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Chapter 1
Early morning rose, the sun brightly shining through the trees, the air still damp and cold, fog rising from the ground. The birds had not yet awakened. The wind blew strongly from the east as the sun started to climb slowly into the sky above, its rays beaming down upon a long cobbled stone road that led far up into the mountains.
The makers of the road had long since passed away, their souls now owned by the spirits of darkness, their screams still heard by some. The road stretched for miles it seemed, cold and uninhabited, except for small animals and rodents. Few had ever travelled upon this road, even by day.
As the road wound its way up the mountain side, a sense of utter stillness and evil cast its wings over the earth. Here everything seemed dead and cold, without life and dark. . Evil grew as the road finally came to an end, a black castle loomed larger then life for all to see. Thousands of wooden poles lined the outside of the castle walls, each carrying the head of a dead person, eyes missing and skeletal faces showing signs of utter terror and pain. These were the remains of men, woman and children of long ago and the present.
The draw bridge of the castle was guarded by two creatures with long drawn swords, white eyes and sharp pointed teeth, peering out of steel helmets. Their build was of a short but muscular type. Black wings wrapped around their sides and long dirty nails held their swords in place- mouths open, tongues flickering, they held their watch. Archers lined the top of the castle walls, bows ready to be drawn at any time and the sound of men shouting orders and camp fires being put out, were heard from within.
Smoke seemed to hover high above the castle as if there was no wind at all, only an eery stillness. From within the walls of the castle, knights in black armour mounted their horses to ride, their swords still freshly stained from battle. Each knight wore heavy black armour, a shield by their side, marked by the sign of the Dark Lord, Exreth, their leader. The horses they rode where also adorned with black armour, leaving only their tails whipoing from side to side freely. Their leader, stood motionless for a moment then mounted his great horse, his armour the same as his men, except for the large black wings that flanked his sides and the horns on his helmet. The sword he carried was made from no human hands, its sides adorned with ancient inscriptions and distorted gross figures. Around his waist, a large black belt with jewels shone brightly in the sunlight for all to see. Few men could look into his eyes for they were as red as fresh blood.
Some say if a man looked into his eyes, they would slowly go mad. He turned his head to the side and then raised his arm. "Ride!" he called out, and forward his armies of black knights rode, through the front gates and over the draw bridge.
The creatures at the gate only looked on and smiled ghastly smiles, with white pointed teeth shining in the morning light. Their master was leaving.
. . .
It was mid afternoon by the river side. Men were camping by the river bank. Their leader, Sir Andrew, a tall man heavily armed, with grey hair above fierce blue eyes, sat by the river thinking about the battle his men had fought the night before. His sword lay beside him and his shield with the King's sign in front. His armour lay heavy on his chest, covered in dust and blood, the silver colours now dull and worn and his hands racked with pain from fighting. Sir Andrew's men had accomplished, what they were commanded to do by the King, which was to steal the Golden Sphere of Light from the Dark Lord Exreth's highest tower, set the tower on fire and then meet one of the King's boats by the river before night fall- but the Kings boat never arrived. They had fought the Dark Lord's knights all evening by the river bank until they retreated by morning and some of Sir Andrew's men lay dead, washed up by the shore, white eyes staring off into space, mouths open, flies swarming around. Some had arms missing, others legs, and some lay still bleeding with gaping sword wounds in their sides. His men had taken many losses the night before, once 1000 strong, now they were only 200- huge numbers having been mortally wounded in battle. Sir Andrew commanded some of his men to build a small raft out of the trees that surrounded the river side, others were to attend the seriously wounded men and if need be give them peace by sword. Sir Andrew, thought the King mad when he first heard of his plan but after he realized the full power of the Golden Sphere, his thoughts were of determination and will to retrieve it for his King.
The Golden Sphere had great powers and could command large armies to their death from madness. No man could escape once taken by its power to enslave men. It was found some say by a wizard thousands of years ago, who went completely mad and took his own life and some say the Golden sphere possessed his very soul.
For years the Sphere was held by the Dark Lord who could wield its power without mercy, while his armies slaughtered thousands of men, women and children. The Dark Lord would use the Golden Spear to spy on his enemies movements, giving him the ultimate advantage in battle. Once the enemy was trapped, the Dark Lord would release the power of the Golden Sphere upon them, leaving them helpless and frozen in their armour, stunned by the bright golden rays, radiating from the Sphere. When the Great Sphere was not being used by the Dark Lord, it was kept in a silver box. The silver box was engraved with strange ancient markings and lined with plush green velvet. The Dark Lord kept the silver box hidden in his castle, which was flanked with skeleton heads of the dead on poles. It was said his knights drank the blood of their enemy and ate their flesh. For five years the Kings of the Earth tried to defeat him and could not, his power being too strong for any army of men. Through this desperation came the plan by King Oreon to steal the Golden Sphere from the Dark Lord's castle at night, and he commanded his best knight Sir Andrew to complete this dangerous task.. He was to take his thousand men and secretly enter the Dark Lord's castle by the cover of darkness and steal the sphere and set fire to the tower. Sir Andrew and his men would then wait by the river side to be picked up by a tall ship and taken back to the King's northern castle before night fall. There the sphere would be taken by horse rider to the Wizard named Yamney, who was said to be the only one left on earth, who could handle the sphere and destroy the Dark Lord with its powers, ending his rule once and for all.
As the men finished building the small boat, they stood back admiring their handy work. The boat was sleek, narrow in width, shallow in depth, with adjacent oars and room enough for three men. Supplies where mounted in the stern with extra weapons kept in leather saddle bags. As the sun grew higher in the afternoon sky, a lone rider made his way toward them. It was Sir Manting, Sir Andrew's second in command. His pace was one of a man racing from a hidden demon, horror showed on his face. "The Dark Lord's men are coming along the road not far back, Sir Andrew, we must ride at once," Sir Manting yelled aloud.
Sir Andrew looked up, with a worried look upon his face, "Men you must split into two groups. Sir John, you take your men east, Sir Kendrick, take your men west, both of you should meet us at the King's castle by a third day. I will take Sir Manting and Lady Irene with me and go by river. May God keep you all safe." Sir Andrew raised his arm and shouted "For King Orion,"and his men shouted in reply," For King Orion." Sir Andrew and his company departed in their small boat with the Golden Sphere safely hidden inside a leather poach. Beside Sir Andrew sat Lady Irene, her long black hair blowing in the wind. She was a beautiful woman, bright blue eyes, the colour of the sea, high cheek bones, small lips. Her armour shone brightly in the sun, beneath it lay strong arms, small frame, supported by muscular legs and small feet. Some say she had a violent temper and could be seen spitting on her enemy in battle, then running him through with her sword. The rest of Sir Andrew's men mounted their horses and raced toward their given paths, hoping to distance themselves from the Dark Lord's knights. They would ride all evening, to gain ground and hopefully out-distance their enemies. The sides of the riverbank, were surrounded by dense forest and small streams, some, more then knee deep and some of the knight's horses fell and had to be dragged forward too solid ground. Sir Kendrick's men raced forward with the speed of desperate men, some of the men wounded from battle where strapped to their horses in order to ride, others rode with one eye kept on their comrades to ensure their safety. Sir Kendricks look was one of deep brooding, his red hair, now short and dry, seemed to keep him young looking. The only thing that gave away his age was the cold hard steely look, his eye's gave a man- black as night. He had fought many battles, but the Dark Lord's knights seemed immortal, never tiring, always attacking with relentlessly furry. It was odd but in last night's battle there seemed to be no eyes behind any of the knight's metal visors Sir Kendrick thought to himself? Were they demons dressed in heavy black armour, their souls enslaved by the Dark Lord's power, or were they mortal men, of flesh and blood, for many had died in battle only to rise and be felled down again by heavy sword blows to the head.
Sir Kendrick shook his head as if trying to free his mind of these dreadful thoughts but it was no use, he had to lead his men to safety and quickly, even if it meant riding through the pitch black darkness of night. The path their horses rode upon seemed extremely narrow and twisted, small rocks protruding from the ground, causing some of the horses to stumble and neigh with
displeasure.
His men complained bitterly about the eery feeling they kept having, while they rode behind Sir Kendrick who responded firmly, "Quiet, there are no goblins or witches here. Are you not men? a 12 year old boy is braver then you lot, I'm sure Lady Irene would laugh silly if she heard this nonsense" Sir Kendrick bellowed aloud, but his men only mumbled a brief response and rode
on, darkness starting to fall around them.
The small forest they rode through seemed haunted and dark as thousands of small snakes seemed to crawl everywhere on the ground, slithering between rocks and over falling branches. Some of Sir Kendrick's men were ordered to light torches and guide the rest of the men through the forest. Spiders seemed to hang from every tree only to crawl onto a rider's face as he rode underneath, their sting of venom, painful and terrorizing to the victim. Some of the men fell ill and rolled to the ground vomiting, their faces a pale blue with horror, blood between their teeth, their horses running wild and free.
Sir Kendrick only gave them a brief glance and commanded his men to continue on riding, leaving these men behind to die of their poisonous wounds. He was a cold and heartless man, his men came to realize and some even thought of killing him secretly with one of the large black spiders, except none could bring himself to catch one and carry it to its intended victim, as even the sight of one of the spiders, turned a man's blood cold with fear and dread.
As the night wore on, the men gradually became accustomed too their surroundings and rode in silence under the watchful eye of their leader Sir Kendrick, bitterness turning to hate and loathing. Finally a ray of light shone through the Forest's trees and before them lay a clearing where morning sun light broke through and gazed upon them. They had been riding so hard, that time had slipped by and night had ended. The forest it seemed, had put a cloak of darkness around them and chilled their very souls. Sir Kendrick's men smiled at the sight before them and breathed a sigh of relief, their ride through darkness over. Even Sir Kendrick seemed content with this new surrounding. He ordered his men to halt and then commanded some of them to break open dry rations, to be passed around to each man, as there were to be no cooking fires this morning. Not a trace of their whereabouts must be revealed to their enemy, and smoke would definitely give them away. Each man gave his horse a rest by dismounting and watering it, then the horses where tied to trees near by for safe keeping, while some of the men rested and others gambled.
Sir Kendrick, liked this group of men very little. He thought them cowards and sissies, girlie men at best, the kind found sitting beside their King, when court was in session. The very kind that made his skin crawl and his nerves on edge, no, not men by any standard, and some day he would retire from all this king nonsense and find a large breasted woman to take as his bride, no more women from the taverns.
Some of the men sat brooding and wondering how their comrades under Sir John's command were faring. He was a brave and kind leader and always did what was right for his company and he always seemed to make his men laugh. Sir John led his men through an open field, short grass and a few plants. Their horses seemed to move slowly in order to graze and fill their empty stomachs on the small plants.
The sun began to fall and cast a shadow on his men. As they rode their horses through the field, an eery silence seemed to take them by surprise. The men looked at each other and then at their leader, who replied "I think the hair on the back of my neck is starting to stand up." With this remark the men went into fits of laughter and rode on at an easy pace. Soon darkness surrounded them and Sir John ordered some of his men to light torches and lead the rest through the field. Suddenly one of Sir John's men let out a horrible scream and fell from his horse, the men stopped and looked, an arrow was stuck through the man's throat, blood pouring out of his mouth as he gasped for air. Sir John commanded his men to form a circle and raise their shields. Sir John looked around but to no avail, the enemy were nowhere be seen.
After a few minutes of looking, he ordered two of his men to circle around back behind them and kill whoever it was that shot the arrow. Two of his men rode off to look for this hidden assassin and to take care of the matter. Sir John ordered the rest of his men to keep riding, "keep your eyes peeled men, I think it is only one man, maybe two". As they rode, another horrible scream could be heard from one of the men. The men turned round to see another one of their comrades pierced through the throat with an arrow, his horse now running freely. Now the men where starting to feel uneasy and on edge. "This fellow's a bloody good shot,"Sir John muttered quietly to himself. "Where the hell is he hiding?" Just then one of the riders he had sent out came riding forward to great them. "Sir John, Jack is dead. I rode ahead of him for a while, only to double back and find him pierced by an arrow, horse as well, but I couldn't see any signs of our enemy."Sir John thought for a while, "Men, we must split our force in half. Jason, you take half the men and circle this area. Find the bastard that keeps shooting at us, I will continue riding forward with the rest of you. Don't spend too long looking, but circle around, then race like the wind and catch up with us."
Jason and his men fell back and started to circle the area, while Sir John led his men forward on their path to the King's castle. As they rode, one man after another was heard screaming and falling to the ground, Sir John's temper seemed to swell with every man lost. Finally Sir John commanded his men to ride forward without him. Sir John slowly moved his horse into a small hidden area covered with trees and waited. After some time a small figure cloaked in black and bow in hand, came forth. He stood for a few moments, then drew his bow and arrow and fired, a scream was heard up ahead. Sir John raced his horse towards the small dark figure and raised his sword ready to strike, the small figure stepped back in surprise but it was too late, Sir John swung hard, clearing the mans head off his shoulders.
With a smile Sir John looked back to see his handy work, the head still rolling along the ground, body lying still, unmoving. Sir John waited for a while longer, then satisfied there were no more hidden archers he rode on to catch up with his men. Soon Jason and his men caught up with the rest of Sir John's men and told them there was no sign of their assassin. Sir John only smiled and told them they should have looked harder and not been such slackers. Then he proceeded to pull out of a leather pouch the assassins head and raised it above himself. He then threw the head far up into the air and yelled "Duck"! With loud laughter the rest of the men scattered and rejoined after a while, one of the men making a short comment, "You almost got me with that one Sir John". The rest of the men howled with laughter now, some falling from there horses, which
created even more laughs. After much laughter, Sir John and his men rode forward still smiling, and some still making jokes while the others laughed aloud.
Sir John and his men headed west across a long and straight cobblestone road, the river bank was just a small distance away from them as they rode.
Sir John was glad they had a road to travel on and that they did not have to go through the forest, as he had heard bad things about it - maybe old wives' tales but still. Some of the stories he had heard were enough to make the hair stand on the back of a grown man's neck. As his men rode on down the cobblestone road they had a strange feeling of being watched. The horses started to snort and shake their heads, some stomped their hooves. This started to make Sir John nervous and he tried to remember if he had heard any horrible stories about this long cobblestone road or not. One of his men cried out that he just saw a large black shadow tracing along beside them - the man's eyes were wide with fear.
Okay, enough of this fairytale thinking, Sir John thought to himself and ordered his men to leave the road and ride along side it on the grass, closer to the forest. His men obeyed and moved to the side of the road, looking a bit bewildered by his order. After an hour had passed, the strange feeling of being watched stopped bothering them and they proceeded to ride back on the road at a steady pace. The road was long and its surface hard but worn, the edges full of small stones, sharp and deadly. The sun beamed down upon them without mercy and sweat poured down the mens' faces as they rode, their heavy armour shining in the sun, their horses grazing from time to time on grass.
While they rode, Sir John asked his second in command, Sir Druin , if he had heard any horrible old wives tales about the road they were riding by. Sir Druin looked at Sir John and laughed, oh you mean the old story about the wicked witch and her log cabin. Sir John looked at Sir Druin and let out a loud belly full of laughter, his men turned and looked at him with nervous eyes until he told them what was so funny and then they all laughed loudly. Sir Druin always had a way of making people laugh and looked for every opportunity he could find. He was a brave knight, long black hair and dark soft eyes, hands worn and hard over the years, broad shoulders and strong arms and legs. He had fought in many wars along Sir John's side for their King.
Sir John thought to himself, "Wicked witch, if I see her, I'll cut her down and make some wicked witch pie for dinner tonight, then I will let Druin tell horror stories all night, till the men are all wide eyed and frightened." As he rode on, he chuckled to himself and sighed, fighting for the King is hard work and little pay if that.
The sun was starting to sink as Sir John's men made camp. They unsaddled their horses and brought them to the river bank to drink and cool off themselves. Some of the men even undressed and swam in the water. It wasn't long before a few of the men swimming started to shout in horror. Large snakes had all of a sudden started to swim toward them, the likes they had never seen before, black and long, with golden triangle patterns on their sides, red eyes, sharp and beady, thick as a man's arm.
Sir John looked up, his face with horror, shouted to his men to swim for their lives.
He ran towards the river bank, his sword above his head. Sir John waded into the deep river water until it was up to his waist, sword above his head. His men swam towards him, one screamed in pain as he was bitten and dragged under by two of the giant snakes. The other men swam as hard as they could towards Sir John and the shoreline. Some of the men made it past him but not before another man was bitten and dragged under by the remaining black snakes. He waited for a while, sword above his head but nothing moved and everything was still. He shook his head and waded back to the shoreline and walked up to land beside his horror-stricken men, fear still showing on their faces. Sir Druin , muttered out loud, "What a evil place this is". Sir John nodded his head in agreement and ordered some of his men to get blankets for the men who had been swimming.
Sir Druin stared at the water for a while but could see nothing. All was still. It was if nothing had happened but two of their men had been attacked and dragged under the deep river by long black snakes from hell. He shook his head and wondered if this was all but a bad dream, one that he had not woken up from yet. The men now huddled together eating cold meat and drinking bad tasting wine, looked up at him and tried to smile, each still feeling fear.
Night time finally arrived and the men were settled down and retiring for the evening. Sir John shared his tent with some of the men including Sir Druin. The tents where small and made out of cheap leather and string and leaked most of the time,. If you were lucky, your tent did not smell and did not leak. The evening was alive with the sounds of nighttime animals, who came out to do their hunting and feeding upon prey. Some of the sounds Sir John had never heard before and he spoke with Sir Druin about this. "Sir Druin , what do you make of that one, the one with the really screechy sound ?" Sir Druin replied, "It sounds like a large dog with its nose plugged up because it has a cold." The men started to laugh and make jokes about this reply from Sir Druin.
Slowly the men fell asleep, one by one, snoring loudly from their tents beside the old cobblestone road and the river to their side. Wild birds screeched and swooped over the dark river and the current rushed by. The night wore on and time passed. Things seemed peaceful even. Suddenly there was a loud scream and Sir John was awakened from his deep slumber. He bolted from the tent, his broad sword in his hand, barely clothed but still wearing boots. The scream came from the far tent of one of his men. As Sir John pull back the tent flap, he saw a ghastly sight, a giant black snake from the river had one of his mens heads stuck in its mouth and was trying to swallow him. The other men tried to cut and stab at the viper but to no use. It's eyes as red as blood and its giant fangs ripped into its victims head, blood pouring out profusely.
The mans body shook violently back and forth and tossed to the side by the force of the snake. Sir John lunged toward the snake with his sword above his head. With one strong and heavy blow, he cut through the snake's neck and severed the head from its body. The long tail, now cut free from the snake's head began to thrash and hit men left and right until Sir John ran his sword through it a few times. The head of the snake still had the man's head in its mouth and the man's body had gone dark blue in colour.
Sir John ordered his men to pay their respect to their comrade named Fox who was a very brave man, one of John's best men. Fox was a tall man and a fierce fighter, sometimes taking on more than one enemy in battle at a time. His favourite weapon was the large two- headed battle axe, which he could swing with ease and lightning fast speed. His favourite meal was roasted pork on a spit with green peppers. Some of the men were ordered by Sir Druin to drag the snake, along with the tent, to the river and set it on fire and let it drift down the river. Anger swelled up inside Druin and he cursed the place they were in. Now the men were gripped with fear and huddled around in a circle talking in low voices. There would be no more rest for tonight and all the men stayed awake and kept their eyes out for snakes from the river.
Day light slowly broke and John's men prepared for the ride west, their horses now rested from last night. The men looked tired and wearied from the night with no sleep. Sir John dressed and tightened his armour and boot straps. The sword he would have to clean later in the day,- it lay beside the tent covered in snake guts and blood. It was the first time John had ever had to kill a giant black snake, the largest one he had ever seen. It must have been 30 feet long and its head the size of a large dog. The snake's fangs where the size of a man's hands and it's eyes where the colour of dark blood. The sight of the snake was one John and his men would dream about for years to come.
. . . .
Lady Irene lay upon the bow of the small boat, bathing in the bright mid day sun. She had removed some of her armour and revealed more flesh then Sir Andrew would like to see. Sir Manting, a tall burly man, with long blond hair and arms the size of tree trunks, sat in the rear and gazed admiringly at Lady Irene. He was the size of a giant and could eat more then 4 wild pigs at once and he was a man that no man would want to face in battle. Sir Andrew sat in the middle and was assigned the job of rowing, even though he was in charge. The boat slowly pulled its way down the river by the current and Sir Andrew's rowing. Sometimes branches from the small trees that lined the river bank would scrape along side their boat or hit them in the head, especially Sir Manting, he was always getting hit, which made Lady Irene laugh loudly. "Sir Manting, you have had enough time lazing about how about we change, eh?"asked Sir Andrew. "Eh, captain, this long over do, I''m sure," replied Sir Manting. Both men changed places but not before almost tipping their small boat and throwing Lady Irene off the bow. She cursed both of them like a wild cat and hurled insults at them until they were seated again. She had a vile temper and would spit on occasions at those who angered her.
Their small boat drifted on into the afternoon and moved slowly up the river towards the Kings Castle. Sir Manting, started to get the feeling something was following their boat under water. He wasn't sure but every now and then he caught a glimpse of a large black object, almost the shape of a octopus, moving alongside there boat. He pointed it out to Sir Andrew and Lady Irene, who could see nothing and thought he was going mad.
Now it was time for Lady Irene to take over and row for a while, her strong arms taking to the task with ease. Her powerful little frame taking to the task with vigour and making fun of the two men's lazy rowing abilities. Both men grinned and Sir Andrew told her, she should have been their main rower from the start, to which she grinned and winked at him. While the boat drifted, a loud thud sound was heard and then again and then again. "Lady Irene, row to the shore ,"commanded Sir Andrew, looking fearful. Again the loud thud sound was heard but louder this time than before. Something was smashing into their boat but they couldn't see what it was. Sir Manting guessed it was the large black shape he saw earlier, in the afternoon.
