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‘Master Sultan what is going on? Who are these people?’ I spoke in surprise after riding my horse across the fortress bridge to meet my ruler who also sat on his steed surrounded by his personal bodyguards. As I did so, I was careful to keep to one side and avoid the long row of what appeared to be a foreign like people with their darker sun tanned skin and tall, lean physiques. They were dressed in simple clothes, with their eyes downcast, but what was of a more curiosity to me is that they walked one after the other in silence, tied up together with what seemed to my naked eyes to be a never ending rope made out of weeds.

‘Ronan good you are here, I was just about to send for you,’ Master Sultan spoke with a smile of satisfaction across his face which was directed to the weary looking people before us, rather than to me. ‘My short excursion proved successful beyond my expectations, just look at whom I have been able to discover and capture.’

‘They are the rebels?’ 

‘Well...yes you could certainly term them as that.’

‘But from which enemy land, they do not look like the Basingdales, Fabians or the Velar’s for that matter?’ I spoke with confusion trying to get a better look at the prisoners who stared blankly down looking at the feet of the one before them.

‘They are not from any of those provinces, but from a more distant land filled with people who have been at war with our own land and all who inhabit it for some time. But that is of not of importance right now. Ronan, I need you to focus on guarding them, make sure they do not escape from the dungeons while I am away. I do not want them in contact with any others for any great length of time, and if anything strange should happen while I am away, anything at all, you are to send word to me immediately, do you hear?’ Master Sultan spoke with seriousness as he looked at me with his darkened beady eyes.

‘But Master Sultan you are setting off again so soon, after only coming back from your travels today?’  I enquired not quite understanding the urgency behind his words. Nor was I completely clear with the background information he had given to me to explain the existence of his prisoners. 

I had spent a good amount of time during my training studying the history books to identify and name all the enemies that threatened my state. Of these people walking wearily in front of me I knew not, and could not at this moment guess at their origins. But I knew better than to question my Master, it was obvious that the mystery behind the people and that of his current actions and behaviour was something he wanted to keep to himself, and I would just have to be patient, and trust that he would reveal all when he was ready.

‘Yes I have to finish off some important business before I can rest, but it was important for me to see them in good hands first.’

‘Master let me then come with you; I can serve as extra protection for you wherever you are going to next.’

‘No Ronan have you not been listening to me. You are needed here, as head of my army, not to mention that you are my own blood, my nephew, there is no one else I can trust with them, no one else who I can give this task to.’

‘Master if that is your expressed wish, I will be honoured to follow your orders. I will not fail you, I will see that these people are safely kept under lock and key away from all others,’ I conceded willingly to him, knowing that any further argument wouldn’t do any good in trying to change his mind, and even worst there was a chance that he would soon perceive me as being insolent.

‘Good, good, I am sure you will serve me well’ my uncle was pleased at my response, I could tell by the way he pulled at his silver long beard with his left hand, to distort the features of his narrow face as he relaxed on his mount. ‘I will then leave them in your charge as I prepare for my next steps.’

I did not dare make the mistake of questioning my uncle’s orders as I watched him steer his horse and ride away into his fortress with his bodyguards following close behind.

I then waited in silence as I scanned the scene before me.  Watching as the last of the prisoners continued on their way across the bridge to the lowest level of the fortress. I wondered if they were aware of the dreaded fate that lay ahead of them. Probably not, the poor fools that they were, how would they be able to know that my uncle was not famed for his mercy, when he was wronged. They were just lucky for a time they were under my watch until he came back from his secret mission.

Feeling more curious I got off my horse to inspect more closely, confident of my safety with the prisoners tied up to each other whilst some of my own men now surrounded me for protection, should they be foolish enough to step out of line.

But if I had thought I would receive mutual interest back I was to be wrong, the prisoners passed me by unflinchingly, ignoring my presence among them. They showed no fear or despair, it was as if they were already resigned to their fate. 

Giving up on learning anything through mere observation I looked to get back on to my horse, that was until that is, I caught sight finally of one of them who was bold enough to look me right in the eyes, catching me off guard to hold me glued to my spot.

It was a young woman with auburn coloured hair and eyes of the deepest blue. They were dazzlingly in both colour and intensity to which they peered at me, showing both pride and sadness at the same time. And as they darkened even further I felt and heard her challenge to me, without her saying any words out loud.

Breaking from her spell, I tore my own eyes away from her as I turned my head to hide my shame. It took some moments of me trembling beneath my army uniform with my hairs on edge to look back in the same direction.

I sighed in relief when I realised that she had gone with the last of her unlucky people, now steps closer to the dungeons that would be their new home for the foreseeable future. 

But if I had thought this fact would make me feel somewhat comfortable in the short or long term I would be wrong, for what had transpired between the young woman and I in those few moments where we had held each other’s stares would affect and change the course of my life forever - though I would have never imagined so at the time.
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‘Which one of the prisoners is it General that you wish to speak with?’

‘That one, that one over there?’ I pointed to the woman who had been causing me trouble. I watched as she stood up freely, her composure was calm; it was if she had been expecting me to send for her. She looked around at the others, who inhabited the room along with her, but she did not exchange a single word with them. I did, however, observe that they nodded in acknowledgement. Of what I did not know, but I certainly wanted to find out.

‘Take her to my quarters I wish to question her,’ I added the last words to my sentence noting the confused look from the dungeon master and my men who dragged the woman out of the cell with the weeds still like chains at her ankles and wrists. 

‘No need to be so rough with her...I would prefer her to be in one piece and capable of answering the questions I will be asking her,’ I spoke without thinking, it not sitting well with me the observation of my men being heavy handed with her.

‘Sorry General, we will take better care.’

My response was a mere satisfied grunt as I then continued to lead the way to my quarters, while the female rebel and a small collection of my men followed swiftly behind me.

‘Now tell me what your name is?’ I repeated my order with a raised voice
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