It was now or never. They would stand and fight, or their kingdom would be swept away into the savannah. “Balla,” the king said, his voice heavy with finality. “There is nothing more I can do here. The rest is in your hands, and those of your anointed barbed warriors. I pray that these ‘haircuts’ from the barber Razak have the powers he claims.”

Balla nodded grimly. He turned to the twenty warriors crouched behind him, hidden in the grass. “Ten warriors to each flank. We haven’t had much time to train, but you know what must be done. Focus on the powers awakened within you and let go of everything else. Charge!”

Balla surged forward, leading his warriors toward the right flank. Thick braids whipped through the air from the tops of their heads to their shoulders, resembling a lion’s mane. Lion paws were etched into the sides of their heads, near the temples. Their armor bore the image of lions, and the Golden Sun of Balansera gleamed brightly on their shields. When they charged, a primal cry echoed through the Balansera lines as the barbed warriors closed the distance. Was this the salvation they had been waiting for?

The barbed warriors collided with the enemy lines like an unstoppable avalanche. Balla and his men roared, their battle cries as fearsome as the roar of lions. The Kelenjara warriors staggered, taken aback as the deafening sound of lions' roars filled their ears. Disoriented, they struggled to regain their footing and regroup as they countered the onslaught.

The barbed warriors, with their lion’s mane-like haircuts, cleaved through their enemies with terrifying efficiency. Their blows were devastating, overwhelming the Kelenjara warriors' defenses. On the left flank, a thunderous explosion of lightning surged through the ranks as a bolt of blue fire struck down hundreds of Kelenjara warriors in an instant. In the center, bolstered by the sudden fury of the barbed warriors, the Balansera soldiers rallied and charged with newfound ferocity. The Kelenjara army, now in disarray, broke apart and fled in panic, with the barbed warriors hot on their heels.

The Balansera Kingdom had clung to life by a single, fragile thread—and now, that thread was beginning to snap into victory.

 

*

 

The king stood, eyes fixed on the battlefield, watching as the army began to regroup. The barbed warriors were already lined up, standing in formation on the right flank. The losses were overwhelming. Out of the three thousand warriors who had been deployed, only nine hundred remained unscathed. Over a thousand were wounded, and the rest had fallen, slain on the field of battle. But despite the heavy toll, they had survived the clash with the Kelenjara Kingdom—the most formidable military power in the region, which had come with an army of four thousand. This was the enemy that had humiliated them for years, both on the battlefield and in the halls of diplomacy. Yet, for the first time, they had delivered a decisive blow to their hostile neighbors.

“Victory is ours,” Balla said as he approached the king, his body covered in dust and blood. His sword remained slick and crimson with the evidence of battle. “Our powers made us unstoppable. Razak is truly blessed by the gods.”

The king let out a long sigh. “Indeed. Victory is ours… but it was yours, Balla.”

“My king.” Balla and the other barbed warriors dropped to one knee in reverence.

“We have unlocked a new weapon, one that will shift the balance of power in the region.” The king’s gaze drifted beyond the battlefield, his eyes tracing the boundaries of Balansera’s southeastern borders. “It has opened up new opportunities for us. But this secret… we must guard it with our lives. I fear that if we do not, it will bring us dangers we are not yet prepared to face.”

 










Chapter 2

 

 

 

The rhythmic sound of steel sharpening echoed through the small wood-and-clay shop as the mid-morning sun streamed in. Razak hummed softly as he took one of his three-inch-long flat razor blades, its slight curve catching the light, and ran it across a polished whetstone. The blade glimmered, reflecting the early sun’s rays across its sleek, smooth surface. Razak held it up for inspection, admiring the craftsmanship. His source for these uniquely forged blades might be an outcast, but the man was excellent at supplying Razak with exactly what he needed. It was ready now. He blew gently on it, as if extinguishing a flame, before placing it carefully on an altar at the back of his salon. He repeated the process with two other blades of varying sizes.

Once finished, Razak fetched a basin of fire-hardened clay filled with cool water and set it at the base of the altar. He took one of the blades and, with slow reverence, dipped it into the water, chanting as he did:

Diyaa ka faŋŋa la, kunŋo ka ɲumaa,
Fo n’danna la siraa ani baana.
Baaba ani naana ka n’nala yɛŋŋe,
Dunya kɛ n’kala ani tanŋaa yɛŋŋe.
Blade of power, edge of glory,
I prepare you for the path of destiny.
Fathers and mothers, guide its purpose,
May its cuts bring justice and strength.

Razak repeated the ritual for each blade, dipping them into the basin one by one. As each blade sank beneath the water, Razak caught his own reflection in its depths. His hair flowed in large dreadlocks that cascaded past his shoulders. His face bore a medium-thick beard and mustache. His dark skin had a subtle sheen, and his light brown eyes, sharp with focus, watched as he withdrew each blade. Rising from the water basin, he carried the blades to a wooden table when he heard a knock at the door.

“Razak! My barber, are you there?” A sweet voice called from the other side of the door.

Razak sighed and turned his head toward it. Not her again. “Yes, I know it’s you, Fanta.”

“Great!” The door flew open, and a young woman, draped in colorful beads and vibrant cloth, stepped inside. Her hair was intricately braided in tight circular patterns on the sides of her head, while the rest cascaded down her neck to just above her shoulders. She beamed at him as her dark eyes met his. “Oh, I missed your ceremony, didn’t I?”

Razak shook his head, a small smile tugging at his lips. "It's just a small ritual to bless the tools of my trade."

"Ahhh, Razak, big man. Don't be so humble. You’re the barber of barbers." Fanta approached and squinted at one of the blades. "These aren’t simple tools, ooo, these are magical weapons."

"A secret not known to the rest of the kingdom." Razak gave her a pointed look. "My pet, sit still over there. I'm not done."


































cover.jpeg
®
)

MAGIC BARBER

A

£ T

Ao < e < S

T

_TOLU ADJAP






images/Thunder_Drums_Press.png
THUNDER
DRUMS

PRESS