As the boat raced toward the shore a large black tentacle shot out of the water and grabbed Sir Manting by the arm. Sir Manting, fear gripping his very soul, pulled his arm upwards, trying to free him self but it was no use. Now half the giant black octopus was crawling over the small boat. It's eyes the colour of bright green, its mouth wide open and tongue sticking out, hissing. Lady Irene, seeing what was happening, jumped for her broad sword, then with her arms raised above her head, let down a heavy blow severing the octopus's arm from its body. The giant black octopus reared its large head and let out a horrible scream of pain, white teeth smashing together as it tried to grab Lady Irene. She jumped back just in time.
Lady Irene lifted her broad sword above her head and smashed down on the octopuses head, splitting it clearly in half. Blood poured all over the small boat and the creature lay withering, anger still in its eyes.
Lady Irene sat down at the edge of the boat , panting heavily and trying to regain her composure. Sir Andrew and Sir Manting both kicked the remains of the black octopus overboard. "Well-done Irene, you are one brave fighter, I must say," stated Sir Andrew. "I have never seen a woman so brave as you in all my life." "Here , here, I as well, Lady Irene," replied Sir Manting. "You fought that terrible creature with a devil's revenge."
Now regaining her composure, Lady Irene straightened her back and thanked them. Her ego, now being raised by two men she admired and wanted to bed as well. She smiled to herself and let out a little laugh. "Men are such scared little creatures, like little boys needing their strong mother to protect them," she thought. "I need to clean myself off, from all this blood and guts, gentlemen, do you mind if I go for a swim?", Lady Irene asked. Both men looked at her as if she was mad. "Swim?" Sir Manting replied, "Are you mad? Just think of what could be down there as well as the octopus." Sir Andrew agreed. They where both about to protest again but it was too late.
Lady Irene started to take off her clothing, and as she did so, she made sure to give the men a good view of her back side. She stayed bent over for what seemed like a life time to Sir Andrew.
Then with a splash , Lady Irene was in the water, swimming about like a little kid. She splashed the two men with water and laughed at them and then dove under water head first letting her back side pop up for them to see, all wet and shining in the sun. "This is a bit too much for them to take," thought Sir Andrew, his inner feelings starting to get the best of him. Sir Manting just stared at her in delight, loving ever minute of this beautiful display. Lady Irene, now refreshed from her long swim, crawled on board and was handed her clothes by Sir Andrew.
Chapter 2
The men where all eating breakfast as Sir Kendrick rode through their camp, inspecting the surroundings and shaking his head in disapproval about the way the men had set up their tents. "You men are a disgrace and not deserving of a fine Knight like myself being in charge of you lot!" screamed Sir Kendrick.. "What kind of idiot leaves his boots outside the tent?", he screamed again. Most of Sir Kendrick's men just looked at him and muttered insults and prayers wishing a bolt of lighting would take him away soon.
"We shall ride in an hour!" Sir Kendrick bellowed at the top of his lungs. "You weak and spineless cowards shall have another two days of my superior leadership, then I will be rid of your lot and thank god almighty!" he yelled out loud as he dismounted from his horse. He walked his black horse across the camp to his tent, which was a little distance from his men's tents. He would not sleep near such unkept creatures as these so-called men. His time in the King's army had taught him many things about such creatures. They where to be punished daily, in order to keep them in line.
Sir Kendrick's men where now getting ready for the long day's ride, each packing up food and supplies as well as gathering tents and fire wood. Some of the men stood around muttering to each other about how they could do away with Sir Kendrick. "I would drop a blade threw his head, " Jack spoke to the man beside him. "I have had to listen to his crap for two years now and every day I see him, I get the strong urge to run him through with me blade." The other man nodded in agreement. "Some say he's the devil's right hand man and worships evil at night," spoke Kern. " I say we all stab him through and run for it, tonight," spoke a quite little man with a long grey beard. ""Nay," said another man standing by his horse," If we do that, all the Kings men will be hunting us down till where all dead or close to it." A man in black armour quickly rode up to them and loudly yelled out his displeasure. "Right, I have had enough of you dogs, get your horses and ride or I'll have your heads sent back to the King himself." Sir Tiren, was a large man with long black hair and a scar on the right side of his face. His hands where the size of a man's head. He wore black shining armour with the King's emblem on the back and carried a large broad sword on his side. No one disobeyed his orders- the last man who did was gutted and set out to dry, while the rest of the army watched. He was Sir Kendrick's favourite knight and left in charge most of the time. It was said, he took a arrow for Sir Kendricks in one of the King's early wars with France.
The men finally rode out into the early morning and drank small bits of water to quench their thirst along the way. Sir Kendrick rode at the front with Sir Tiren by his side, both wearing black armour and carrying their broad swords at their sides. No man looked their way, if they wished to listen to insults or be punished for such behaviour.
As the men rode along , they began to hear strange sounds from the trees along their path. At first it sounded like something being dragged across the road or across a wooden floor. The sound kept getting louder and louder and suddenly turned into hisses, like that of a giant snake. Sir Kendricks men started to look around to try and see where these sounds were coming from but no one seemed to be able to figure it out . Sir Kendrick ordered one of his men to ride forth and scout out the terrain ahead of the rest of the men.
Twenty minutes passed and still his scout had not returned. "Maybe the man had deserted or got lost," Sir Kendrick thought. Then all of a sudden a loud horrifying scream was heard by all. The kind of scream that sent a cold chill down a man's spine and made his hair stand on end. All the men looked up in the direction the scream had come from, their faces showing horror at what they saw before them. Racing toward them where hundreds of large black snakes, some as big as forty feet, red eyes glowing brightly in the sun, mouths open and large fangs ready. The sound they made was horrible, hiss, hiss, hiss, hiss!
"Ready men, have your spears and swords ready," ordered Sir Kendrick, his face hard as steel. The men seemed frozen with fear, some even tried to retreat but were blocked by Sir Tiren and his large threatening broad sword, which he waved at them, uttering threats. Now the snakes were upon them. The ones at the front reared their heads and opened their mouths. The first one struck and sprang up high, dragging the first man from his horse, head first. The man could not move fast enough and now half his head was in the large snake's mouth, its fangs crushing through his skull. The snake swung its head back and forth as it released its venom, which would have been enough to kill twenty men. The man screamed in pain and his body went limp, then he was dragged off to the forest by the snake.
Now the men were hacking and stabbing at every snake that was before them. The snakes moved with lightning speed , biting into horses even, their long fangs dripping with venom . Riders fell upon the ground as their horses screamed in pain and thrashed wildly, the giant snakes dragging their bodies back into the forest after their venom had done its work. The men who had lost their horses, now had to face their enemy on foot. The snakes were huge, towering over these men and striking at them with lightning speed. Every man who was on the ground was bitten and dragged away as the snakes continued their attack.
"This was an enemy his men could not beat," thought Sir Kendrick. He ordered his men to retreat and ride like hell up the path. His men did so with great haste, as the snakes struck again, killing and dragging horses and men into the forest. Sir Kendrick's men rode down the path with great speed, waving they're broad swords around and trying to fend off the snakes that followed their horses.
Finally they had outridden their enemy and began to slow their wild stride. The snakes still followed but where now far behind Sir Kendrick's men. He ordered them to keep riding until they could no longer see these horrible creatures. The men now terrified and shaken obeyed, each looking back every minute to check. Their morning had been one filled with horror and death, half the men where gone, dragged off into the forest, to be eaten by the giant black snakes at night. Sir Kendrick and Sir Tiren both rode side by side, whispering to each other in low tones. They were discussing how to keep the rest of their men alive and outdistance these giant snakes. Finally they decided to just keep riding, even through nightfall, if need be. Sir Kendrick would send one unlucky scout back to check and see if any snakes still followed.
The afternoon now approached and the men slowed their pace to a slow ride along their path. The horses grazed upon the grass along the way and the men more relaxed but always looking back to check. The scout Sir Kendrick had sent returned with good news. The giant snakes had returned to the forest, some carrying horses and some carrying men with them as they went. The men shuddered at the thought of this and looked back to check again.
"Halt," Sir Kendrick ordered, "we shall have lunch, it seems our snake friends have gone back to their lair. Be at ease men." Sir Kendrick and Sir Tiren both climbed down off their horses and surveyed their surroundings. "Not bad," thought Sir Tiren, "no one in sight and no snakes." They sat upon the ground and their men did likewise, their horses tied to each other and grazing. Each man was given his small amount of meat and water by Sir Tiren, which they ate with vigour.
It had been an awful morning and the men had fought hard, only half surviving. This trip with Sir Kendrick was a living nightmare and the men would be grateful when it was over. He was a horrible man and all the men hated him as well as his lieutenant, Sir Tiren who was just as bad, if not worse. Both of these men kept them constantly beaten and enslaved by the King's orders. No man dared to disobey their orders or risk being cut open and left to dry in the hot sun. Sir Tiren was good at cutting open a man and letting him bleed to death in front of all the men. He had done this a couple of times.
Some of the men sat in small groups and talked with one another, whispering thoughts of mutiny and desertion. They had very good reasons, to wish to leave. They feared their commanders were half mad and were bent on having them all killed, just for enjoyment. Each man wished a horrible death for there two commanders and prayed each day that it would come to pass and they would be free of this enslavery and hell.
. . .
The afternoon was hot and dry as Sir John and his men rode along at a slow pace, the horses snorting and whipping their tails from side to side. Sir Druin was ordered to keep a watchful eye on their surroundings for any more large snakes. The men seemed to be watching as well and every now and then a false alarm was raised on the possible sight of a snake in the grass.
Large birds flew over head as they rode past a narrow stream, that intertwined with the river. Small fish could be seen swimming along the water in schools and some of the men asked John if they could fish. "No, that river is cursed and I can't afford too lose anymore men," replied Sir John. The men all agreed with him and continued to ride west along the side of the stream. They watched the small fish swimming and jumping out of the water and the birds flying over head, some as large as a man's arm, grey, with a large beak and talons.
They came to a small open field and decided to break for lunch. "Men, our ride is almost over, another day and we will be at the king's castle, where there will be wine, woman and song for all," spoke John. His men very glad to hear this, let out a small cheer and dismounted from their horses. Sir Druin broke out the rations and treated the men to a funny song he had come up with along the way. "Large black snakes and lady lace, are a mans best friend, fa la fa la. If granny came and went I say, I'd be dancing with the snakes," sang Sir Druin. The men thought this was great and started to join in and sing along.
"It was a great help to have Druin along," thought John, he a had a good way with the men and helped relax them from their worries. He also was a excellent swordsman and a very good shot with the bow and arrow. John remembered the King challenging Druin to a sword match and the King just barely won, or maybe Druin let him win, John was not sure. The King was always setting up challenges and duals and even chess games. It seemed to John the King never lost any of these games for whatever reason.
John was very fond of his King and had fought many battles for him against France and its allies. King Orion, was a good King and treated every man and woman kindly, but if you betrayed him, your head would rest on a very long pole. He was always planning new things for his kingdom and had many outdoor parties in the spring and summer. His people loved him and always cheered when he and his men rode by.
King Orion had many dogs which followed him around all day, mainly blood hounds, that made one hell of a noise. You knew when the King was approaching, as there would be this huge amount of barking and shuffling sound, followed by the King ordering his hounds to be quiet or they would wake the dead and his grandmother.
John sat with his men in the small open field as they ate their afternoon meal, which was mainly comprised of cheap wine and meat, with a little bit of fruit. The men where grateful to have this small bit of nourishment and started to relax and make jokes with one another. Henry, the largest of John's men ,let out a loud laugh, that could be heard for a mile. "You were scared too John, I saw your eyes at the sight of those snakes," declared Henry. John, laughed," yes Henry but I saw you peeing your pants, you where so scared," he replied. This made all the men laugh really hard and Druin especially.
The men sat around drinking cheap wine and some even gambled a bit and sang. Soon the sun would be beaming down hot on them for the afternoon. Their ride for the King's castle would begin again soon and it looked like it would be a hot one today. The men got their supplies packed again and mounted their horses.
"Men we must continue riding and reach the King's castle safely,"" said John. Druin. "And if any man pee's his pants again, he won't get any lunch, is that understood?" The men laughed at this and looked at Henry with a funny look, to which he just smiled back at them and laughed. Soon the sun was beaming down upon them as they rode along the small open field . The heat was now making the men sweat and complain like little boys. John suggested that Druin take their rear and keep a eye out for anything following them. Druin rode his horse back along behind the men and positioned himself close to the rear of their line of horses. His eyes looked behind them with peering glances.
The field was bare, with little trees and no water , small rocks seemed to be everywhere. Druin looked around and saw nothing. He started to feel like something was approaching from behind but he could see nothing. "There was no sight of any snakes, wild animals, birds, nothing," which made things even stranger , he thought. "There should be at least some wild beasts roaming around here." Druin glanced up just in time to catch the sight of a giant red bird, the size of a horse, flying over the men. He yelled to the men, "Arm your selves' men, look up."
The men all grabbed their broad swords and looked up to see the giant red bird circling above them now.
Sir John, waved his sword at the giant bird and yelled to his men to do the same. Now all the men were waving their swords and taunting the giant bird as it circled above them. Suddenly the giant bird swooped down with its talons razor sharp and tore the back of Henry's head clear off his body. Henry leaned forward and blood poured over his face, his eyes went white and he fell from his horse. The horse now free of its beloved owner staggered around with a wild look in its eyes.
As Henry fell from his horse , the giant red bird circled around and dove straight for another of Sir John's men. The giant bird's claws were stretched out in a formidable way, sharp talons outstretched. The man on the horse the bird was after, wheeled around with his battle sword ready, both hands gripping the blade tight as his horse stood still. The bird swooped towards him and as the bird came down, his blade pierced through its chest. Blood rushed out all over the man as his blade sank deep into the giant bird's chest. The red bird let out the most horrible cry a man could ever hear in his life, and began to thrash as it cried out. As the bird began to thrash it shook the man from his horse. The man's horse reared its head and snorted , blood streaming down its side.
Sir Druin charged at the dying bird and with one sweep of his broad sword , he cut the giant birds head clear off its body, sending it rolling on the ground. The rest of the giant bird's body fell to the ground and withered and shook, then became still. Rage filled Druin's heart as he took his blade and smashed down once again on the giant red bird's head. Henry was one of his closest friends and like a brother to him. Druin picked the head up and hurled it into the air for all to see. Half the bird's head was missing from his sword cuts to it. Druin walked over to the giant bird's body and stabbed his sword through the bird's body , over and over again, tears coming down from his eyes as he did so.
The men looked on as Sir Druin knelt down beside Henry and cried. Sir John walked up beside Druin and rested his hand on his shoulder, "I'm sorry Druin, Henry was a good man and one of my favourites," said Sir John, tears coming from his eyes as well. Druin looked up into John's eyes and tried to smile but only tears fell down his cheeks. Both men knelt beside Henry for a while and said their prayers to him and God. Sir John ordered some of his men to dig a small grave for Henry. The men stood around the shallow grave and paid their last respects to a man they all loved and looked up to. "Henry was a great friend," said Druin to Sir John as they ordered their men to ride again. Sir John agreed with Druin and the men began to ride once more toward the King's castle.
All the men where silent as they rode their horses through the field. Henry was like a big brother to them all and he always stood up for what was right. The men admired his fighting skills and his courage on the battle field. Henry would charge at the enemy and raise his sword high, never fearing how great the odds were, he was fearless.
As the men rode on , they began to sing a song that was Henry's favourite. Sir Druin, sang the song the loudest with the rest of the men singing along. Tears still fell from Druin and John's eyes as they rode in front of their men towards the Kings castle. The men's horses snorted and swayed as the small group of men road along at a slow pace.
. . .
The tiny boat slowly made its way down the vast river, helped along by the currents flow. It was Sir Manting's turn to row and he sat in the middle of the boat, his big arms pulling the oars with ease. Sir Andrew relaxed in the rear of the small boat, his hands resting on the sides. Lady Irene sat in the front and she seemed more at ease now and satisfied , both men were comforting and had lots of stamina to satisfy her desires.
As the boat moved along at a slow pace, Andrew asked Lady Irene, "where were you born Lady Irene?" . "Scotland," she replied, "a small place with fierce people and cold nights," a little sparkle lit up her eyes as she said this. Sir Andrew smiled as well as Sir Manting and they all laughed. "It is a beautiful place with lots of green forests and hills and large rivers, stocked with fish the size you have never seen before," she continued telling them, "My father used to have camp fires every night in the summer months and he used to take me fishing along the river bank," her eyes now sparkling in the sun from memories of her father.
Lady Irene's father was one of the King's favourite personal guards and had protected him many times in times of war. His large frame and powerful arms could cut a man in two with one swipe of a broad sword. He was a tall man with long silver hair and mustache , who always liked to laugh at his own jokes. Sir Candrid was his name and the King would always just call him can, whenever he needed something. Sir Candrid also had another duty that he performed for the King and it was always the same- wakes up at 6:00 a.m., then feed and pet fifty hound dogs, who always had bad breath.
Lady Irene now lay at the front of the boat looking toward the shore for any signs of things to come. Sir Andrew kept his eyes peeled, looking from side to side along the shoreline as they rowed onwards down the great river. Sir Manting was the first one to spot anything and pointed out to the other two that there was a large black hairy creature sitting back aways by the river bank, something the other two had missed seeing. They both looked back and peered into the
bank wondering what the creature was. Sir Andrew guessed that it was a giant ape from the forest, that had come to bathe or drink water. As the boat moved on down the river, all three kept their eye's locked on the shoreline. The giant ape seemed to be following their small boat. He would slowly move along the riverbank as their craft moved on, glancing upwards every now and then. His body was covered in dark black fur and his head was large and thick in size. Powerful arms supported a smaller body as he hunched over the river bank, trying to get a good look at his dinner time meal. The giant ape licked his lips and let out a horrible scream that sent shivers through Lady Irene's small body.
The sun was starting to go down across the small river, the small animals along its edges, peeked out of their hiding places to catch a glimpse of the small boat that past by. Lady Irene, now took over rowing and the other two men kept a watchful eye on the shoreline. "I wonder if it will try and swim tonight, "asked Sir Manting. "One of us must be on guard this evening," replied Sir Andrew. "I will, if one of you men will keep me company for a while,"said Lady Irene. Sir Manting gladly volunteered and the three continued to drift down the river at a good pace.
Lady Irene found the rowing to be a easy task. She enjoyed doing what men would do and always looked for ways to show them up and make them look bad, if she could. This gave her great joy and was a source of constant amusement for her. "If there was a ape beast out their tonight, I would slice its head off," she spoke to herself.
Lady Irene decided to let the current take the boat down the river for a while and she would just steer it with the oars a bit. The night was long and Lady Irene was tired both physically and mentally. She woke Sir Manting from his long sleep and the two briefly spoke. Now it was Sir Manting's turn to be on guard duty as Lady Irene curled up to sleep by his side. Sir Manting took hold of the small boats oars and began to row at a slow steady pace, his mind still foggy from sleep. He started to look along the shore line for any black furry shaped animals but saw none.
Sir Manting let out a yawn as he continued to row the boat down the river, ever watching both sides of the rivers edges. His strong arms flexing every now and then from the rivers current, pulling at the small boat as it went along. He enjoyed rowing, ever since he was a small boy and would spend hours out at sea, rowing around and looking at fish.
The small boat moved through the current now at a steady pace as Sir Manting pulled on the small oars with his giant arms. With each pull the small boat would fly forward and send water splashing along the sides. Sir Manting looked along the shorelines and saw nothing but his ears started to hear a small splashing sound, coming toward the boat, it was very faint at first and grew louder. He woke the other two from their deep sleep and they began to dress in a in a hurry. Sir Andrew and Lady Irene both peered over the boat side to see if they could spot anything but nothing moved. Sir Andrew ordered everyone to have their blades ready and he told Sir Manting to stop rowing the boat. Lady Irene could hear a splash, splash and then a low moan and then another splash, splash, coming toward the boat. She held her sword ready and waited impatiently for the strange creature, she was sure would attack them tonight. She turned to her left and a loud thud was heard under their small boat and then another loud thud. Now something was scraping the bottom of the boat with its claws.
Sir Manting peered over the edge of the boat with his sword in hand, waiting to run the creature through if it came up for air. As he tried to look into the water a giant black ape reached up and grabbed his head. The creature was upon them and it was trying to drag Sir Manting head first into the water with its sharp claws. Sir Manting pushed his giant arms forward and locked his grip on the giant black ape's throat. He put all his might into trying to crush the giant ape's throat with his hands. The giant ape, its fur wet and smelling of filth , opened its mouth wide showing it's large fangs, it tried to bite into Sir Manting's flesh but there was still room between them.
The giant ape was strong and Sir Manting's grip started to loosen. Lady Irene moved in closer, looking for a opportunity to strike with her blade. Finally she saw a opening and raised her broad sword over her head to strike. The sword sailed through the air, striking the giant black ape, right in the middle of its head. Blood sprayed out in all directions and the small boat rocked back and forth, almost capsizing and throwing its occupants overboard. The blade cut through the giant ape's head and its eyes rolled back as it let out a horrible cry of pain. Sir Manting pushed his arms out and the beast was thrown back into the hell water that it came from.
Lady Irene returned her sword to its case and sat breathing heavily , while Sir Andrew and Sir Manting congratulated her greatly, Sir Manting especially."Well-done Lady Irene , well done, you have saved us again, by the looks of that creature, it would have tried to drag Sir Manting down into the river, to his death," spoke Sir Andrew. Sir Manting nodded in agreement and shook his head, which was really sore from the giant apes powerful grip. Sir Manting turned his head left and right, trying to loosen it a bit and made a small cracking noise as he turned. Lady Irene offered to massage his neck for a price and winked at Sir Andrew, both men started to laugh heartily, Lady Irene as well.
. . .
It was almost nightfall when Sir Kendrick ordered his men to make camp by a small hill side. The men gladly opened up their packs of supplies and went about setting up their tents. Night was approaching fast and the men started to worry about the snakes they had fought earlier in the day, maybe they would come tonight.
Sir Tiren rode his horse around barking orders at the men, "you, nave, get your tent up quick,""quick about it man, the sun is setting," he roared, "you lot are as stupid as a pig without a brain." He rode up to one of the men called Jack and kicked him very hard, "You get your ars up and move all the supplies," he yelled at the man. Jack was a tall man, very quick and slim of build, dark eyes and pock marked skin. He always carried throwing knifes with him, strapped to his legs. Jack spun round and as he did so he removed one of his knifes and threw it as Sir Tiren. Sir Tiren grabbed at his throat as the small knife pierced his skin and sliced through to the other side of his neck. Blood dripped down his armour and he fell from his horse gasping.
The men now gathered around Sir Tiren as he tried to remove the small blade from his throat. Sir Kendrick rode his horse straight through them and dismounted. He then pulled the small blade from Sir Tiren's throat with one swift tug, blood poured out of his mouth and Sir Tiren fell forward, dead. Anger welled up inside Sir Kendrick and he unleashed his broad sword from its leather sheath. "Who did this, I demand to know?," he yelled but no one answered him. "All right then I will cut down men until I get some answers," he yelled.
The first man to be killed by Sir Kendrick's sword was Kile, one of the strongest men in the camp. He was built like a bear , large round hands, grey hair, blue eyes, small feet. Kile could out drink any of the men at any time, day or night. Sir Kendrick hated Kile and many times called him a stuffed pig and joked about having him roasted on a fire. Sir Kendrick asked again," who was it then, eh?" He turn to face Jack , his sword ready to cut through him in one slash. Jack removed one of his small knives and smiled at Sir Kendrick, "It was me you swine of a whore,dog," Jack bellowed and threw his knife straight at Sir Kendrick's heart. Sir Kendrick tried to block it with his sword but it was too late, the blade pierced through his chest and he let out a horrible scream of pain.
Sir Kendrick stumbled backwards, blood coming from his mouth. Jack, now seeing his chance, picked up Sir Kendrick's broad sword and with one final blow, chopped Sir Kendrick's head clean off his shoulders. The head rolled along the ground , blood pouring out of it as it came to a stop. Sir Kendrick's body fell to the ground with a thud, lifeless and stiff, the knife still stuck in the chest. Jack went over to the body and pulled his small blade out and put it back in its leather sheath, he then put Sir Kendrick's sword back in its sheath and kept it for himself. The men let out the loudest cheer, ""hip, hip, hurray, hip, hip, hurray, the bastards are dead," they yelled. Jack smiled at his handy work as each man came and patted him on the back and shook his hand, he would be their leader now.
. . .
The afternoon sun was hot, the air was dry and the wind blew softly through the trees as Sir John's men rode along. Sir John's horse, a powerful beast also rode quietly a long , it's black mane tossing side to side, its black fur coat shining in the afternoon sun. Druin's horse was also a powerful beast with long legs and strong shoulders, a bit of a temper though. The horse would sometimes bite Druin or some of the other men if it was angry. But, Druin could always calm her down with a hand full of sugar and a nice smile.
Sir John ordered his men to rest for a while and drink some water. Druin told jokes and tried to cheer the men up a bit. "Did you hear the one about the one-eyed pig?", asked Druin."It lost its eye from gambling with a crow, the crow thought the pig was cheating," Druin continued. The men laughed at this and shared their water jugs and wine with each other. "Druin, did you ever hear the one about the lieutenant who lost his head for telling really bad jokes?", asked Sir John. Now the men really laughed and Druin replied, "You must have me mistaken for someone else Sir John," both men laughed.
"It was time to ride again, they would be at the King's castle by night fall and hopefully Sir Andrew would be there first," thought John. His men got back on their horses and they began to ride again. The air was dry and dusty and the wind was picking up a little from the east, a few clouds hovered above them as they rode. "His men were good men, strong, good humoured, obedient, great at fighting," thought Sir John, his mind wondering back to Henry.
As they rode, the sun was slowly sinking , in a few hours it would be nightfall and they would be at the gates of the King's castle. The way was clear along their path, only a few trees here and there, small animals looked for food and watched them go by. Some of the horses feasted on the green grass as they rode along at a slow pace. The men were at ease now and sang out a tune for Henry, their minds filled with thoughts of naked woman and wine and a feast their King would give them upon their return.
Night was finally approaching and the King's castle was in sight as the men rode toward it. Guards greeted them at the gates with cheers and welcomes and the gates were pushed open for them. The men rode on through and watched as peasants cheered and welcomed them as well. They continued riding until they were in the courtyard where their King awaited them with his hounds and servants. Each man dismounted and knelt before his King, their horses now being taken care of by the servants. The unfortunate thing about kneeling for the King was his hounds, they could lick a man's face clean in seconds. King Orion knew this and would always laugh out loud at seeing this affection his hounds had for his men. Sometimes he would let them do this for a long period of time before letting the kneeling man rise and the man's face would be soaking wet and his hair would be a mess as well.
King Orion was a small man, his shoes very tiny, his hair long and black, a gold crown nestled atop of his head, small hands and shifty little brown eye's, that darted back and forth. He was the last of his royal family, unless he could find a wife in time. He was raised to lead men into battle and rule his country as a true King. As a boy he trained with a general in the art of weapons and battle tactics and would regularly play chess with all the old generals at night, beating them out of their spending money. He would also hunt with his 20 hounds and spend hours in the forest. Most of his life was spent at his family's castle , with no brothers or sisters to play with, just old generals and servants.
France was the King's enemy and for many years they waged war after war until finally both sides decided it was a waste of time and called a truce. The King had lost many men, as each battle was a break-even fight , where no side won any thing but lost many men. Battles would go on and on some lasting months as small villages would be under siege, burned, looted and left. Men would walk for miles to the next village to attack along with their generals and army in tow. Each man carrying an array of weapons, small knife, musket, powder, bayonet, sword.
Most of the King's generals where honest and kept their men well behaved but some were purely evil and let their men have the spoils of victory, women included. These were men who only craved power and loved a good battle . They became very rich from fighting for their King and each chance they had for stealing from the enemy they would, some hiding paintings worth large amounts in there bags, others would make carts and place stolen items on them to tow along to the next village. Throughout the years the King would find out about these men and have them hanged, one by one, with their stolen possessions placed in front of them, to remind other men of there fate if they stole things from the enemy or the King.
King Orion was a fair man, fairer then most kings that had ruled England before his time. His men loved him as well as his people. The one thing he could not tolerate was stealing, it wouldn't matter what it was, stealing resulted in hanging or beheading. His castle was well guarded and its people obeyed the fair and simple rules, he had put in place for them. There were also many festivals and feasts the King would have throughout the years for his people. He also loved to have parties and would invite everyone from around the castle to come and celebrate. People from small villages would come from miles away to cheer and dance till late evening.
The King would also set up sword fights and archery competitions as well as jousting matches on the castle grounds. Female dancers would also entertain the crowd with exotic dances and singing. The women were the most beautiful and talented and would come from afar, travelling great distances to take part in the King's celebrations. Some of them would even try and seduce the King but he knew better, they were only after his great wealth and power and not him as a person.
Jack and his men stood around in a small group, celebrating the death of their former leader Sir Kendrick and his lieutenant Sir Tiren. "The bastards are dead," they cheered, again and again. Some of Jack's men passed around what was left of their wine supply and happily drank all of it, while the other men spoke with Jack about what they would do next. Jack thought they should hire themselves out as mercenarys and work for whoever paid the most money and his men agreed with this idea, especially the money part.
The men decided to head west along the side of the river and then cut north along the hill side towards new lands and hopefully new money. Jack wasn't sure where they were headed but anywhere away from here and the King's men, would be a good start. He knew that their supply of food and water would only last so long and then the men would become unruly and violent. They had to find work and a place to lodge soon, very soon, or the men would be at each others throats. A scout was sent out to look for any small villages close by and report back with any news. Simon, a thin lanky looking character was chosen for the job, even though he refused at first. He hated travelling alone and wished it was someone else that was picked for the job.
"This place gives me the creeps, snakes and wild animals, an evil place," he thought to himself. So he packed his gear and headed out in search of a village, while the rest of the men drank and sang merrily, still overjoyed to see their former leaders from hell, dead and rotting. "The King would have his men hunting them soon," thought Jack. He'd better get his men as far away from here as possible , no trace could be left of his mens whereabouts. The King might even come himself with the hundred hounds and sniff them out, one by one, and then have their heads cut off and put on poles. The thought made Jack shudder.
Simon rode his grey horse down a small hillside headed west at a slow pace, looking left and right as he went along. Fear seemed to grip his every thought as his horse moved along slowly. This place was evil, even the scenery was horrible looking, the trees where all dried up with no branches, the long grass was brown in small patches, and even the clouds where dark grey. Simon started to have the feeling he was being watched from a top of the hill side by some dark creature. He looked up and saw a small black shadow moving along at the same pace of his horse, looking over them as they moved. Simon tried to peer up and see what the black shape was but the sun was blocking his view and was too bright.
A loud scream filled Simon's ears, a horrible sound, one of a wild beast, mad with rage. Fear now gripped Simon and his blood pulsed through his veins, he yelled to his horse to gallop faster. Now horse and rider sped along the bottom of the hillside, foam dripping from the horse's mouth as it raced along with its rider gripping the reins tightly.
The black creature raced down the hillside, its long arms and legs grabbing the dirt and throwing it as it went along, its fangs now protruding outward. Simon reached for his sword, suddenly he heard a clang. It was his sword, it had fallen from his leather sack. Fear gripped Simon and his heart raced, he could not go back and pick up the weapon, the horrible beast would be upon him in a flash, eating his flesh or biting into his legs. Now the creature was almost in front of Simon as it raced down the hill, another few feet.
Wind blew up along the hillside as the giant creature spread its arms and legs out and lunged into the air. Simon tried to duck as his horse carried on riding but the creature landed on top of him. Now its long claws dug deep into his flesh and he pushed his arms out to try and push the beast off him, it was no use the beast over powered Simon and threw him from his horse. He tumbled down part of the hill and lay unconscious. The beast crawled up towards him as his horse ran off, it grabbed Simon's head and twisted, snap, snap and it tore Simon's head right off his body. The beast now quenched its thirst on Simon's blood and flesh, as it devoured its prey.
Night started to fall as Jack and his men waited for their scout to return back with news. "He should have been here sooner," thought Jack, "maybe something happened, Simon was never good at scouting, always too scared of things at night, I should have sent Kenar out instead." Jack paced back and forth in front of his tent, peering out into the dark night, trying to see if Simon was coming. A small fire was lit and the men now huddled around it for warmth and company. The men appointed Slate as their cook for the evening and waited for their soup to be dished out to them. One by one Slate poured soup into each man's bowl, steam rising from the large metal pot in his other hand.
Jack now sat down to eat with his men, he had given up hope for Simon and wondered what his next move should be. "Should his men just ride on or wait," Jack thought to himself. Then the answer came- ride on and make the best of things. After the men finished their soup, a small man name Dwell started to entertain them with songs he had written. Dwell had a great voice and all the men listened eagerly to his every word as he sang into the night. His singing always managed to calm the men and put them to sleep.
Stars filled the sky and the wind was cold and harsh, Jack's men curled up with blankets around the small fire that slowly burned out. Jack ordered one man to keep watch and retired for the evening under damp cold blankets. The wind began to pick up and small animals could be heard in the distance, chirping and growling away. Most of the men were fast asleep except Jack and the man he left to keep watch for the evening. The coals in the fire pit now burned a soft red and small amounts of smoke wafted into the night air, Jack buried his head under his damp blanket and fell asleep.
. . .
Day was breaking across the sky, the tall grass swayed in the morning light, animals sat and drank along the river's edge, basking in the sun light. The small boat drifted peacefully down the river at a slow pace, watched by all the animals as it went by them in the morning sun. Wind blew quietly through the tree tops and bushes while insects scurried through the sand at the river's base.
Time passed by slowly and the river seemed to be never ending, pulling the small boat in its current. The three awoke slowly, stretching and yawning, each taking a turn to wash his face in the river's cold dark water. It was Lady Irene's turn to row again, she pulled on the oars with great strength, the muscles in her small powerful back rippling with each stroke. The two men almost fell overboard as the small boat flew into motion. Lady Irene splashed water on them with the boat's small oars and laughed, as both men ducked and tried to keep from getting wet as they put their clothes on again. Soon they would be at the end of the river and then it was just a short march to the King's castle by land. The small boat raced along propelled by the fierce rowing of Lady Irene, her powerful arms flexing in the sun with each stroke, her long black hair flying in the wind behind her. The shore line seemed to race by them as they moved closer to the end of the river. They would be glad to set foot on land again and enjoy the small walk to the gates of the King's castle.
Both the men kept an eye out for anything along the river's edge that looked dangerous while Lady Irene rowed the boat at a fast pace. She was eager to get on shore again and walk around a bit, three days in a small boat was hard to take. Seeing the shoreline and the end of the river before them, the three started to pack their supplies up and ready themselves with weapons. The small boat gently glided up to the river bank and Sir Manting jumped out and pulled the small boat further into the sand. Both Sir Andrew and Lady Irene jumped out and all three lifted the boat out of the water and set it down on the sand. They decided to camouflage it with some branches and leaves from nearby trees. They took one last look at the green river and its creatures and proceeded to walk along a small dirt road that headed towards the King's castle.
Lady Irene carried most of the heavy supplies while the two men carried small light bags. The three were now fully dressed and armed with weapons as they travelled down the small road. Sir Andrew spoke, "It won't be long before we get to the gates of the King's castle, I hope he hasn't chosen any of us for one of his sword matches," Lady Irene replied, "I''m even to tired to play with swords, myself," she winked at the two men. Sir Manting grinned and spoke, "I'm not tired, just a little sore and my legs are stiff." All three laughed heartily at this and joked with each other while they walked at a slow pace.
Dust and mud now covered their boots as they walked along the dirt road. Lady Irene stopped to kick some of the mud off her boots and some of it flew and hit the back of Sir Manting's head. Sir Manting was shocked and caught off guard by this and turned to face Sir Andrew, mud dripping from the side of his head. Sir Andrew saw the mud and started to laugh like crazy along with Lady Irene who was already laughing really hard and poking fun at Sir Manting, calling him a mud beast. Sir Manting, seeing the two laughing at him, decided to roll his eyes and howl like a wild beast, this sent the other two into fits of loud laughter.
Soon the three calmed themselves down and continued on their way, stopping for a small break and lunch along the way. In another hour they would reach the gates of the castle and be greeted by the King and his people. The King would be very happy and grateful for their success and would reward them handsomely with gold and jewels. There would be parties and celebrations and naked woman dancers, which was always Sir Manting's favourite thing. He could spend hours watching a naked woman dance round and round and sometimes he had to be dragged out of taverns where there where such things going on by order of the King himself even.
As they walked along, the three talked about their childhoods and how they came into service of the King and his army. The sun was reaching its mid day peak and the wind was light and cool. Flies were swarming around their muddy boots as they walked along. The road was almost at its end and finer stone mason work started to appear before them. Smooth stones as large as a man's leg joined with other large stones, finely laid sand was placed between them. Some of the stones where made of marble and others where of the like the three had never seen before, all different colours, grey, blue , diamond, black, red.
"They must be getting closer to the gates," thought Lady Irene. She prepared herself for the King's hounds by pulling her long black hair back and placing it in a bow, a top of her head, then she brought out a small cloth from one of the leather bags, this was to dry her face afterwards.
The gates now loomed large before them as the three walked along the road, guards flanked each of the sides. Sir Andrew gave them a salute as well Sir Manting and Lady Irene. The guards led them inside the castle past the stone brick walls and the archers that lined the top, arrows drawn and bows ready for any enemy, that might come into sight. The sound of horns and people cheering them as they passed by. The King stood in the middle of the court yard with his hounds and Sir John and Sir Druin by his side. The King's dogs began to howl with anticipation at seeing the new arrivals.
One by one the three knelt before their King and had their faces licked by hounds. The King made sure Sir Andrew got it the worse and even encouraged his horde of dogs to take a second lick. Sir Andrew knelt before his King surrounded by dogs wagging their tales and licking his face. It was cruel of the king but Sir Andrew loved dogs and enjoyed the attention never the less. After the dogs had finished, Sir Andrew asked Lady Irene for her cloth and began to wipe his face and hair clean.
King Orion smiled and waved to his people and spoke to them, "people of my kingdom , hear me tell you, Sir Andrew and Sir Manting along with Lady Irene and Sir John and Sir Druin, have completed a very dangerous journey. They have stolen a very powerful object from the Dark Lord's castle and brought it to me today, for which I will reward them each with 5000 gold coins and jewels." The people standing around cheered excitedly upon hearing this last bit of news. Surprise now filled Sir Andrew and Sir Manting's faces .Sir John and Sir Druin where equally surprised as well as Lady Irene , at the last part of their King's speech. The King had some of his servants bring forth sacks of gold coins in small leather bags for them. Then the king had more servants bring trays filled with all kinds of precious jewels. The people clapped their hands and
cheered at the servants as they past by with the stones. Lady Irene's tung now practically hung out of her mouth as the jewels where brought forth.
The King spoke again," Lady Irene, I have saved this last stone for you." He clapped his hands and a young servant girl with blond hair and blue eyes brought a gold tray out to him. She stopped in front of the King and knelt before him, placing the tray in front of him. The king then shouted aloud for his people to hear," Lady Irene, this ruby neckless is a trophy, that I King Orion bestow onto you, for your bravery and courage, kneel before your king, Lady Irene." Lady Irene smiled and knelt before her King. He placed the neckless around her small neck. "Rise, Lady Irene," the King spoke, "You have all done well," he stated to the crowd and the five standing before him. "Let the celebrations begin," he shouted. A huge roar of approval came from the people and servants ran to get things ready for their King. Lady Irene still looking down at the necklace around her small neck, smiled and licked her lips in approval, her King was a great King.
. . .
King Orion sat in a huge chair inside his chambers, his eye's fixed upon the window looking over the garden out side. He wondered what had happened to Sir Kendrick and Sir Tiren, not that he liked them at all, he thought but something must have happened to them because they should have been here by now. His mind grew restless and he began to think of the things that might have happened to them. Did the Dark Lord's men kill them all or did any of the men survive, or did Sir Kendrick's men kill him as well as Sir Tiren, the thought wouldn't surprise him much, he saw how their men looked at them with dislike.
The King ordered two of his best soldiers, Kendal and Lendal, to come to his chambers. The two where twins and the King could never tell them apart, he some times joked that he would have the two branded, so he could tell them apart. Kendal and Lendal knelt before their King and were told to rise. "I have brought you both here because I would like you to find Sir Kendrick and Sir Tiren and bring them back to me." "If they have been killed, you will find out the direction their men have gone in and ride back to me to report," spoke the King. Kendal and Lendal both nodded their heads in acceptance. "You will ride back to the Dark Lord's castle and look for them, please hurry and do not waste time, that is all," the King continued. Both men bowed to their King and left through the door of the King's chambers.
He would have to have all of Sir Kendrick's men hanged in public if there was mutiny. A thought, that did not please him, for he did not like Sir Kendrick much himself or Sir Tiren. Both men where in his eyes horrible and not to be trusted much. They were always scheming something or making rude remarks about their men to other knights, the hounds would always try and bite them at meetings in the hall. On one occasion, Basker, the oldest hound, almost had success in biting into Sir Kendrick's leg and managed to drag him off his chair, for this, he was rewarded later in the evening with a specially flavoured biscuit by the King.
King Orion would sooner have both mens bodies thrown over a cliff and keep their men for his army but rules where rules and mutiny was mutiny, he thought. Hanging the men was not ajob he looked forward to if mutiny was the case, he hoped that it wasn't. He continued to stare out the large window in his chambers, his mind still running in circles. Soon it would be evening and the celebrations would begin, he would have to have the hounds bathed before then, he thought to himself.
The castle of Eltoneer, which the King liked to call it, was both large and cumbersome at the best of times. Servants would occasionally get lost in the long and narrow hall ways or go round in circles trying to find their King's chambers at night. They would know they were near the King's chambers by the sounds of his hounds snoring heavily or barking loudly. The King even thought about having signs posted in the halls, for the slower thinking servants, this would save him from having to eat cold meals brought to him at night.
The King's castle also had a secret chamber far bellow the walls of the main rooms. There was only one way to get to the chamber and this was through a long and narrow tunnel, filled with rats and small rodents. The King used this chamber in times of war, when things might not look good and his army might loose. He would use this chamber and its tunnel to escape from his
enemy. The sliding book shelf hid the tunnel perfectly from view and there was a small tunnel off of the chamber that led to the out side forest beyond the castle walls.
Eltoneer was created by the King's parent's, King Orion I and his Queen, Neptula. The two loved gardens and had the main outside court yard made with beautiful flowers of all kinds. Through the garden ran a large pond filled with exotic looking fish and lily pads. Large frogs would jump from pad to pad trying to catch flies and other insects. At the very end of the pond was a small water falls surrounded by rocks on each side.
The main hall of the castle was lined with pictures of the royal family including their pets as well. Each picture showed them with their royal uniforms and dresses and hair just so. King Orion's picture was at the very end and it showed him surrounded with his hounds, dressed up in his hunting outfit and smoking a pipe. Other members of the family thought the picture was silly and scoffed at it but King Orion just laughed whenever he saw the picture.
Old furniture was placed in every room, some dating back hundreds of years before the royal family even. Marble floors were placed in the main dining room and its entrance. Large drapes hung from the walls in the hall way, made of silk and gold fabric. Small gold figurines lined the sides of the main hall along with busts of the main family members' faces. In the guest room there was a large fire place stacked with wood. The floor was covered with a large rug, spread out from end to end. A table of hard oak and maple sat at the far end of the room, silver dishes placed on top.
King Orion had his chamber at the top of the castle, with spiralling stairs leading up to its entrance. The door to the chamber was made of solid oak and was carved with very fine detail. The family sign was carved in the middle of the large door along with small animals. Stepping in side the room, one could feel the pleasure of a large soft carpet made of silk. Paintings of dogs and the royal family lined the walls. A large desk sat at the far end of the room, filled with scrolls and documents behind it was a large chair, its feet shaped like lions' paws. This was the King's favourite chair in the whole castle. The chair had a soft padded seat with soft arm rests. The King would sit in this chair for hours, while his hounds slept around his feet. Windows looked out into the huge court yard, where one could see the beautiful gardens of the royal family.
The ceiling of the room was painted in very fine gold and silver. Drawings of wild life and people sketched in great detail. The King would spend time admiring this ceiling and would gaze at it for hours late in the evening. It helped him fall asleep from time to time, when life was to stress ful and he needed rest.
. . .
Kendal and Lendal sat upon their horses getting ready for their long ride back along the river by the Dark Lord's castle. Each man checked his belongings to make sure everything was in order, then the two set off into the morning sun. It was a task, each man did not want to spend time doing, they both hated Sir Kendrick and Sir Tiren and couldn't care less if both were dead or not. They where both very loyal to their King and obeyed his every wish.
It would be mid afternoon before their goal of reaching the bank of the river, the way was long and the sun began beam down upon them. Each man took turns drinking water from a leather poach. Kendal poured some of the water over his head to keep himself cool. Both men stopped and gave their horses a bit of water to drink. Lendal hoped there would be lots of trees' by the river that they could rest under and seek the comfort of the cool shade and breeze.
Both men decided to ride fast until mid afternoon and then break for lunch. The sooner they reached the river the better. Kendal envisioned himself swimming around without care in the nice and cool water, sweat beating down his face as he smiled at this idea. Lendal saw him smile and thought for a second that his brother was going mad. "What are you smiling about, Kendal?", asked Lendal. "I'm just thinking about swimming in that nice cool river," replied Kendal. "You know that river is haunted, Kendal, it would not be wise to go swimming in it," stated Lendal. There are wild black apes and giant red birds that hunt their prey at night and during the day light time as well" "This is what Lady Irene told me last night in her chambers," continued Lendal. "And what were you doing in her chambers last night Lendal?," asked Kendal, with a smirk on his face."Nothing, none of your business," replied Lendal.
The sun was now beaming down upon them as the two rode their horses at a quick pace. Each man sweating and breathing heavily as their horses snorted and galloped along. Another hour of riding and they should be by the riverbank, thought Lendal. Kendal reached into one of his leather poaches and pulled out his water sack. He opened the top and took a large swig , letting some of the water spill down his chest, then he tossed the sack to his brother. Lendal grabbed the sack and did the same, then tossed it back to his brother.
As the two continue riding , the sounds of a large river could be heard in the distance. Wild animals chirped and growled. The wind started to pick up and blow towards them as they rode towards the river. Kendal decided that they should break for lunch by the side of the river and he would go for a swim any way. Lendal shook his head at hearing the last part of Kendal's wish's."You know I'm right about the place being haunted and yet you want to go for a swim." "If anything happens to ya, I'm not saving your sorry ass," spoke Lendal. "I will continue on and tell the King you accidentally drowned here." Lendal smiled to himself at this thought and turned his head so his brother couldn't see his expression.
As they reached the river bank a cool breeze blew upon them from the east. The river was large, fast moving and many small animals lingered about, eyeing them with caution. Kendal was the first one to dismount from his horse, stretching his legs, he wondered over to the river side and stooped down to look at the water. Lendal watched him as he took a drink from the river and started to remove some of his clothes. "Are you mad?" he yelled at his brother. Kendal just laughed and dived head first into the strong current of the river, its green coloured water devouring his body as he sank deeper.
Lendal dismounted and brought his horse closer to the river bank to watch and let his horse drink a bit. He waited and eyed the surroundings with caution and a bit of fear. He had heard horrible stories about the river and its curse. Some say a witch was drowned in the river many years ago by a group of priests and that she had cursed the place with evil. Minutes went by and his brother had not surfaced from the water, Lendal began to worry. Then his head surfaced and Kendal laughed at the sight of his brothers worried look. "You thought me dead brother,"" he yelled. Lendal scoffed and retorted , "I might still tell the King that and kill you myself." Kendal laughed at this gesture of brotherly love and splashed his brother with water.
Soon Kendal was finished playing in the water and cooling himself off. He swam back to the shore line of the river and dried him self off. Placing his cloths back on he turned and spoke to his brother, "You should go for a swim , Lendal, it might make you more relaxed." Lendal looked at him and shook his head , "Nay , not from what I have heard of this place, people say a witch cursed this river with evil." Kendal just laughed at this silliness and replied, "well suit your self then, I'm still in one piece."
The two sat down by the river's edge and began to have their afternoon lunch. Dry meat and wine was the main course followed by a small piece of pie cooked in the castle's kitchen stove. They sat looking at the river wondering what had happened to Sir Kendrick and his men. "I think it was mutiny and the men lynched their captains," said Lendal. Kendal shook his head in agreement, "You're probably right, I cannot see anything else, unless they where all killed or taken captive by force. We should ride by the side of the river for as long as we can and then move ourselves a bit farther away from it in the evening," spoke Lendal, "who knows what creatures swim at night or hunt."
Wind blew across the river making small waves crash ashore. The green water seemed to be moving faster as the two packed their bags and began to ride again. Birds swooped down in front of them as they rode along at a slow pace. The two seemed relaxed and rested, having just eaten a good meal. Both men kept a eye out for anything strange or dangerous and each man kept his sword ready for action by leaving the leather sheath open and handle ready to be grabbed. Lendal watched the river bank, while Kendal looked a head and to the sides as they rode their horses, each keeping a close watch on the path before them.
. . .
It was mid afternoon and the servants where running around getting things ready for the evenings celebration. They decorated the long hallways with flowers and strings of holly. Servants dropped gold coloured leaves on the floor of the main hall entrance and placed flowers on the sides of the walls leading into the castle. The upper hallways were decorated in silver coloured flowers and gold leaves where placed on the floor to every room.
The king wandered through each room of his castle to see all the work his servant''s had done. He smiled and said hello to them and approved of their hard work, with a nod of his head and a wink of his eye. The woman servant's really liked this part and would wink back at him as he went by. King Orion loved his people, they where well mannered and hard working, always trying to do their best for their king. He was proud of his kingdom and how it had grown over the years. The men he chose for his army where some of the best fighters in all of England. Fierce men who would run into battle with their swords raised high screaming for England or die. These where men the King trusted and loved as his own brothers.
Lady Irene sat in her chamber looking in the gold mirror that hung on the wall in front of the large chest drawer by the window. She smiled in approval at the reflection of herself in the mirror. The silver blue dress she wore, fit tightly around her small but firm body. Her large breasts firmly pushed in by the front section. The dress was made of fine silk material, short in length and light in weight, slightly see through. The collar sank very low around her neck to reveal large white breasts half covered. She would have all the men drooling over her this evening and maybe she would get to bed a few, maybe even the King, with that thought she licked her lips and smiled.
Sir John and Sir Andrew waited impatiently for their servants to polish their boots. Both men where never very good at getting ready for such occasions and would spend hours looking around for things to wear. The King had many celebrations throughout the year and many hours where spent getting ready for them by both men. The King would laugh at them and say they both needed a wife, someone to dress them every day, maybe in pink, he would say and then break out in fits of laughter at his jests.
In the far end of the castle, Sir Druin and Sir Manting played a game of chess, each now dressed in their best out fits for the evening's affair. Each man eyed his opponent with suspicion and thought carefully about what would be his next move. Sir Druin had lost a lot of pieces as the game had dragged on and Sir Manting wore a smile as he sat there waiting patiently for him to move his next piece. "Check mate," yelled Sir Manting, his face grinned a large smile as he moved his final piece to finish the game off. "You're a tough player Manting, you never let me win, shame on you, always have to win don't you," Sir Druin cried out. Sir Manting just laughed and gathered all the game pieces and put them back into the small wooden box along with the game board while Sir Druin moaned and carried on complaining.
"I'm sick of riding on this dirt path, Lendal. How long is this ride going to last?" , Kendal whined as they rode in the hot sun. "Shut up and quit bugging me, we will be there in another day or two,"replied Lendal. The two men had been riding all afternoon and now the sun was starting to sink and Kendal was getting hungry. "We will stop riding for the day in another hour. The sun will be almost down and we can set our tent a little bit away from the trees and the river, Kendal," Lendal stated as the two rode now at a slow pace, their horses drooping their heads to graze a bit as they went. "How come they can eat and I can't ?" Kendal asked as he pointed at the horses grazing? . "Because you're an idiot and they're just horses," replied Lendal.
The hour had past and the sun was almost out of sight as the two men dismounted and tied their horses up for the night. "Kendal, you get the fire ready and I will set the tent up," ordered his brother. "Then we will have some nice chicken soup and biscuits." Kendal walked towards the trees to look for fire wood as Lendal went about setting up the large tent. Too many pieces thought Lendal, too many ropes, too many flaps. He hated setting up tents and wished his brother was smart enough to do it. Lendal didn't think his brother was smart at anything much less collecting fire wood and that was even trying his best.
It was a good half hour thought Lendal, where was his brother? He had sent him out looking for fire wood and he had not returned yet. Lendal peered into the trees but saw nothing in the darkness that had fallen. He yelled out , "Kendal, where have you gotten to man, speak up." A small voice spoke up but it was not that of Kendal. "I have him here but you will have to come and get him." The voice was cold and eery sounding and it made the hair on Lendal's neck stand up. He grabbed for his sword and pulled the large blade out of its sheath. "You have my brother, come forth and let me see you, dog," he yelled out in defiance. The eery voice, now even colder, screeched loudly , "I will cut his throat if you do not come here as I asked you to."
Lendal , his sword drawn by his side walked towards the trees slowly. "I will kill you dog, when I reach you," he yelled out. All that followed was a cold shrilling laughter that sounded like that of a mad man. Lendal peered into the tree's trying to find sight of the creature. His eyes looked back and forth and strained to see things in the black of night. The eery voice spoke again, "Come
forth or I will cut his throat till the blood runs deep into the ground." Lendal's eyes followed the voice now and he saw a dark figure looming over something slumped by one of the trees. Anger welled up inside him and he ran towards the figure, blade raised above his head ready to strike a blow at his enemy. The creature let out a howl as it moved its cloak apart to reveal a black stick. It was a wizard's stick, one with great power , its end glowed red in the dark, like a pulsing heart beat. Now Lendal was within striking distance and he swung his broad sword at the cloaked creature, who laughed and pointed the stick at Lendal. Suddenly a blast of red fire shot forth and Lendal dropped his sword in mid air. Pain shot through his arms as he reeled backwards trying to remain standing. His mind now numb with pain, Lendal fell to the ground and collapsed upon the wet forest ground. The wizard let out an eery laugh and bent down to drag the slumped body over to the other captive. This one was heavier he thought to himself as he pulled on Lendal's arm, dragging him slowly over the wet ground. I better tie this one firmly he thought to himself as he looked over Lendal's heavy set frame, can't be to careful. Bending down the wizard grabbed a long piece of heavy rope and proceeded to tightly tie Lendal's arms behind his back. The wizard grabbed another piece of rope and tied Lendal's legs together. "Now I can get on with my spell casting"" the wizard mumbled out loud. Turning his back the wizard looked to the night sky and proceeded to chant out loud and raise his hands to the sky behind him Kendal and Lendal slept soundly both tied together tightly.
. . .
The wind began to blow from the east as the night air moved across the castle walls. All the lights were now on in the castle and the courtyard was a sight to behold. There were dancing women with bright coloured dresses, swaying back and forth. King Orion sat at a long table that was decorated with gold and silver dishes, huge golden goblets filled with wine and food fit for a king. He wore his royal robe made of white fur, that flowed down to the ground behind him. On top of his head he wore the golden crown of a King with all its jewels now sparkling brightly. In his left hand he carried the long staff made of many jewels and gold pieces , topped with a huge diamond at the end. The King's shoes were made of fine brown coloured leather with black laces tied tightly. A giant ring with the seal of the royal family rested on his index finger, its band was made of gold with diamonds along the sides and a large lions head was etched on its gold surface.
His guests Sir Andrew, Sir Manting, Sir Druin and Lady Irene sat at the table as well. Servants ran back and forth bringing desserts and more wine to the table. "A toast, to my bravest nights and Lady Irene," the King pronounced as he raised his goblet high into the air. The rest of his guests raised their goblets and cheered. "You have made your King very proud and it is an honour to have you all at my table for this evenings celebration," he continued. "Let us proceed with this evening's celebration." He clapped his hands and a beautiful blond woman came out and danced before them. She wore a silver long dress with matching shoes and gold bracelets around her wrists. As she moved and swayed, her eyes closed, a smile could be seen on her face. Sir Manting sat motionless at the end of the large table, his eyes fixed in a trance like state upon
the beautiful blond dancing before him. The King leaned over to talk with Lady Irene, "watch this Lady Irene," he stated. Then he clapped his hands and the blond dancer removed her long silver dress to reveal a beautiful naked body painted with gold dust. Now Sir Manting started to drool
at the sight before him. Lady Irene saw this and she and the King started to laugh heartily and make jokes, imitating his facial expressions. Lady Irene stuck her tongue out and made her eyes look all doe eyed for the King and he did the same. Then they would both laugh at each other. Soon the whole table was laughing at the sight of Sir Manting ogling the young woman's body and drooling profusely.
The King clapped his hands again and a young servant girl ran up to Sir Manting and pinched his face. Sir Manting drawn from his trance looked around to see the whole table laughing at him and making fun. At seeing this he started to laugh as well and made faces at Lady Irene, who in turn made faces back at him. Three more dancers ran out and surrounded Sir Manting and began dancing. Once again Sir Manting was in a state of trance as the young women danced for him naked. His eyes riveted upon their beautiful bodies and long blond hair blowing in the wind as they danced around him. Now the table was filled with laughter and the King sat hunched over laughing very heartily at the joke he had played on Sir Manting.
The King's people played games in the open court yard as small torches cast light upon them. Some danced and sang, others played instruments or clapped their hands to the music. Young town girls looked for boys to dance with or tease. Older woman looked for a strong man to collect fire wood and do odd jobs for them in the winter. The men on the other hand looked for the finest woman to bed for the night and wore their finest outfits to the celebration.
Lady Irene sat at a table drinking ale with three young men from a near by village. Each one was handsome, tall, strong armed and good humoured. They teased Lady Irene about her strong arms and legs, saying she could probably beat most men up easily in a fight. The oldest one, Jake, challenged her to an arm wrestle and bet that whoever wins gets to bed the other for the night. Lady Irene laughed at this and replied , "If I win, all three of you will be in my bed for the night." The three young men eagerly agreed and tried to convince Jake too loose the match.
Now the two sat across from each other, their one arm locked in a tight grip with the other's arm. The other two men yelled, "go" and the match began. Lady Irene pushed with all her might as sweat started to pour down her face. Jake was surprised at how strong Lady Irene's arms were and pushed his arm forward trying to hold off the force of her one arm. Sweat started to pour from Jake's face as he tried to win the match, straining with all his might, his veins bulging from the effort. Lady Irene's face was beat red and her arms now bulged as well. She snarled and clutched her teeth together as she tried to force her opponent's arm down. Jake was weakening , he could feel his arm starting to loose it's strength and his grip was loosening. Finally with one hard downwards thrust Lady Irene slammed his arm down on the table. The other two men laughed with glee and patted Lady Irene on the back. Jake held his arm up, which was now red from so much force and sore from hitting the table. Lady Irene leaned forward and kissed it with her wet lips , then she winked at him and smiled. "It looks like I have won" Lady Irene yelled out in triumph. "You young lads are no match for one like me" she continued yelling out loud, her smile stretching from ear to ear. Laughing gleefully Lady Irene grabbed Jake's arm and dragged him out of his chair. "Come with me you three" she yelled out, pulling Jake along behind her. "We shall have a merry evening up in my bed chambers" she cried out dragging the young men behind her. The crowd that surrounded them burst out laughing as they watched the young men being dragged behind Lady Irene.
As the laughter subsided, the evening feast carried on into the night, men sang songs as half naked women danced around gleefully. Young men sat frozen their eyes locked on the women's bodies dancing by them. Some of the older men sat playing cards and gambling, others sat motionless slumped over there chairs sound asleep. Stray dogs stood on some of the tables fighting over food scraps while men watched and laughed uproariously at the sight. The King sat in his chair both arms crossed in front of him, mouth wide open, snoring loudly. His men sat around him, each deep in a drunken stupor , each snoring like there king. The serving girls ran by shaking their heads and laughing at the sight, it would be up to them to wake them when dawn came.
Chapter 4
As the sun rose across the sky and the wind blew softly through the forest an eery laugh could be heard. Lendal opened his eyes slowly, a sharp pain rang through his head. He tried to move but his body felt frozen. The old wizard laughed and poked him with his black stick. "You should have stayed where you were. Now I have both of you as my captives. You will be taken to the Dark Lord and tortured ," the wizard said with a smile. Lendal looked up at the ugly old wizard and spat. "You will die first old man," he replied. The wizard just laughed and turned his attention to Kendal who began to awake as well. Kendal opened his eyes to see his brother lying on the ground and an ugly wizard with a pale green face peering into his eyes like a mad man. This must be some kind of bad dream he thought and closed his eyes again. The wizard let out a loud laugh and poked Kendal in the head with his black stick. "You sleepy head , wake now before I really cut your throat and your brothers as well," he taunted.
Kendal reopened his eyes and tried to reach for his broad sword beside him but he could not move. Pain suddenly shot through his body and his legs where stiff and weak. "What do you want with us wizard?" Kendal asked, his voice full of anger and hate. "Your soul and that of your brothers as well," replied the wizard. "I will take you to the Dark Lord and he will give me your souls to keep , after he has finished torturing both of you, slowly," continued the wizard. To which Kendal replied, "The minute I'm free old wizard , I will run you through with my blade and watch you die."
The wizard laughed and began looking through one of his many black leather bags. "Ah here they are, still cold to touch," muttered the wizard to himself as he pulled out two iron chains with wrist locks. He then placed both Lendal and his brother's wrists inside the wrist locks and pulled the chain up to a tree beside them. "You won''t be going very far today but in the evening we will take a journey to the dark lords castle," spoke the wizard and then he vanished into thin air before them.
Kendal looked at his brother and then at the long chain that bound them both to a tree. ""How do you suppose we will get our selves free Lendal?" asked Kendal. "God only knows Kendal, let me lie here and think for a while," replied Lendal. Lendal looked at the long chain and its thickness and then at the wrist locks that surrounded his wrists. Cast iron he thought to himself , maybe the broad sword could break one of the links or maybe not, they looked pretty thick and the metal looked like it was freshly made from the forge, no rust. Just then a plan started to play out in Lendal's mind. What if we choke the wizard with this nice long iron chain and free our selves that way, thought Lendal. "Kendal, I have an idea, what if we distract the old wizard and then choke him with this nice long chain?" Lendal asked his brother. "Lendal, that would be great but neither one of us can move at this time.How do you suppose we get up and distract him, I can't even move my legs right now. We will wait out the day and see if we can move around later." We have no choice any way," replied Lendal, looking rather tired and frustrated.
The sun cast its rays down upon the two brothers as they lay still, frozen , deep in thought. Kendal looked over the long iron chain, trying to see a week section or link in it. He tried to move his legs again for the sixth time this morning but nothing happened. Lendal also tried to move parts of his body but nothing happened. They where both frozen and soon the wizard would be back from wherever he went. He would march them by night to the Dark Lord's castle where they would die a slow death.
A small breeze blew through the trees causing some of the branches to fall on the two men's faces. Small animals peered from behind the trees at them trying to get a closer look at the strangers who lay still on the ground before them. Suddenly a black snake appeared and started to slither towards them, its eyes wide with curiosity and wonder. The snake slithered over to where Kendal lay and pushed its head into his leg. "Kendal, don't even breath or look at it," said Lendal.
The snake, seeing no movement started to climb onto Kendal's stomach and work it's way towards his face, tongue spitting out of its mouth as it went. Kendal's face was full of fear and terror gripped his very soul and then suddenly he got the idea of playing dead. He closed his eyes and imagined himself laying dead in a battlefield . The snake moved closer to his face, its hooded eyes looking for any sign of life. After a few minutes the snake slithered off into the trees and Kendal breathed a heavy sigh of relief along with his brother.
"I thought you where going to have a very bad snake bite my brother.That snake looked right at your eyes to see if you were alive or not," spoke Lendal. "If it would have bitten you, there's no way you would have survived, Kendal." Kendal smiled and looked up to the sky and then at his brother. "The idea finally came to me that I should play dead and maybe the snake would give up its idea of me being a meal for him," Kendal told his brother as they lay there silently. "It would have taken hours for it to digest something of your size and girth , Kendal," Lendal told him. Then both men started to laugh heartily and make jokes about their situation and bad luck. The day went by slowly and the sun started to sink behind the large forest trees. The animals, not amused by the two creatures that looked like they were dead , moved onto their evening hunting grounds. "Lendal, I can feel my legs," spoke Kendal as he moved his left leg slowly around. Lendal looked over at his brother and saw this to be true. The spell was starting to break and their bodies were waking up and coming to life. Lendal tried to move his arms and felt a small amount of movement. Then after a few minutes he was able to lift his one arm, up and down. Slowly but surely, both men started to move around and the feelings in their bodies came back to them. Lendal smiled at his brother. "When the green old wizard comes back, we will strangle him with this nice old iron chain," he said. Kendal laughed and replied, "Maybe we can make him turn a bright blue, while we strangle him." Both men laughed again and made plans for when the wizard would return and how they would kill him and escape from the forest. They waited while the sky turned dark black, their voices still chattering away in low whispers. "I can't stand this waiting Lendal" Kendal moaned out loud. "Keep quiet Kendal or whisper in a low voice" Lendal replied sharply with a frown. Kendal sighed heavily and sat quietly, lips sealed while his brother looked on into the darkness, waiting for signs of the wizard coming, his ears listening for any sound. All that could be heard was a night owl calling out to it's mate as the hours passed by. . . .
Lady Irene lay upon a huge white bed in the middle of her chambers, her eyes slowly opening. The evening was full of excitement and very entertaining she recalled. She lay under large silk- covered sheets with only her head and feet showing. The windows where open still and a nice breeze filled the room. The sky was clear and the moon cast its light through the window. Just outside the window perched on a branch was a large brown owl who made his evening calls, hoping to find a mate. The castle walls were lit up by small torches that cast shadows of the guards who walked back and forth in front of the gates and a top of the walls. Atop of the castle walls stood archers ready to fire their arrows into any enemy that might come forth in the night. Crude barrels of oil where placed on the top of each wall of the castle, ready to be poured on top of the enemy below and then set on fire.
Sir Manting slept soundly in his chambers across the hall, surrounded by seven naked blond dancers from the past evenings event. Each one lay close to the other snoring away loudly and pressed against Sir Manting's naked body. The window facing the court yard was left partly open for the evening and the drapes in front danced around while the breeze came through. A fine silk sheet covered their bodies and kept the evening's cool breeze away. Large feather filled pillows lay at the end of the bed under Sir Manting's head as he slept soundly.
As he slept dreams of naked dancers filled his mind, over and over, their naked flesh brushed against his. Each of the dancers whispered sweet words of kindness in his ears and rubbed there hands upon his body. One of the dancers seemed strange he thought and as she came closer to him in his dream, she carried a long sharp knife. Suddenly as if to teach him a lesson, the dancer jabbed the knife into his groin. Sir Manting shook himself awake and looked around. The sight of the blonde dancers laying all around him sleeping reassured him that all was well and that it was just a bad dream and no more. Dropping his head back into his pillow Sir Manting nodded off into a deep sleep once more, the night air blowing strongly into the open window.
. . .
Deep in the middle of the Dark Lord's forest sat Kendal and Lendal, their eye's searching for signs of the wizard. "We must lie still now, the wizard will be back soon," Lendal instructed his brother. "If he sees us moving around he will use his magic on us, Kendal and then we will be in trouble. When he comes, we must both rise at the same time and wrap the chain around his neck.". "Yes Lendal," replied Kendal. "You must wait until the wizard is directly between us and then rise when I do," continued Lendal. "If you don't, he will escape and we will be captives still, got that," Kendal nodded his head yes.
Both men now lay very still as the night grew deeper as the sounds of the forest grew stronger. Kendal could hear foot steps approaching them from the forest trees and looked at his brother who just smiled and winked at him. The wizard walked into the small area where the men were chained together, his black stick in one hand and his tall black pointed hat covering his eyes.
"You have been good captives, I see," spoke the wizard as he laughed loudly at his joke. "The Dark Lord will find you both very satisfying and entertaining to torture," he continued. The wizard placed his black stick upon the ground by one of the trees and took the small brown bag from his back and opened it. His hands reached deep into the bag and after a few minutes pulled out a small piece of bread. The wizard then retrieved a small knife from the bag and cut the bread into two pieces. He then walked over to the men and stood between them and offered them a piece each. Suddenly both men jumped up and wrapped the large iron chain around his neck. The wizard screamed loudly and grabbed at his throat trying to free himself and cast a spell. Both men pulled tightly on the chain and then there was a snap . The wizard's neck had broken and his body dropped lower. Realizing the wizard was dead they slowly loosened the chain and let the dead wizard fall completely to the ground.
"Kendal, the wizard must have the key to these chains, take a look in his pockets," Lendal instructed. Kendal bent down and ran his hands through the wizard's pockets, one by one. "Got it ," Kendal replied with a smile. He pulled out a small set of keys and handed them to Lendal, who proceeded to try each key on the iron locks and finally found the one that unlocked them from the chain. Both men rubbed their wrists and stretched their arms and legs . Kendal walked over to where his broad sword lay and picked the blade up. He then walked over to where the wizard lay and raised his blade over his head. With one heavy blow, he cut the wizard's head from his body. "Well done, well done, Kendal," his brother congratulated him and patted him on the back.
"We must find our horses and ride back along the river," Lendal stated, as they picked up their swords and belongings. "It will take us a bit longer to find Sir Kendrick and Sir Druin but the King is probably getting impatient by now," Lendal continued. Kendal just smiled and pointed to the wizard's head and both men laughed heartily. "Looks good Kendal, give it a good kick for me," Lendal directed. Kendal ran over to where the wizard's head now lay and kicked as hard as he could. The wizard's head went flying into the trees and smashed into one, exploding upon impact. "Good show, well done," Lendal cried out and both men started laughing uncontrollably.
It was dark in the forest and cold air blew through the trees. Both men looked eagerly for their horses in the dark of night. Lendal heard a faint sound coming from some of the trees to his right side. He pointed his finger in the direction and both men ran towards the sound. Sure enough both horses had been tied to a tree and where scared and hungry. Kendal reached into his belongings and pulled out some dry bread for them to eat and both men patted their horses until they where both calm.
"Lets walk the horses Kendal, this forest is too dark and there may be hidden holes or stubs in the ground," Lendal suggested. Both men led their horses along the damp forest ground , each looked left and right as they walked along. "We must hurry Lendal or the King will send out men looking for us as well," replied Kendal. "Yes, but it is too dark out to ride Kendal and the horses are scared and need to be calmed down a bit," Lendal reminded his brother.
The forest seemed alive with small animals running around and making all kinds of noises. There were little cat like animals that would run up close to them and then just sit and watch them intently, eyes wide open with curiosity and wonder. Sometimes there would be two of them together and they would both sit at a small distance, watching, as both men and horses walked on through the forest. The brothers did not know what to make of this and kept a watchful eye on
the cats as they walked along.
"Do you think they're hunting us Lendal? " Kendal asked , a tinge of fear in his voice.
"No," replied Lendal, "I think they're just small cats with lots of curiosity and we are just visitors to their home. Just keep your wits about you Kendal and your sword ready," Lendal instructed his brother. Kendal removed his sword from its sheath and carried it in one hand as he led his horse with the other.
The moon peeked through the thick tree branches and its light cast shadows on the ground. The night air seemed to be getting colder and both men shivered as they walked. Lendal stopped for a minute and pulled out his heavy jacket. "Kendal, get your jacket out or you will catch death from sickness," Lendal ordered his brother. Kendal did what he was told and reached into his leather bag of supplies and pulled it out. Now the cold air did not seem so bad and the two marched on with their horses in tow.
After what seemed to be hours , the men finally stumbled into the river bank and its rushing water. The edge of the forest was indeed a lovely calming sight , thought Kendal. They were finally free of its horrible nightmares and wizards. Seeing the river was a nice change from walking through miles of dark forest, filled with stumps and fallen branches and large holes. Both men decided to stop and rest their horses. Lendal tied the horses up to a nearby tree and sat down upon a small rock facing the river. Kendal sat down upon the ground and began looking through his leather bag for anything to eat.
The two men quickly made a camp fire out of some of the dead branches that lay beside them. Piling the wooden pieces higher until their fire began to take shape. "Now we can cook that nice pie the cook made us Kendal" Lendal reminded Kendal with a broad smile. Kendal reached in his leather bag and pulled out the pie and handed it to Lendal. Reaching back into his leather bag, Kendal pulled out a small leather sack of water and proceeded to drink from it. "Aye, save some of that for me", Lendal reminded him quickly. " We must not waste it as will need all the water left in that sack for our journey back" . Kendal tossed the leather sack over to his brother and moved closer to the fire for warmth. As the men sat talking in low voices the moon cast a mysterious shadow behind them. When they had finished their meal and were tired of talking, each lay beside the fire, eyes half closed, watching the moon and the stars. "Morning will come soon Kendal, get some sleep," Lendal said to his brother in a low voice. Kendal nodded his head in agreement, his eyes half shut, body too tired to move. Soon the men were fast asleep, snoring loudly under the evening stars.
. . .
The full moon helped Jack and his men see their way through the small valley surrounded by steep hills. His men were getting tired and some complained about lack of food and water. The journey had been long and they had not stopped for fear of being hunted by the King's men. They had ridden for two days straight without hardly stopping for food or rest and their horses where tired. Jack knew they must stop soon and feed their horses and the men must eat as well.
"Halt," Jack yelled, "off your horses men." All Jack's men dismounted and tied their horses together. "Willy, break open our supply bags and pass round what is left of our food to the men." "Aye Captain Jack," replied Willy and smiled as he opened one of the leather supply bags. Willy reached into the bag and pulled out a large round piece of stale bread. "Solid as a rock Captain, should I keep it as a weapon to use later, if any unknown creatures attack us sir?" asked Willy. "Don't get smart Willy or I will cut your tongue out and use it as a fishing lure," Jack replied with a sneer that made Willy shiver.
The men sat in a small circle as they ate and drank the last of their supplies. Jack had Willy make a small camp fire to cook some of the remaining meat. "Now what are we going to do Captain?" spoke one of the men , "We have no more food left or wine. This will be the death of us Captain," the man continued. "Nonsense , we shall reach a small village soon and sell a few of our horses for food," replied Jack as he twirled his knife in one hand and stared at the man who had just asked him a foolish question. "I'm getting sick of all your complaining Seval, do you want your tongue cut out as well?" Jack yelled. "No Captain," the man muttered softly and cast his head down.
Jack ordered his men to set up their blankets around the small fire for the night. He then ordered two men to stay up and keep watch while the rest of his men retired for the evening. It would be a long night thought Jack and the valley they had passed through earlier on was very cold looking and grey, no animals , no birds. Jack didn't like this one bit and the sooner they where away from this area the better as a forest with no animals was a bad sign.
The men lay snoring around the small camp fire Willy had made for them. The two men who stay up on watch duty spoke to one another in low voices. "Do you think Jack would have cut their tongues out Zack?" asked Baily. "No," the other replied shaking his head, "I think he would have stabbed one of them though, that's for sure." "Which one do ya think would have met their maker Zack?" Baily asked excitedly. "I would bet Willy, as he keeps making smart remarks and the look in Jack's eye was a look of murder," Zack stated with a look of concern upon his face. "Jack is not a good captain, Baily, and he is not a good leader. We should hope that one of us is brave enough to kill him sooner or later," Zack continued . Both men agreed with this last statement and passed back and forth a bottle of wine that was left over in one of the supply bags.
When the wine had all been drunk, both men slowly nodded off to sleep. The small fire that was roaring with flames earlier was now just smoldering with small amounts of smoke wafting into the night air. All the men were now snoring away loudly and curled up in their blankets. Small animals could be heard from far away, each making their own sound as they hunted for their prey. From among the sounds came a low growl, deep and powerful , its call struck terror in mens' hearts. It was a giant cat out for its evening hunting hour. The cat lowered its head to the ground sniffing as it stalked its prey, its black fur moving with the wind. The cat's giant paws firmly gripped the soil as it slowly moved closer to the camp where the men slept. The giant cat spotted the sleeping men and it laid its long body lower to the ground ready to pounce, its long tail wagging in the air.
Within minutes the giant cat was attacking one of the men who slept in the camp. The man screamed and yelled while the cat dug its teeth deep into his flesh. The other men now awakened by the horrible screaming, grabbed their swords and made for the large cat. Jack ran towards the cat , his sword held high above his head. He slashed downwards with his blade cutting into the black cat's neck. The cat released its prey and turned around to face Jack whose blade had become stuck in the cat's thick neck. Jack grabbed for his small knife strapped to his leg and tried to throw the knife at the giant cat's eyes. The cat moved its head and leaped upon Jack as the small blade flew through the air and missed its target. Jack tried to move away from the cat but his body could not move fast enough. The giant cat's claws tore into his flesh as it tried to drag Jack to the ground. Jack's men surrounded the black cat and began stabbing it with their swords. Jack bent his head back as far as he could while the giant cat tried to bite into his face with its razor sharp teeth. Finally one of the men ran up to the giant cat and with one fatal blow, plunged his sword deep into the giant cat's head, splitting in two. With the help of his men Jack freed himself from the giant claws that dug into his arms. Willy ran up to Jack and started wrapping strips of cloth around his arms to stop the bleeding. "Skin this beast from hell men and we will have a feast tomorrow night from its meat," Jack yelled. "You, two, dig a small grave for Warren and we will all say a prayer for his soul tonight."
While the two men dug into the earth with their shovels, the other men looked on into the night for any more hidden dangers. Jack sat holding his arms and cursing the men he had left on watch for the night. "So how did a giant black cat enter our camp, Baily," Jack asked with a snarl. "It just leapt out of nowhere Jack, I swear," replied Baily. "Then how come both you and Zack were asleep when I woke up and ran towards Warren and the cat?" Jack continued, his eyes filled with rage. Jack reached down towards the small knife at his side and pulled it free. "If you ever fall asleep again, I will cut both your tongues out, not just yours but Zack's as well," Jack snarled in a low voice. "Jack it won't happen again," Baily cried out as the other men watched the two standing across from each other. Jack stared at Baily for a while and then placed his knife back in the leather case and walked over to where the men were skinning the giant black cat.
. . .
The morning sun light shone brightly through the windows of the main hall as the servants ran back and forth preparing breakfast for their King. "Do you have the eggs?" asked Mary to the other serving girl. "No , I thought you were getting them, you always get them," replied Sarah. "If the King doesn't have his eggs, we will never hear the end of it," Mary commented as Sarah rushed past her with a plate of fresh bread. "You're always forgetting things Mary, last time it was the butter, this time it's the eggs. Next time it will be your bleeding head, that you'll forget," Sarah quipped as she placed the tray down where the King's place was at the long table. The royal dining room was full of servants placing silverware along the main table where the King and his men and Lady Irene sat.
The silverware was the finest in all of England and it was kept with the utmost of care. Some of servants would spend hours polishing glasses and silverware for each meal.
King Orion walked through the great hall looking at the pictures of his family, each one produced a smile on his face as he remembered them fondly. He loved his family and sadly missed them very much. His brother , Prince James, was the only one still alive and he would visit from time to time. The two would go hunting in the early morning and then play chess in the late afternoon after lunch hour. James was a tall man, blond hair, strong build, blue eye's and smart as a whip, never missed a trick. King Orion would always lose at chess when James came to stay but he would keep trying just the same.
The servants had finally set up the long table for the morning's breakfast meal as the King walked into the room. Each servant bowed to the King or curtseyed before him and then smiled and said "Good morning your Majesty." The King smiled and replied "Good morning to you all," as he took his chair at the end of the table and sat down. A young servant girl with blond hair a big blue eye's raced over to where the King was sitting and smile a sweet smile. "We have nice brown eggs and fresh bread for you, your majesty," she told the King a she lay the tray down before him. "Shall I make you some hot tea as well, your Majesty?" she asked in her sweet voice. "Yes, that would be nice Eesa," the King replied. The young girl flew past him and ran back into the kitchen to prepare his tea.
Slowly the great hall became crowded with all of the King's knights and Lady Irene. Each knight sat at his special place at the long table. Lady Irene sat beside the King to his left and Sir John, Sir Andrew, Sir Druin and Sir Manting all sat to the right side . "Good morning everyone. I hope you all slept well, the King said." "I know you must have slept really well, Sir Manting," the King said with a laugh. "Yes , your Majesty, like a young school boy," replied Sir Manting. The whole room now roared with laughter at this reply. The King laughed long and hard at Sir Manting's joke. "Very good Sir Manting, very good," the King spoke with a smile. A servant brought in silver plates with the morning's breakfast and placed them before each person at the table, then bowed and left the room.
Sir Manting was the first to start eating his breakfast. His plate quickly became empty and he had one of the servants bring him more eggs and bread. He looked like a little school boy shoving his food down quickly, thought King Orion as he stared at Sir Manting and then laughed to himself. "What an appetite you have Sir Manting, you must have been very busy last night to be so hungry." "Yes , your majesty, very busy," replied Sir Manting as he stuffed four brown eggs into his mouth all at the same time. The other knights laughed at this and pointed to his nearly empty plate.
The King ate his breakfast slowly, as he enjoyed watching his company more than eating sometimes. They made him laugh and cheered him up from his loneliness. It was moments like these that the King loved the most. Now he watched Lady Irene with keen interest. He saw that she to had finished her breakfast quickly and had ordered more from one of his servants. "You must be starved Lady Irene," the King said as he glanced at her from his chair. "Yes your majesty, very much so," she replied, not stopping to look up while she wolfed down a large piece of fresh bread. The King laughed and all the Knights as well, even Lady Irene laughed between bites of food. Her King was always looking for fun and good jokes, she thought she rubbed her belly, so full of fresh bread.
The breakfast hour had passed and most of the men and Lady Irene had finished their morning breakfast. The King had finally finished his last piece of bread and now sat sipping his tea. Sir Druin spoke first. "How is the great King this morning?" he asked with a smile. "Very well Sir Druin, very well," the King replied. "I see you look well- rested Sir Druin and you ate your meal more slowly than the other two," the King continued. "Are you not well Sir Druin," he asked with a grin on his face. Sir Druin laughed at this jest and replied, "Too much of a good thing your Majesty makes a man tired." King Orion nodded his head and laughed, "Right you are Sir Druin, right you are." After all the laughter had subsided and they were all calm, the King spoke, "I will send Sir John, Sir Manting and Lady Irene on a mission to carry the Golden Sphere to the Wizard." All three looked at each other and then at their King."You will be well provided for with food and supplies and good horses," the King continued. "Sir Andrew, I want you and one of your best men to ride back and see where the hell, Kendal and Lendal are." "They should have been back by now with news of Sir Kendrick and Sir Tiren," the King stated. " Now I will leave you all with your duties," he said as he stood up from his chair. All of the Knights and Lady Irene stood and bowed to their King as he left the room.
Servants ran back and forth now cleaning off the large table as the nights and Lady Irene walked out of the room. Lady Irene was not fond of wizards but her King came first and she would obey his orders, she thought to herself. It would be a treacherous mission to be sure, one with great risk , she continued thinking as she walked out of the great hall.
. . .
The morning breeze was light and cool and the air was full of sounds from busy animals and rushing water. Kendal and Lendal rode their horses along the river bank at a slow pace. "Where do you think we might find them, Lendal," asked Kendal. "Maybe their bodies have rotted by now," Kendal continued. "Nay, I doubt it Kendal," Lendal replied shaking his head. "There will still be some of their remnants left over even if the vultures get at them first." "Do we even care, Kendal, I will be happy if we just find their uniforms," Lendal said shaking his head with disgust. The two men they were looking for Lendal couldn't stand at all.
As the men rode their horses by the river an eery feeling started to pass over them. Kendal looked over to the edge of the forest to see if there were any dangers lurking there. Lendal kept his eyes focussed along the sides of the river bank for any wild animals. "Lendal did you hear that?" Kendal asked looking deeply nervous. "Hear what Kendal, I don't hear any thing, relax," Lendal replied. "It sounds like something hissing Lendal, listen closely, up ahead," Kendal pointed his fingers in the direction as he spoke quietly. "You're mad, I don't see anything Kendal," Lendal said looking very frustrated as he tried to see what the hell his brother was seeing. "Ride slower Lendal, this doesn't feel right, something is wrong," Kendal spoke softly. Both men slowed their horses down to a mere walking pace as they moved ahead. Suddenly a giant black snake came bolting out of the reeds along the river. It was the largest snake the two men had ever seen, maybe 40 feet in length, and the head was the size of a large dog. Its eyes where red and slitted as it looked at the two men on horses. The snake reared its head and coiled its body tightly."Lendal, you better kill this thing, I hate snakes," yelled Kendal. The giant snake opened its mouth and let both men see its giant razor sharp fangs . Lendal slowly brought out his sword from its leather case and firmly gripped its handle. "Kendal, turn your horse around quickly and I will try and stab this beast," Lendal instructed. "You're insane Lendal, the thing will strike me dead as soon as I turn, forget it," Kendal cried out. "Do as I say Kendal, now , turn around," Lendal barked at his half terrorized brother.
Kendal quickly turned his horse around and faced his back to the giant snake. The snake reared its body to a horrible height, towering over the two men as they sat on their horses looking up at it. Then the snake suddenly spat a white stream of liquid at the back of Kendal's armour. The white substance splashed all over his back and the top of his head. ""Kendal close your mouth and eyes, it's poison," cried Lendal as he raised his sword above his head. The snake lunged forward at lightning speed toward Kendal's back. Lendal swung his broad sword down with great force at the giant snake's large black head. The blade sliced through the snake's head and became stuck in its thick skin. The giant black snake reared its body high and let out a horrible sound of pain. "Kendal can you find your broad sword, don't open your eyes, just feel for it," Lendal yelled to his brother as he moved his horse closer to Kendal. "Here on my left side Lendal," pointed Kendal. Lendal grabbed the sword and raced toward the snake at full speed. The snake lunged its head downward at Lendal but it was too slow.
The snake's eyes had been damaged by the heavy blow to its head as well. Lendal raised the sword and struck down at the giant snake's neck, slicing the thick muscle in half.
The snake's head dropped on the ground as the rest of its body withered uncontrollably on the ground. Lendal's heart was still racing as he looked down at the snake's large severed head, its blood filled eyes looking up at him. He shuddered as he saw the snake's giant body still withering on the ground. Kendal dismounted from his horse and walked over to the river. "I'm afraid I have to go for a swim Lendal," said his brother as be began to remove his armour and pants, then his boots. "Just don't open your eyes until you have dunked your head a few times under water Kendal," spoke Lendal as he drove his sword blade through the giant snake's body.
Lendal looked down at his sword blade, the tip and half of the blade had remnants of snake blood. He walked over to the river and placed the blade deep into the water. The river was fast moving and it washed most of the blood off his sword. Kendal finally swam to shore and seemed cool and refreshed. He took his armour and washed it in the river along with the rest of his clothes. Seeing his broad sword still had the snake's blood and guts on it, he dipped the blade into the river to clean it.
"Thanks for saving me little brother, that was a job well done. You seem to do well with that sword of yours." Kendal pointed to the large sword strapped to Lendal's side. "Only when my brother gets spit at by a giant ugly snake," replied Lendal with a chuckle. "You were almost dinner for him Kendal. He had his spit all over your back and he was racing towards you. You would have been his dinner time meal." Kendal looked up from drying himself off and smiled. "Yes , he could have had Kendal pie with armour if he was quick enough, eh." Both men laughed and patted each other on the back and then got ready to ride again. Lendal looked at the ground ahead and smiled to himself, it's good there are no snakes he thought. "I should listen to you when you tell me you hear things Kendal, I really should." Kendal looked at his brother and smiled then nodded his head in agreement. The morning had passed by quickly and now the air had become heavy. The sun was hot as the two men rode their horses along the side of the river bank. "I think we will come upon them soon, Kendal," spoke Lendal as he looked farther a head to find traces of the two men. They rode their horses up to the remnants of the two knights. The badly decomposed bodies of Sir Kendrick and Sir Tiren lay faced down in the mud by the river bank, worms and leeches crawling through their bodies. Lendal bent down to take a look at the bodies of the two men. The smell was so horrible that he had to cover his face with his hands. "I'm not turning them over, we will just say they were murdered Kendal, right ?" "Aye, Lendal, they were murdered but I wonder where the men rode off to and how far away they are by now," Kendal pondered as he looked at the two bodies on the ground before him. "They're probably miles away from here by now and the King will probably want us and a few of his men to go on a hunting trip and try and find them.
Then we will either have to kill them or bring them back to the King to be beheaded before him" spoke Lendal as he looked up at his brother.
. . .
The camp fire burned even higher as two of Jack's men threw dried branches and leaves onto it. "Make it hotter men, I want that meat to be cooked good," Jack ordered as he looked at the pieces of cat cut into large chunks. "Willy get some sauce made up to give her some flavour and don't be cheap with it either."
The men were now circled around the fire, eyeing the meat with great interest. Each one looking at a piece that they would like for themselves. "We will have to save the largest piece for Jack," Willy said as he put more sauce onto one of the leg pieces." "He eats like a devil and farts like a giant beast." The men laughed and hollered at the joke. Jack looked over at Willy with an evil
look on his face, " you'll be on that spit as well Willy if I hear any thing more from you and I will make sure there's lots of sauce on ye as well." "Willy would make a bad meal Jack, he would taste too much like a fat stuffed pig," yelled Lenard. "You're right Lenard, a fat greasy pig with no meat just fat," Jack laughed as he looked at Willy.
"I want that piece Willy, the big one," one man yelled out as the meat was being given out to the men around the fire. "That's Jack's piece Frank, sorry you will have to get this one," Willy answered as he picked up a smaller piece and placed it on Frank's plate. "Ah, you're cheap Willy, I will remember this when it's my turn to cook. I will make sure you get the smallest piece there is Willy, just you wait, just you wait." Willy paid no attention and kept passing meat onto the men's plates as they lined up for lunch.
The men sat round the fire eating and drinking cheap wine. Pieces of fat were thrown into the fire and made a loud sizzling sound as they hit the flames. Men greedily ate their pieces of meat and looked around for more after they had finished. The cat was a large one and there was plenty to go round for seconds. Each man put his plate out for Willy to place meat on from the fire as they looked on eagerly. Jack sat at the far side of the fire eating his large chunk of cat meat, some of the juice running down the sides of his face as he bit into it. The meat tasted really good thought Jack, even better than the royal table meat, which he had stolen from time to time from the castle
dinners. Jack licked his lips as he took another bite from the large piece in front of him. This was like eating with the King Jack thought to himself and smiled.
All the men were finished their meals except Jack who savoured his large piece of cat meat. "Willy , get me another piece you dog and be quick about it," Jack barked. "Yes Jack, will this one do," Willy asked as he picked a long leg piece out for Jack to see. ""Yes that one will do just fine Willy."" Jack placed his plate out in front of him while Willy reached over the fire pit and pulled the long leg of cat meat off the rack it was cooking on. He then took his brush and basted the long leg with sauce he had made for the meal. Jack licked his lips and smiled at the site of the long leg covered in sauce.
Jack bit into the long cat's leg and tore some of the meat off with his teeth. This was better than anything he had tasted before. He and his men should come here and hunt wild cat again, thought Jack, it would be very good eating indeed. The men sat round watching as Jack slowly ate his meal in front of them, purposely commenting on how good the leg tasted with sauce. His men could only drool at the site of the large leg being eaten. Some of the men turned their backs in disgust and mumbled swear words at him.
When Jack was finally finished he let out a large belch and stood up and stretched himself. "Men get your gear ready to ride. We will ride all afternoon until nightfall, then we will camp. Willy make sure all the food is packed and ready to go. Baily help Willy get everything together and bring my horse to me after."
The men mumble curses and slowly dragged them selves off the ground they were sitting on. Jara looked at the other men as they pried up. He hated moving after a good meal and Jack was just pure mean, he thought as he tried to lift his heavy body from where he sat. His thick legs and arms stretched out trying to find balance for the rest of his overly large body. He started to get up and then lost his footing and fell to the ground with a thud. "Get your large ass up Jara or I'll sell your hide to the thieves in Sabina for a gold coin" , Jack belted out as he mounted his horse to ride. Jara just stared at Jack with a frown as he tried to raise himself. Jara's horse was the largest one of the lot and it could barely hold his enormous weight even at the best of times.
When all the men had mounted their horses, Jack rode around their camp to make sure all the supplies and things were packed up and that nothing had been left on the ground. He looked left and right as he rode slowly around inspecting everything in his path. "Ah, what's this Willy?", Jack pointed his finger to the ground where a small basting brush lay still covered in sauce. Willy ran over to where Jack pointed and picked the small brush up off the ground. "Thanks Jack, that's one item we don't want to loose". Willy shook the small brush a few times and then tucked it into his pocket for safe keeping. "Now that we have every thing men, let us ride again. Zack, you take the lead and ride up a bit ahead of the rest of the men, I'll guard the rear, and keep your eyes open for Christ sake Zack. We don't want any more mishaps with wild animals along the way, do we". Zack just turned his head back and smiled as he rode his horse ahead of the rest of the men.
The pace would be slow thought Jack but he needed to get his men to a small village for food and water and soon. Jack took a small drink from the last remaining portion of water he had left in his water bag. It was still cool and refreshing to taste as he drank deeply from its spout. The sun was hot and his men had a long way to go before they would stop for the evening. Jack placed the small water bag back in his saddle and let out a small sigh as he guided his horse forward.
Chapter 5
The time to leave was almost near and the King wanted him to go this morning after the servants had packed his supplies. Sir Andrew sat in one of the main hall chairs thinking to himself, " Who should I take , Sir Tee or Sir White, or maybe Sir Heal, thought Sir Andrew?" . Sir Heal was the best out of the three but he liked to eat too much and their supplies would be depleted before they even left the royal land. Sir Tee on the other hand liked to talk to much and would drive a person mad after only a few hours, it would have to be Sir White. "Ok, that's settled, it's Sir White", thought Sir Andrew as he made his way to the kitchen to see if his bags where ready.
Sir Andrew passed through the kitchen doors and looking around he saw some of the King's servants preparing the royal dinner meal. "Henry, are my supplies ready yet or do I have to wait until my hair turns grey?" asked Sir Andrew. Henry looked over and laughed, "why don't you put some mud in it to cover the grey my friend. You would look ten years younger and you might even find a woman who likes brown hair". All the other servants laughed and whistled at this joke. Henry was one of the best cooks in the kitchen and the King's favourite. He was also one of the largest and would take up a lot of space in the kitchen. He had long grey hair that he would tie back in a pony tail and bright blue eyes that seemed to always twinkle. He had small chubby hands and small feet and he wore sandals most of the time while in the kitchen. The king would speak to him often and enjoyed every meal he made for him.
"You be careful now Henry or I will ask the King if I can bring you with me on my journey", Sir Andrew spoke with a smile. Henry handed Sir Andrew his supplies and bowed to him, "I even packed you a nice cooked chicken Sir Andrew, just watch out for bones". Sir Andrew laughed and patted Henry on the back and thanked him for his effort. "Are you sure you don't want to come with me Henry. There will be lots of excitement and it might even be dangerous". asked Sir Andrew. "No thanks Sir Andrew, I think if I left, the King would have me thrown in the dungeon for not cooking his dinner", replied Henry with a chuckle. Both men laughed and said good bye to each other and Sir Andrew carried his supplies out of the kitchen and through the hall. On his way out through the great hall Sir Andrew passed by Lady Irene. "I see you're stealing food from the kitchen again Sir Andrew", Lady Irene laughed as she pointed at the large brown sacks hanging over Sir Andrew's back. "Yes, just a few things, I get hungry in the evening and have to eat, you understand of course." "I certainly do ! With such a belly as yours, I can see why Sir Andrew", Lady Irene smiled and pointed at his belly and then started laughing again. "Would you like to come up to my room and have some of these goodies Lady Irene" Sir Andrew asked with a smile. "I would indeed Sir Andrew, I hope you have my favourite" said Lady Irene. "What is that Lady Irene?" Sir Andrew asked with a hint of excitement in his voice. "Sweat meat with lots of sauce" she winked and then grabbed his arm playfully as the two went up to his chambers.
Lady Irene led the way as the two climbed up the large stair case leading to Sir Andrews chambers. Once at the top, they carried the supplies into Sir Andrew's room and closed the door. "So this is what a Knights room looks like," Lady Irene said with a smile and a wink. "It's almost like mine except your bed is smaller". "Smaller? I thought they would be the same Lady Irene," Sir Andrew replied as he took off his boots. "It must be smaller, I had three men on my bed last week. I doubt yours could hold that many people Sir Andrew", Lady Irene stated as she removed her gown slowly. Sir Andrew removed his heavy armour and placed it by his desk along with his boots and sword.
Sir Andrew walked over to the large wooden chair in his room and sat down. "So this is what a knight's bed is like", Lady Irene said with a cool voice as she looked in Sir Andrews eyes. "Yes this is my room but I would rather have your bed, it's much bigger than mine". Lady Irene laughed "would you like to have the three men as well?". ""No thank you my lady, just the bed. You are a wicked woman, Lady Irene"" Sir Andrew stated, then slapped Lady Irene's buttocks with his right hand. "I must get ready for my journey Lady Irene. The King is restless and wants to know what Kendal and Lendal are up to". "Yes I must get ready as well Sir Andrew" Lady Irene said with a smile and hurried off to her chambers to change into her armour and retrieve her broad sword. Sir Andrew finished dressing and now stood before a large golden framed mirror admiring his good looks and his armour. He smiled at himself and then stated, "what a handsome man you are Sir Andrew, very strong and brave".
. . .
The morning air was crisp and cool with the sun rising from the east. King Orion stood waiting at the castle gates with his hounds at his feet. He wore his light brown hunting jacket and black pants and boots. On top of his head he wore a tall black hat with a giant peacock feather sticking out of it. He had just finished hunting and now was waiting for his men and Lady Irene to arrive. As he waited , there was one little hound that had just got into the habit of licking feet and was busy licking away at his boots as the King stood there. The King chuckled to himself at the sight and made note of this habit for use later on with his subjects. This little guy was the first out of hundreds of dogs the King had owned to pick this habit up. Maybe I should train more of them to do that, he thought to himself and then started laughing. It would be good at award ceremonies to have twenty of them licking the person's feet while they receive their reward.
Sir Manting rode his horse up to where the King was standing and then dismounted. "Good morning your majesty". Sir Manting smiled and bowed as he spoke. "Good morning Sir Manting, I hope you slept well last night," the King replied. ""Yes your majesty very well indeed," Sir Manting nodded and smiled again. "Sir Manting , I will give you this black leather pouch to carry. You must guard this with your life. Let no one but the Wizard touch this poach, it contains the Golden Sphere". "I understand your majesty and I will see it safely to him"" Sir Manting replied. Then he took the pouch from the King's hands and slid the leather bag into one of his saddle bags.
Two more riders approached the two men as they stood talking in the morning light. One was Lady Irene and the other was Sir John. Both where dressed in very fine armour. The King had commissioned his blacksmith make new armour and broad swords for the five that where going on their missions for him. As they approached Sir John hailed his King, "Good morning your Majesty, you look well rested I see". The two riders dismounted and walked over to their King and bowed before him. Lady Irene winked at her King and smiled a beautiful smile for him. The King winked back at her and then smiled as well. "I see you two are rested as well. Are you ready for your journey Lady Irene and Sir John?" the King asked as he looked at them with a curious look. The hounds now surrounded the three newcomers and began to lick at their hands. "Yes, I think we are ready your Majesty, thank you for this beautifully made armour " Lady Irene moved one of her hands down the front of her suit of armour. "It is very solid and well crafted your Majesty," Sir John chimed in. King Orion smiled and nodded in agreement with them. "Yes , my blacksmith Sahma is one of the finest in all of England". "You three must ride north to the Wizard's castle and reach it by the fourth day. Please, do not stop long for breaks while you travel. This journey will be very dangerous and the Dark Lord was furious when he heard we had the Golden Sphere. He will stop at nothing to get it back from us and he is probably already planning to attack the castle with his army of death. Go now and may God keep you all safe my friends" the King smiled and waved his hand. The three turned and bowed to their King and mounted their horses. "May you keep well your Majesty"" Sir John called back as the three rode out of the castle gates.
"Good morning your Majesty, sorry we are late" yelled Sir Andrew as he rode his horse towards the King, Sir White followed behind him. Both men wore the new armour the king had made for them as well. Sir White was a large man with grey hair , dark black eyes, and hands the size of a large melon. His shoulders where broad and striking to look at with the new armour shining in the sun. "Ah yes, late as usual Sir Andrew. I should have sent my hounds to wake you and Sir White". Sir Andrew laughed at this and smiled. He remembered the last time the King had done that and the mess the hounds had made of his bed and his face, each one licking him eagerly as he tried to fake sleeping. Both men dismounted and stood before their King and then bowed to him. "Good morning your Majesty" Sir White smiled as he spoke. "I hope you slept well your Majesty. I see you have your companions with you"". Sir White reached down and started to pet some of the King's hounds. The hounds seeing this gesture of affection surrounded Sir White and began to wag their tails . " I see you have chosen Sir White. A wise choice Sir Andrew", the King commented as he looked up at the two. "I want you to ride back along the river where Sir Kendrick and his men were and find me Kendal and Lendal. Do not waste time and dally about, just find them and bring them here" the King instructed. "Yes your Majesty, thank you for this very fine armour . It is the best you have ever had made for us," both men spoke at once and bowed ." Sir Andrew felt along his arms as he spoke. The armour was smooth to touch and shone brightly in the morning sun. The King had it made of the finest steel his black smith could find.
"You are both welcome" the King replied with a smile. "I wish you a safe journey and remember the river is haunted. Be very careful and do not sleep by the river at night, also, do not swim in the water, it has creatures that will attack you". Both men nodded their heads and bowed before their King, "Yes your Majesty". "Now be gone with both of you before I make you both kneel before my hounds and have them say farewell to you both," the King said loudly. Both men laughed at this joke and mounted their horses. "Thank you your Majesty, keep you well" Sir Andrew raised his hand to bid his King farewell. "Stay safe my Knights and hurry please, time is running out!" the King replied and waved good bye to them. Sir Andrew and Sir White rode their horses out through the castle gate and saluted the guards as they went by.
The King led his hounds over to the garden so that they could play in the fountain water falls. This was one of their favourite activities besides hunting . Each one of the hounds would jump under the falls as the water splashed down upon them. The King would watch and laugh as his hounds howled with joy and sprang from the water. Each one thoroughly enjoying themselves and soaking wet. The hounds would group together as they swam around in the large garden pool, howling at each other and trying to stay a float in the water. This was one of the King's most treasured moments and he watched eagerly and laughed at the sight of his hounds swimming in the pool.
. . .
Kendal looked down at the two bodies, each horrible looking and half rotten. "We should at least bury them with a bit of dirt Lendal". Lendal looked over at his brother and frowned at him. "What do you mean we? If you want to bury them go right ahead". Kendal looked at the bodies once again and then back at his brother. "We just can't leave them this way Lendal, they were Kights". Lendal shook his head and cursed the gods for giving him such a daft brother. "Alright
Kendal , you find some branches and some wood, then we will burn them. Better that way then to leave them in some meek shallow grave for rats to find".
Both men looked around for branches and soft pieces of wood to use. Lendal managed to find the biggest pieces and laid them over both the mens' bodies. Kendal placed his small branches around the edges and also on top. Lendal grabbed two sticks and started to rub them together over a small pile of wood chips. Slowly the wood chips started to smoke as Lendal rubbed the two sticks faster and faster together. Finally a small fire managed to burn and Lendal took a small stick and lit it on fire. He then went around the edges of the large pile of wood and set fire to the edges with the stick. The large pile started to burn with intense flames and both men could see the bodies being burned within. Both men placed their swords in front of themselves and bowed their heads in prayer.
The fire still burned strongly as Lendal and Kendal mounted their horses. "Let us ride Kendal" Lendal ordered and turned his horse around to face his brother. "How long do you think it will take us to reach the Kings castle ?" asked Kendal with a curious look. "Not long, I would say about two days at best," replied Lendal. "We will tell the King that both Kights were set a fire and prayers where said. I don't think the King will mind about the fire, these two where not his favourites at all" Lendal shook his head as he looked on.
"We will have to travel beside the river again and this time we will not stray far," Lendal instructed as he checked the bags of supplies strapped to his horse. Kendal nodded his head in agreement and looked forward as he rode his horse onward. As the men rode along there where sounds of animals chattering back and forth and the river rushing along its path. Each man kept an eye out for signs of hidden danger and a hand on their sword at all times. The wind blew softly through the weeds along the edges of the river.
"What time of day do you think it is Lendal?" asked Kendal as they rode. "By looking at the sun in the south east , I would say mid afternoon Kendal, why do you ask?". "I'm hungry Lendal, we have not eaten since this morning" Kendal pointed out to his brother. "We will have something to eat in another hour or so Kendal, just keep riding. The King doesn't like to be kept waiting for long". Both men continued to ride along side the great river as it rushed by them, swirling and bubbling, full of life, its current now strong and forceful.
The afternoon passed by slowly as Lendal and Kendal continued to ride along side the river bank. They came to a small hill side and Lendal dismounted. "We will break for lunch brother and then ride some more". Kendal agreed and dismounted from his horse and walked over to his brother by the hill side. Both men sat down beside each other on the dirt covered ground. "What do you have left for food Lendal?" asked Kendal. Lendal looked deep into his leather supply bag and frowned. "Hmm, there's hardly anything here, it looks like we might go hungry a day from now" Lendal replied.
"Exactly what do we have left Lendal?" demanded Kendal. Lendal reached down and poked his fingers through the bottom of the bag. "One small piece of meat and some dry bread". "Well it looks like you'll go hungry Lendal , those are mine" Kendal insisted. "No they're not, I saved you from that snake remember, hmm. If I didn't, you would have been a nice large meal for it" , Lendal reminded him. "Alright we will split everything" Kendal said with a frown of disapproval.
Both men sat eating their afternoon meal and drank small bits of water to quench their thirst. The bread was as dry as sand thought Kendal, maybe it had been in the bag longer then he could remember, maybe from someone else's journey. Lendal took his blade and cut a large piece of dry bread off from the loaf. "Do you want any more bread Kendal?". Kendal frowned at his brother and shook his head. "No thanks , I think there's still a piece stuck in my throat, Lendal". Lendal laughed and drank some of his water ,then passed the water sack to his brother who greedily drank from it. When both men were through their small meal, they picked up their bags and placed them back on their horses. Lendal took one final look around and then they mounted their horses.
"We will ride for a few more hours Kendal and then we will break for night fall. I will make the fire this evening and you will collect wood and don't stray far Kendal. I don't wish to become another wizard's prisoner. " Kendal nodded his head in agreement and guided his horse forward as the two rode along. Kendal was getting tired of riding and hoped for their journey to end soon. He was getting tired of his brother as well and having to take orders from him every second of the day.
The river seemed calmer in the late afternoon thought Lendal as they rode their horses at a quick pace. The ground looked dry and cracked, small stones seemed to cover every inch of it thought Lendal to himself, what a strange place he muttered to himself. The sooner he and his brother were back at the castle the better he thought.
As they rode past some bushes at the side of the river, an eery sound shot out loud in the air. Both men turned to look back at the bushes they had just passed. Lendal turned his horse around and placed one hand upon his broad sword. Kendal looked forward and then turned his horse around quickly to face this new possible threat from behind. "It's just a bird" , yelled Lendal as he looked the little creature over and smiled.
. . .
A strong breeze blew through the tree's as a Jack and his men made their way through the hill side. Each horse moved at a slow and steady pace as they climbed higher. Jack looked down at the wounds on his arms, they seemed to be healing he thought to himself after a short inspection. Willy always knew how to make good bandages for wounds thought Jack. "Jack how long will it take us to reach a village" asked Tom. "Soon Tom, I think another couple of miles past this hill side" replied Jack. Tom was one of the best fighters and one of the brighter men of the lot. His hair was of bright red colour, long and tide back. He was a large man and stood towering over the rest of the men. Tom always wore his armour and kept his broad sword ready at all times even when he slept at night.
Rocks and branches seemed to cover every inch of the place thought Jack. This place was cursed from the moment he had stepped into it, he grumbled to himself and then spat. Now he had to lead the men to the nearest village before night fall. The hill side was steep and the horses seemed to move even slower as the men pushed forward each carrying a small amount of supplies with them. The wind started to blow stronger making their journey even more hard as they struggled to move forward. Dark clouds moved slowly over head and lightning could be seen in the far distance.
"Were going to have to stop for a while men. Get the horses rounded up and set up the tents, there's a storm coming soon" Jack yelled out as he dismounted from his horse. The rain began to fall heavily upon the men as they ran around trying to set up tents and keep their horses from running away on them. Lightning started to blast through the sky and thunder boomed every where. A small tree was struck by lightning and flames shot up from it's branches. "Get down men, stay low to the ground. Get those bloody tents set up and hurry" Jack ordered.
Trees started to bend from the horrible wind hitting them as the rain poured down. The ground became a small lake as water piled up and up. The branches that were once laying on the ground were now floating freely about. The men finally set their tents up in the mud and rain only to have water run through them. "Get in your tents men and stay low to the ground. This storm will pass soon and we have to stay alive" Jack yelled over the booming thunder.
Each of the men crawled into their small tent and lay in the soggy wet blanket and prayed for the storm to end. Jack was the last one to seek shelter, as he had to take a look around and see where the storm was heading and how large it was. The eye of the storm was just east of them Jack thought. The storm should pass over in a short while and the rest of the way should be clear. His men hated storms and so did the horses, what was he to do. Why did he get stuck being in charge of this lot of fools, he must be cursed thought Jack to himself. Jack rolled over and stared out through the opening of his small tent and watched as the lightning struck the ground nearby. Rain poured down like monsoon rain from the south and the wind lashed out sending small branches flying everywhere.
Lightning struck the ground and a large branch from a tree cracked and fell, men started screaming and yelling. Jack ran out of his small tent into the pouring rain to see what had happened. He stumbled over small branches and mud soaked ground. Looking over to his left he saw that a huge branch had fallen on one of the tent's and some of the men where still inside. He ran towards the tent and grabbed one end of the heavy branch and tried to lift it up. The branch was to heavy and Jack decided to get a few of his men to help. ""Tom , get out here, there's a huge branch down on Zack's tent" yelled Jack. After a few minutes Tom finally appeared and ran over to the tent. Both men grabbed the one end of the huge branch and pulled with all their might, the branch slowly moved towards them as they pulled. Muscles flexed and strained as the men finally removed the large branch from a top of the tent. The men in the tent scrambled out into the pouring rain shaking and filled with terror. "Is any one hurt" yelled Jack as he looked at the men standing before him. "Not much Jack , just a bit scared, she came down right in the middle of the tent" replied Zack with a slight tremor in his voice. "Good , every one go back to their tents and we will ride this storm out" Jack yelled .
Suddenly a huge bolt of lightning struck Zack as he stood between the tent and the other men. Flames shot up as his body dropped to the ground and started to smoke. Jack flung his coat off and wrapped it around Zack's body, trying to put the flames out. Zack screamed in terror as the flames burned him alive. Smoke wafted from his body as he tried to roll around on the ground. Suddenly Zack stopped moving and his body went limp. Jack placed his hand on Zack's throat
and felt no heart beat, then he removed the torn and burned jacket from Zack's body. "We will say a prayer for him in the morning men and then we will bury him here" Jack told his men as he looked down at Zack's body. The men slowly returned to their tents as the storm raged on around them.
Jack crawled into his tent and lay down on the soggy blanket. His men where like scared cats in a tree some times, Jack thought to himself. As Jack lay awake watching the storm from the opening of his small tent his mind drifted to thoughts of Zack and his burning body. Zack was a good man and a strong fighter in battle, he always gave his best thought Jack. Lightning flashed through the sky and the wind blew the flaps on the tent door , open and closed. The small tent swayed back and forth as the wind blew against its sides. Jack had made sure the tent pegs where placed deep into the ground when he had set up his tent earlier on. He was willing to bet some of his men's tent's weren't set up so well and were probably half collapsed by now. The thought made Jack chuckle to himself and was comforting to him as he lay there.
The storm slowly passed and the wind was finally calm. Jack's men slowly came out of their rain filled tents and stretched their tired limbs. Jack crawled out of his tent and looked around to assess the damage the storm had done to the camp. Not much he thought, only one tent and one man dead , the rest of his men where still alive and stood before him looking tired and worn.
. . .
A cool breeze blew from the east as the three riders rode their horses along a poorly made dirt road. Lady Irene led the way with her white horse, followed by Sir John and then Sir Manting who both rode dark black stallions. The sky was gray and filled with large dark clouds that seemed to want to pour rain down upon them at any moment. Sir Manting looked up at the sky and then at his two companions,"we better get our rain clothes ready, if it is a storm we will have to seek shelter till it passes over" he spoke in a level voice. The other two nodded their heads in agreement and started to look through their saddle bags for their rain clothing. "I hate wearing this over armour, " Lady Irene commented as she pulled a large grey top coat over herself.
The sky suddenly turned black and large booming sounds of thunder echoed for miles around. "We better seek shelter" yelled Sir Manting, his finger pointing to a small valley. The three riders set their horses racing towards the valley at top speed. Lightning started to strike all around them as they raced forward. "Hurry, we must reach it before this lightning strikes us dead", yelled Sir Manting as he pushed his horse to go faster. Suddenly a large bolt of lightning flew down and struck the ground beside them, the ground erupted in flames and dirt flew every where. The three riders pushed their horses even harder now, Lady Irene leading the way forward.
Thunder boomed and crashed over head as the three rode their horses down into the small valley. Lightning flashed in the sky and crashed into the ground near by as the three looked for shelter. "Here's a spot, let's set our tent there" Lady Irene pointed her finger at a small groove in the valley floor. Both men looked at the spot Lady Irene had in mind and quickly went about setting up a small tent while Lady Irene held the horses still. The wind blew hard as the two men finally finished getting the tent set up. "This will have to do Lady Irene" Sir John yelled out as the storm crashed and boomed over head. "Tie the horses down with a stake and come in side Lady Irene". Lady Irene tied the horses down and quickly darted into the tent as heavy drops of rain began to fall. The two men where already laying down in the tent as Lady Irene pushed the flaps aside and rushed in. Wind blew heavily at the sides of the small tent as lightning crashed all around. Heavy rain pelted the sides of the tent as the three lay inside. "This is quite the storm Sir John. How long do you think she will last"" asked Sir Manting in a low voice. "I think maybe a few hours Sir Manting, lets hope are tent holds up till then", replied Sir John.
Lady Irene looked out through the tent flaps to see if the horses where still together. She spotted them laying down together in a small group. The clouds were heavy and blacker than she had ever seen before. This was no normal storm she thought to herself as she lay between the two men. The rain beat heavily down upon the small tent as the three lay still inside. After what seemed like hours to Lady Irene , the storm finally passed overhead. "I think the storm has passed over us" Lady Irene spoke softly as she began to dress. Both men began to dress as well, placing their heavy armour back on piece by piece. " That storm didn't seen like it was that long", Sir John replied. The three laughed at Sir John's comment and made jokes about having to do the same thing next time there was a storm.
Lady Irene was the first to exit the small tent, she stretched her body as she stood before the tent. Then the two men came out and did the same as they stood around their tent. "I see our horses are still there" Sir John pointed his finger towards them and smiled. "It's a good thing they didn't run off during the storm or we would be travelling to the wizards by foot" Sir Manting commented as he walked towards the horses. "Let us pack up this small tent and ride, we must not lose to much time" he continued.
Lady Irene and Sir John set about pulling the small tent down and placing the pieces into small leather bags as they went. Sir John took the small bags and strapped them to the sides of his horse's saddle. Lady Irene took the wooden posts and strapped them to her horse's saddle as well. When the two where finished they mounted their horses and waited for Sir Manting as he gave a last look around then mounted his horse. The three rode their horses slowly out of the small valley and up the other side to higher ground. Sir John looked back at the small valley and smiled to himself, that will be a place I will remember for a long time, he thought.
. . .
"Sir White, do you think we will find the two brothers upon our journey?", Sir Andrew spoke as he looked back at the castle. ""My guess is we won't find them Sir Andrew. They should have been back along time ago. The distance is only a couple day's ride from the castle and both men are great fighters and travel well together"", Sir White shook his head and looked forward.
The horses galloped along at a brisk pace as both men peered into the trees and beyond. Sir Andrew grimaced as his mind tried to figure out what had happened to the two brothers. Maybe the Dark Lord sent one of his wizards to kill or capture them, thought Sir Andrew or maybe they where attacked by Sir Kendrick's men after they mutinied. One thing is for sure , both men should have been back along time ago and not returning to the castle meant trouble. Sir Andrew pondered the possibilities for a while longer and then gave up, shaking his head in dispair.
The sun beat down upon them as they rode along the dirt path far from the castle walls. Heat made each man uncomfortable in their new armour and sweat poured down their faces as they rode. "The sun is hot Sir White, pass me the water bag". Sir Andrew reached forth and grabbed the leather bag from Sir White's hands as they rode. With one hand guiding his horse and the other hand carrying the water bag, Sir Andrew drank a small amount of water. He then passed the water bag back to Sir White, who in turn took small gulps of water and then placed the bag back on his saddle.
"We shall break for lunch in a few hours Sir White and have a look around, maybe we will see some tracks, what do you think Sir White" asked Sir Andrew as he wiped away sweat from his face. "It would be nice if we did not have to wear this armour Sir Andrew. I'm getting too hot and dry from it and the day has barely started" , Sir White replied shaking the sweat from his eyes.""Breaking for lunch is a good idea and the horses need some water as well".
Dust flew up from behind their horses as they rode along. The dirt road was well travelled and every now and then a stranger would ride by them as they rode. Both men would nod their heads and say good morning to the traveller. The King had many visitors and tradesmen, who would come to the castle looking for shelter and food. Some would find employment in the Kings company and others would simply become beggars and outcasts.
Sir White looked up from his horse to see a strange man ahead in a black cloak coming towards them. He was riding black horse that looked very strong and had a shiny coat. The man had a long tailed coat and top hat, followed by long black riding boots. The man looked at both men and smile at them as he rode by. Sir Andrew and Sir White nodded their heads and smiled at the man and wish him a good morning. The stranger only laughed at this and continued riding towards the castle. Sir Andrew turned to Sir White, "what do you make of that one Sir White?". Sir White let out a small chuckle and replied, "he's probably a beggar or one of the King's hunting partners. The long black boots and top hat he was wearing are the same the King wears to hunt with". "Ah , your probably right Sir White, very keen witted of you, I must say", Sir Andrew replied. "The King has very strange looking hunting partners. Do you remember the short little man with no teeth and pale skin? The one who drove the King mad because he shot every thing before the King could even raise his hunting musket". Sir White looked at Sir Andrew and burst out laughing. "Yes, yes , I remember that one. The little man who would run around shooting madly at anything that moved practically. He almost shot the King himself the one day I was with them". Sir White laughed at the memory and shook his head, where the King found that one , he would never guess.
""We shall break for lunch Sir White, pass me the meal sack and we will feast on some cooked meat". Sir White reached down and unstrapped the meal sack and then tossed it to Sir Andrew. "Where shall we dismount and tie our horses to rest Sir Andrew", Sir White asked looking around with a puzzled look on his face. Sir Andrew pointed towards some small trees along the dirt road and both men rode towards them and dismounted. Sir Andrew and Sir White seated themselves under the small trees and began to have lunch. The cooked meat was excellent thought Sir Andrew as he bit into the meat with vigorous delight. The cook did a very good job at making their meals and always gave them more than the rest of the men. Sir White greedily sat eating a large piece of blue berry pie, his face covered with stains. When both men had finished eating their lunch, they took a final look around and packed up their small meal bag. Sir White placed it into his saddle and mounted his horse. Sir Andrew mounted his horse and both men began to ride again.
"I hope Lendal and Kendal are alright" spoke Sir White as he looked over at Sir Andrew. ""They do get themselves in trouble. I remember the time when we had to rescue them from that wild Indian tribe , who almost had them stewing in a large pot for dinner. They where both stripped naked and sitting tied up in that large pot of hot water when we arrived. Or the time when the Dark Lord had them tied up and was ready to send their souls to hell. That was the worst one, we almost didn't succeed in freeing them. It was just by luck that we got to free the two of them". Sir Andrew shook his head at the thought of their past endeavours trying to save the two brothers. The King would always laugh uproariously when they told him about the Indian tribe trying to boil the two in hot water, and would always ask Sir Andrew if they had added any spices to the pot before boiling them.
"Hopefully we will find some tracks or traces of the two soon Sir White, they can not be very far from here. Very shortly we will be by the river and all its strange dangers, so we will have to be extra careful Sir White. I do not want to lose you to one of those giant snakes even though you ate the rest of the pie at lunch time on me." Both men laughed and Sir White made small hissing sounds as the two continued to ride onwards.
Chapter 6
The storm had finally passed and Jack's men sat around a small camp fire gambling and drinking cheap wine to pass the time. Jack strolled around the camp to see if everything was intact and to see if all his men where there to be counted for. As he walked by one of the tents , he saw that lightning had struck just beside it , missing the tent only by a few feet. Jack shook his head and continued walking around the camp site.
"Alright you lot, get your bags packed and your horses ready", Jack yelled at the top of his lungs. The men sitting around the fire jumped up and began to pack their supplies away, others grabbed their horses and saddle bags. Jack looked over to see two men still sitting by the fire gambling. "You two, get the tents down and ready to pack, we ride in a few minutes". The two men jumped up and began taking down the tents. Each tent was completely wet from the storm and its rain water and the men had a hard time folding them into small sacks. "You three , help these two lazy dogs pack the tents up"", Jack ordered , pointing his finger at the three men standing around beside him.
When the last tent had been packed away, Jack looked around once more and then ordered his men to ride. Each man sat upon his horse and slowly turned to ride behind Jack's horse. Jack pulled tightly on his horse's reins and the horse started into a quick gallop. The rest of his men followed suit and the group of riders forged ahead.
The day was late and there was little time for riding before night would fall. Jack pushed his men to ride fast and cursed at those who slowed down even for a moment. The horses galloped faster as they raced onwards through small grass filled fields. Hopefully they would come upon a small village soon Jack thought to himself as he rode. His men would mutiny if they didn't find one, he was sure of that. Jack scanned the horizon looking for any sign of people or a village, none could be seen and Jack started losing hope. If his men mutinied, he would gladly let them go and wouldn't try and stop them for he knew better. Men who did not want to be led would turn violent and turn against their leader.
The sky was starting to turn grey as Jack's men rode towards a small rocky hillside. The horses slowed to a light gallop and seemed hesitant to go any further. Jack pulled on his horses reins but the beast wouldn't move any faster. Jack looked puzzled as tried to figure out what was making the horses scared. "Maybe something evil waits ahead Jack" spoke Henry. "We should take caution and ride around this place Jack". "Nay, it's just a small hillside with rocks", Jack replied shaking his head. ""We will ride through it, push your horses men", Jack commanded. Each man tried to guide their horses towards the hillside but they would shy away, slowing down as they went. "Jack , the horses won't go any further, something is wrong we must go around", pleaded Henry looking frightened. "Do as I say men, ride forward or I will cut any man's tongue out who does not ride with me"" Jack screamed out loudly to his men.
Suddenly a blast of green light flew through the air , striking Jack as he tried to ride forward, he tumbled to the ground. Henry jumped off his horse and leaned over Jack , ""Jack are you all right, Jack wake up". The ground rumbled and another flash of green light went through the air, this time hitting Henry in the back as he stood over Jack. Henry screamed in pain and dropped to the ground beside Jack's lifeless body. Both men now lay dead on the ground as the rest of the men tried to escape.
A tall man wearing a long black cape and carrying a short black stick appeared in front of Jack's men. "You see, if you try and escape, I will strike you down and you will all die" he spoke in a high pitched yell. "Surrender and be my captives and you shall all live. Do not surrender and you shall all die by my hand". The wizard's voice was filled with hate and anger as he spoke. One of Jack's men rode towards the wizard, his blade raised above his head. Just as the man came close to him a green light shot out from the wizard stick and the man's head flew off his body. The horse the man was riding reared and was struck as well by a flash of green light. The horse collapsed on the ground with its rider's body still on top.
"You shall all die then" , the wizard screamed as he raised his stick in the air. Jack's men tried desperately to ride away from the wizard. Two of Jack's men rode towards the wizard their swords raised above their heads ready to strike him down. The wizard slowly pointed his stick at the two men and a straight beam of green light hit them, slicing them in half as they rode towards him. The wizard let out a loud laugh as his raised his stick high into the air. The wizard began chanting in a low voice and his eyes where closed as he stood still holding his stick.
The rest of Jack's men saw that they could not escape and that they would have to fight to the death. Tanner, one of the strongest of Jack's men, raised his battle axe high into the air and raced towards the wizard. "You're going to die wizard" he screamed as he rode his horse towards the figure dressed in black. Suddenly a huge beam of blue light flew out from the wizard's stick striking Tanner and the rest of the riders, freezing them in their tracks. Each man collapsed and fell to the ground, one by one. All of the men's horses now ran free and raced down the valley away from the wizard.
Slowly the wizard lowered his stick and looked around at the men on the ground. ""Your souls are mine" the wizard spoke in a low voice. The wizards eyes where glowing bright red as he studied the scene before him. "Now my power is complete and I shall rule your soles in hell", the wizard screamed at the top of his lungs, his hands now raised at the sky. A flash of lightning flew through the sky and thunder rumbled as he spoke. Dark clouds filled the air as the wizard began to chant again, "Dark Lord taketh, Dark Lord taketh thee to hell and beyond". The wizard's eyes now glowed even brighter as his chant grew even louder. Thunder rumbled from the sky as the wizard raised his hands again. Then with a flash of bright light he was gone and all that remained where the corpses of the fallen men.
""Kendal we will have to stop for nightfall soon", Lendal reminded his brother as the two rode along the river bank. Their horses seemed to slow in pace and where now huffing and puffing from being tired. The men dismounted and led their horses to water at the edge of the river. The horses drank heavily and even waded into the river a small ways to cool off. Lendal and Kendal watched and waited as their horses refreshed themselves. A well rested horse was worth it's weight in gold thought Lendal as he watched his horse drink the river's water.
The men walked their horses away from the river and tied them to a small tree. "I shall make the fire Kendal, go find some wood". Lendal reached up and pulled a small branch from the tree and proceeded to break it in two. He then placed a small amount of leaves in a pile before him and began the slow process of rubbing two sticks together. Soon smoke began to pour out of the small pile of leaves and Lendal placed small branches over the top of the leaves. "Kendal
"Kendal, do you have any large branches to put over the fire?" "Just a couple of small branches" , Kendal replied as he reached up and grabbed a large branch from a tree. "Take them from the ground Kendal, we want them to live not die". Lendal looked over to where his brother was standing and watched. "This time I''m going to make sure he doesn't go disappearing on me" , Lendal thought to himself as he continued to watch his half witted brother collect wood.
Kendal gathered up a small amount of branches and brought them over to Lendal, who placed them neatly over the small fire. Both men stood around and watched the small fire grow larger as it burned brighter. "We need to set up the tent for tonight Kendal, get the tent bags for me". Kendal walked over to the horses and grabbed the large tent bag from the saddle that lay beside his horse. Kendal looked at the two horses resting and smiled to himself.
"Here Lendal, grab the end , this thing is heavy", Kendal complained, as he raised the end of the bag, trying to hold it for Lendal. "Don't you have any strength Kendal, lift, lift". Lendal pulled his end of the bag tight and proceeded to carry the bag towards the burning fire. "We'll set it up here", Lendal instructed as he dropped the tent on the ground. "I will set up the poles inside and you hammer in the pegs Kendal and don't just hammer them in a little ways. You remember what happened last time, that storm almost blew our tent away".
Darkness fell upon the two men as they hurried to set up their tent for the night. When all was finished , the two sat by the fire and began looking for food in their travel bags. "Here's some left over meat Lendal". Kendal pulled the small package out of the bag and handed it over to Lendal, who used his small cutting knife to cut the small chunk of meat in two and then tossed his brother a piece. "Is there anything else Kendal?" asked Lendal looking pained and hungry. "Just a small slice of pie, sorry," replied Kendal.
"We should have got the cook to give us more food Lendal. The amount he gave us is not enough, and we're going to have to hunt for our meal tomorrow"". Kendal looked around at the darkness and their camp site. "Do you think will be bothered by any animals tonight Lendal. I hate sleeping out in tents at night?". Lendal looked at his brother and laughed, "I'm going to tell the King that one when I get back. I will stay awake and stand watch , so go to bed".
Kendal stood up and walked over to the tent and crawled inside. "It's damp in here Lendal and there's water in the corner of the tent". "You would never make it as one of the King's knights Kendal. He would have you thrown out for complaining so much or he would make you sleep with his hounds at night and read them bed stories". Lendal started to laugh uproariously. "You're mean Lendal, some times I think we came from different parents and I got stuck with you. It must be God's kind of a cruel punishment for me Kendal, giving me a brother the likes of you"."You should be grateful , I saved you from the giant snake, remember Kendal. That thing would have eaten you slowly and you would be sitting in its stomach by now". Kendal did not reply to this last comment. Lendal listened for a moment and then heard his brother snoring away, sound asleep. Lendal picked up some more branches and placed them on the small fire. The night air was cold and blew strong against his face, so he decided to grab his heavy coat and sit by the fire for his evening watch.
The small fire burned brightly as wind blew all around sending small sparks flying into the night air. Lendal sat staring into the red ambers of the fire before him, pondering his life so far. "I wonder what the King is thinking right now," Lendal mumbled to himself. "He is probably wondering what is taking us so long and debating whether to send someone to look for us. I wish he would have sent me with someone else besides Kendal, what a pain in the ass."
As Lendal stared into the fire , small animals could be heard making their evening calls to each other. Lendal looked up to see a small ground- cat skulking around near by. Lendal stood up and waved his sword overhead. The cat growled at him and slowly backed away and then ran into the darkness. Lendal listened for a moment and he could hear rustling of branches as the cat ran through them, then he sat down again and continued to stare into the fire.
Small bits of smoke sailed into the air above the fire, its coals now burning a dull red colour. Lendal sat stretched out upon the ground half asleep, the wind blowing smoke into his face at times. No animals came near but the rustling of leaves and branches could be heard all around him. Small sets of eyes could be seen peeking at them from the darkness all around. There must be a small group of cats thought Lendal. He stood up and waved his sword again, trying to scare them off but the eye's continued to stare with out moving.
. . .
Mid- afternoon had come with its warm air and hot sun, birds chirped and sang. Lady Irene sat on her horse looking over a hilltop for any signs of danger ahead. The path to the Wizard would be long and hard, seven days travel , maybe more, she thought to herself as she peered over the edge. "We have a long road ahead of us and I don't see any sign of danger" , she yelled back. Sir Manting smiled and nodded his head and then signalled her to join them.
The three rode down from the hillside at full speed , racing like the wind. As they reached the roadside, Lady Irene slowed her horse to a trot and the two men did the same. "We shall reach the Wizard's castle in seven days", spoke Sir Manting, his voice filled with confidence. "When we reach the castle , I will ride in alone and greet the Wizard, who by the way, they call the high priest Ecba", all three chuckled and laughed at this last part. "High priest Ecba", shouted Lady Irene. "It sounds like the name of a vegetable or something". Both men laughed at this. "Maybe he was a carrot in his past life", John replied. The other two laughed hard at this last jest and started listing other types of vegetables, which created even more laughter.
After the three had finished their jokes and laughing, John pointed his finger at a dark group of riders approaching from the east. "Look over there, riders are coming", he cried out. "Get ready to ride fast and hard, there maybe too many for us to fight". Lady Irene stretched her neck forward to try and see for herself what was coming their way. Sir Manting looked over in the direction of where Sir John pointed his finger and he too spied the riders coming. "We'd better ride now, if they're the Dark Lord's men, we will be out numbered, two to one". "Come let us ride away while we still can", Lady Irene yelled out. The three turned their horses around and proceeded to gallop at full speed, racing against the wind.
Lady Irene turned her head to look back and saw the riders were still following them. She pushed her horse to ride faster and the other two did the same. Now the three where riding at full speed, their horses breathing heavily as they went. Sir John glanced back again and saw the riders still coming towards them at full speed. "We must find a place to hide", he yelled to the other two. Sir Manting looked around for a hiding place that might be good. "Quick, ride to that small valley over there", his finger pointing in that direction. The three raced towards the small valley at top speed.
"Quickly get off your horses and get them to lay still", Sir Manting commanded. The other two did as he said and all three lay still, horses by their sides. Sir John could hear the riders approaching, there must be twenty or more. Sir Manting looked up and saw they where the Dark Lord's men. Each of the riders wore dark black armour and carried their swords by their sides. Their leader was dressed in black with a helmet that had horns on either side. He carried his sword in one hand as he rode in front of his men. "Keep riding, I see nothing here", he yelled to his men as they passed by the valley. Lady Irene, Sir Manting and Sir John lay silent in the valley watching as the Dark Lord's men rode by. When they were almost out of sight , Sir John raised his head to see how many there were. He counted fifty five in total . "We would have been done for , fifty five in total" John whispered. The other two looked surprised at the number of men. "I wonder where they're headed"? Asked Lady Irene. "Maybe they're going to attack the King ."
Sir Manting shook his head , "I don't think they would attack a castle with so little a force as that. They usually attack fortresses with greater numbers. The King has a huge number of men guarding the castle and hundreds more at his command".
When the Dark Lord's men were out of sight, the three stood up and stretched their limbs and then mounted their horses to ride again. "We must keep an eye out for them, just in case they turn around and come back this way", Sir Manting whispered to the other two. "Ride slowly , we don't want them to hear us, Lady Irene you take the lead". Lady Irene smiled and rode her horse up in front of the other two. It was good to lead two men of such stature she thought to herself.
The three continued on their journey at a slow pace. "In another few hours we will break for lunch", Sir Manting spoke in a low voice. "Sir John, check and see if our food is still good". Sir John reached down into his saddle bag and pulled out one of the food bags and peered inside. "The food still looks good Sir Manting , I might just have a little along the way" , Sir John replied with a grin. Lady Irene looked back and laughed at Sir John's joke. "If there is none left for me, you will not get any of my dessert Sir John". Sir John looked at Lady Irene and then made a very sad face. Lady Irene burst into laughter at this and made a sad face back at him.
"What kind of dessert do you have for us Lady?" asked Sir Manting. "A nice pie with two large melons," she replied with a laugh. "I hope they're ripe melons, the ones that are nice and firm" Sir Manting continued. "Yes they're nice and firm Sir Manting, very fresh", Lady Irene winked at him and then placed one of her fingers in her mouth."
The three continued to ride late into the afternoon , joking with each other and laughing as they rode. "That looks like a good spot, over there where those small trees are" Sir Manting pointed his finger at the trees. "Yes that looks good", Lady Irene smiled and nodded her head. They rode their horses over to the spot and dismounted and Sir John tied the three horses together to one of the trees. Sir Manting grabbed the food supply bag from Sir John's saddle and looked inside. "I see it's all here, very good. We can't have you getting fat on us Sir John", Sir Manting teased as he poured the contents out onto a blanket Lady Irene had laid down for them.
. . .
Smoke wafted up through the trees in the early morning light as Lendal lay sleeping before the small fire he had made the night before. A small cat sat two feet away just staring at him in wonder, it's eyes bulging with curiosity as it stared non stop, looking for some sign of life from the creature that lay before it. Lendal slowly opened his eyes and stared at the little cat for a few minutes. Then he reached for his sword and raised it towards the cat. The cat just stared at the blade and made no movement. Lendal , upon seeing this , thought the cat had gone mad or something, then he thought for a moment. Maybe the cat had gotten used to people. He put down his sword and raised his hand towards the cat. The cat crept over to him and lay down beside him and began to purr. Lendal stroked the cat's back and rubbed its soft black fur and played with its ears.
"Why are these bloody tents always damp and cold in the morning?"grumbled Kendal as he crawled out into the early morning sunlight. He stretched his body out and scratched his head and looked over at Lendal in disbelief. "Where the hell did that come from?" , he asked, surprised to find Lendal petting a wild cat. "I don't know, it was staring at me when I woke up, I tried to scare it off but it just sat there staring at me", replied Lendal. "Looks to be friendly to people, maybe it lost its owner Lendal, we should keep it". Kendal reached over to pet the small cat as it lay beside Lendal. "What should we call it Lendal? I know , what about tiger? That sounds cute enough" , Kendal re-assured himself as he stroked the little cat's head. The little cat was in his glory,
getting petting by two humans was a luxury.
"I'll make a little leather carrying bag for him so he can ride with us Lendal." Lendal looked over at his brother and smiled. "Very well, Kendal, you can keep him, just look after him". Kendal smiled and laughed, "Very good, you hear that Tiger, I'm your new owner". The little cat purred as Kendal stroked its lean body with his hand. Lendal stood up and stretched his aching body, the ground was hard and laying on it all night was not good. "I should have laid a blanket down before I kept watch for the night, sore all over", Lendal crumbled as he stretched again. His body cracked with every move he made as he bent forward and backward stretching. Finally Lendal straightened himself and began to place small branches left over onto the smoldering camp fire. He blew small amounts of air underneath the branches hoping to re-ignite the burnt out fire. Slowly but surely the small fire came to life as Lendal continued to blow air at it. "Kendal, get me some small branches for the fire and I'll make us some breakfast". Kendal put the small cat on the ground and walked over to the small trees and began looking for dead branches and small sticks. The little cat followed Kendal around while he collected fire wood , its eyes filled with curiosity as it watched closely. Kendal , seeing that he had all that he could carry, brought the small bundle of wood over to Lendal. "Ah, these are just what I need Kendal, very good". Lendal placed the small bundle of sticks and branches over the fire as it burned. The small fire started to burned more brightly as Lendal added more sticks to it. Lendal walked over to where their saddle bags where and brought out the food sack and some cooking pots. "We will have some hot porridge and bread, Kendal".
Hot porridge was Kendal's favourite, he used to eat it with lots of sugar on top when he was a boy. Kendal sat and watched as Lendal stirred the large pot full of porridge, the little cat by his side. "Can I have your sugar as well Lendal, I know you don't like sugar that much?" "Yes, Kendal, you can have my sugar as well," his brother replied. Kendal's eyes where now hypnotized by the white porridge being stirred round and round in the pot. "Get your bowl Kendal, she's ready", Lendal instructed. Kendal ran to the saddle bags and pulled out a very large bowl and a bag of sugar. Lendal used their tall spoon to scoop out a portion of porridge for his brother. After Kendal's bowl was full of porridge he loaded it down with sugar and sat greedily eating away at it while he looked at the small cat. Tiger sat up and put both his paws on the edge of the bowl and sniffed the edge of it while Kendal tried to eat. "I will save you some Tiger, just wait". The little cat just stared at him and waited till Kendal was finished. Kendal placed the bowl with a small amount of porridge in front of the cat, who quickly ate the porridge and began to lick the bowl clean.
"Lendal , he likes porridge , look, he's even licking the bowl", Kendal shouted with excitement. Lendal laughed at the site of the little cat's head buried deep in the large bowl before it. When the little cat had finished licking the bowl clean it propped its head up to reveal a face covered in bits of porridge. Both brothers started laughing at the sight of the little cat. "We will have to give him a bath Lendal, he looks a bit ruff". Kendal grabbed the little cat and wiped his face clean with his shirt. "There, now you look presentable even for the King," Kendal remarked as he stroked the little cat's fur with his large hands.
"Do you want some warm bread Kendal, I've got some over the fire", Lendal pointed to the large pieces of bread. "Yes, that would be nice ", Kendal replied. When the bread was good and warm Lendal passed his brother a piece and the two sat eating warm bread by the fire. Tiger sat eyeing the two as they ate, his curiosity getting the better of him from time to time. "Don't worry I will save you some Tiger", Kendal said in between bites. The little cat just sat in front of them staring with eyes wide open. Kendal placed a small piece of bread in his hand and lowered it in front of the little cat who eagerly started to take small bites. When the little cat was finished , it began to lick Kendal's hand clean. Kendal laughed as he watched the cat lick over and over again. "Better than washing my hands in water", Kendal laughed as he pulled his hand away. Lendal picked the little cat up and held it in one hand as he petted its head with the other. The little cat purred and began to lick Lendal's arm at the same time.
"I'll pack our stuff up Lendal while you look after Tiger for me". "Fine", replied Lendal , his hand rubbing the back of the little cat. Kendal wiped the cooking pots clean and placed them back in the leather sack over his saddle then he took some of their water and poured it over the small fire. Smoke wafted up into the air as the water hit the burning sticks with a loud hissing sound. Kendal walked over to the small tent and pulled the tent pegs out of the ground and placed them in a small sack, he then started taking down the rest of the tent, piece by piece.
. . .
It was barely nightfall when Sir Andrew and Sir White rode their horses down to the great river. Each horse bowed their heads low and drank heavily of the greenish blue water until they were satisfied. Sir Andrew looked up at the sky and the small clouds that floated high above them.
"We better get our tent ready Sir White the evening is slowly coming upon us I'm afraid". Sir White looked up and agreed with Sir Andrew about their current state. " Night would come soon and all the strange river animals would be out and about," thought Sir White to himself. "We must make camp and start a small fire Sir White", instructed Sir Andrew as he dismounted from his horse and tied it to a tree. "I will stay on watch this evening and wake you when it is time for you to replace me". Sir White nodded his head and then dismounted and tied the horse beside Sir Andrew's.
Sir Andrew grabbed the saddle bag from his horse and placed it on the ground. Sir White walked around the area looking for small branches to make a camp fire. He soon spotted an old tree with some dead branches hanging from its limbs and began to pluck them, one by one. Sir Andrew busied himself with getting all the parts to their small tent and laying them out on the ground. He looked around and saw a flat section of ground three feet from where Sir White was standing. "Perfect, that will do just nicely , I think", Sir Andrew mumbled to himself. He picked up some of the tent pieces and walked over to where Sir White was standing and placed them on the ground. "It looks like a good spot Sir Andrew, nice and flat, easy on the back I say, no hard bumps or rocks", commented Sir White, as he watched Sir Andrew drop pieces of the tent on the ground around him. "I'll have to get the other pieces, " Sir Andrew stated as he dropped the last piece out of his hands.
Sir White continued to collect small branches for their fire this evening. He walked around to each tree and looked through its branches for dead ones and on the ground for fallen branches as well. By the time Sir White was finished collecting as many branches as he could possibly find, Sir Andrew had their tent set up and was pushing the last tent peg into the ground. "Our tent looks good Sir Andrew, nicely done". Sir Andrew smiled and took a short bow and then laughed as he pushed the peg deep into the ground. "Let's hope it doesn't get too windy Sir White or we might end up in the river. I'll bet that water is mighty cold in the evening . Maybe we should tie our selves to a tree for safe keeping". Both men laughed and continued to set up their camp site for the evening.
Sir White sat down upon the soft ground and placed small leaves in a pile before him. He then took the straightest sticks he could find and began to rub them together in the middle of the small pile of leaves. Slowly, a small puff of smoke rose above him as he worked away at starting their fire. He placed small sticks over the burning leaves and blew air at the small pile until a small flame sparked from it. Sir White smiled at his handy work and placed more branches over the small fire as it burned brightly.
Sir White reached into his wood pile and grabbed the largest piece he could find and threw in onto his small fire. Then they sat round the fire watching it grow and burn even brighter. "Sir White , we should cook some seasoned meat and bread for this evening". "Very good idea Sir Andrew, this work of making a fire has me very hungry. "We will have to keep watch this evening. I'm guessing there are lots of strange animals around this river and night time is probably dangerous. I will keep first watch and you can replace me later this evening, said Sir Andrew". Sir White nodded his head and agreed with Sir Andrew's idea of a watch, especially in this place, Sir White had heard all kinds of horror stories of giant snakes and black apes. He shivered with the thoughts of such beasts and night time was always the worst.
With a long stick , Sir Andrew placed a large piece of seasoned meat over the fire to cook. As the meat sizzled and smoked both men grew even more hungry as they focussed their attention on the meat. "Sir White, look in the other food bag for the bread and we also need a small cutting knife and some plates". Sir White broke his gaze from the roasting meat and walked over to the saddlebags and looked through them for the food bag which contained the bread. "Small cutting knife", Sir White mumbled to himself as he looked through the different bags. "Ah, here's one, this will do just fine", he thought to himself as he placed the small blade he had found in his hand. Sir White looked through the other three bags and eventually found the loaf of bread and two small plates Sir Andrew was talking about. With the items in hand Sir White walked back over to the burning fire and joined Sir Andrew for their evening meal.
The meat was fantastic and both men hungrily ate while they watched the fire burning. Sir Andrew placed the loaf of bread over the fire with a stick to warm it a little. When the bread was warmed nicely and the meat was all gone both men cut small pieces from the small loaf of bread. "That was fantastic Sir Andrew", complemented Sir White as he ate his bread eagerly. "You should have been a cook Sir Andrew. The King would have loved that meal, really nice Sir Andrew". Sir Andrew smiled and thanked him for his praise and compliments. "I'm afraid the King doesn't pay his cooks that well , except for the head cook. A man can make more money being in the King's knights then he would as a cook,"he said , shaking his head.
The small fire continued to burn as they sat around drinking a small bit of cheap wine. The head cook had secretly hidden a bottle for them to share on their journey. Sir White looked up at the sky and wondered how many stars there where. "I wonder when the wild animals will come out for their hunting hour this evening?" Sir White spoke in a low voice as he gazed upwards at the sky. "Soon I would imagine , I can see a few little eyes peering at us from the bushes over there. I will have my broad sword ready this evening. I would ask you to do the same Sir White, this place is very dangerous and we are out in the open", Sir Andrew suggested. With those thoughts in mind both men took their broad swords out of their leather sheaths and placed them by their sides as they sat by the fire.
Chapter 7
Mid afternoon had come and the sun was hot and the air was humid. Lady Irene removed her top armour as she sat with the two men having lunch. "It is too hot out here, even under this tree it is too hot," she complained. "You need to drink some water Lady Irene. The sun is hot out here and we must stay cool. Here, I will pour you some of mine". Sir Manting reach over to her with a
glass filled with water. Lady Irene drank deeply from her cup and finally quenched her burning thirst. "That was a good lunch, " Lady Irene commented as she placed her boots back on her feet. "The dessert was the best part", replied Sir Manting with a laugh. Sir John smiled and shook his head in agreement with Sir Manting. The three laughed and gathered their horses together for the long ride. "Do we have everything?"asked Sir Manting as he mounted his horse. The other two looked around for a while and nodded their heads yes. "Looks like we have everything Sir Manting, let us ride from here," replied Lady Irene. The two mounted their horses and joined Sir Manting as he looked ahead into the distance. Then they were off, each one riding their horse like the wind, galloping at full speed over the dry land. "We shall stop before nightfall and make camp," Sir Manting yelled over the loud noise of the horses galloping along.
Their horses raced down the hill side at full speed, hooves clapping the ground as they went. Lady Irene kept her eyes locked and focussed on the path before them, looking for any danger that might lay ahead. She wrapped her strong legs around her horse and her strongly built arms bulged, muscles straining as she rode. She was determined to see this journey through to the end. Both men raced their horses beside hers and kept watch on both sides for any danger that might lurk from near by.
The sun was slowly sinking as they continued riding forward on their journey to the Wizard's castle. Soon they would have to set up camp for nightfall and keep watch throughout the night. Sir John looked forward to the setting up the camp and sleeping with Lady Irene in their tent. He hoped she would be let them have more of her dessert. Her large breasts still running through his mind as he rode beside the two riders.
Suddenly from a distance Lady Irene saw a dark figure on a horse riding towards them. "Look over there," Lady Irene pointed her finger at the tall black figure riding towards them. Both men looked forward intently trying to see what was coming their way. "I see Lady Irene, this does not look good. Grab your swords , we shall give this one a fight!" yelled Sir Manting. The three raced towards the lone rider with their swords by their sides ready to attack. Suddenly the rider stopped and sat motionlessly upon his horse waiting for them to come near. The three rode closer to where the rider sat and then stopped a small distance away. Sir John looked at the rider studying his armour and his horse. The man wore completely black armour and carried a large broad sword at his side. His helmet was dark black with small white horns that stuck out on each side, his long black hair hung down upon his broad shoulders, dark eyes stared at them with anger. "He looks like the general of the Dark Lord's men that we saw earlier" Lady Irene remarked in a low voice to the other two as they sat. "Should we attack Sir Manting?" asked Sir John as he eyed the stranger eagerly. "No, let us wait and see what he does Sir John" replied Sir Manting, his hand gripping his broad sword tightly.
The lone rider called out , "You are dogs that should be cut down before me! I'm his majesty the Dark Lords general Ibecauss". As he spoke , he raised his sword in the air to signal his troops from afar. Lady Irene looked farther past the stranger to see a large body of riders racing towards them now. "Quick, we must ride, he has signalled his troops, look". Lady Irene's finger shook as it pointed towards the riders coming their way. All three turned their horses quickly away and began to ride in the opposite direction at full speed. "We must find a hiding spot quickly, they are gaining on us", Sir Manting yelled to the other two as he turned to look behind them. The general was in the front spurring his men on and yelling commands at them roughly. "Let us ride back up the hill over there" Sir John yelled. "Very good Sir John, it looks like our only hope", replied Sir Manting. The three raced their horses up the steep hillside as the Dark Lord's men closed in behind them. "Lady Irene, do you remember any spots that might be good for hiding up here" asked Sir Manting, his voice sounding nervous and tense. "Just one, it was a small gully full of rocks and bushes. Over there where those small trees are standing, " Lady Irene replied with her hand pointing in the direction of the small gully. It wouldn't be long before the Dark Lord's men caught up to them on the hill side thought Sir John, if only they could hide some where. The three raced towards the gully and its surrounding rocks. Sir Manting looked back over his shoulder to see the dark riders approaching up the hill. "Quickly" , he ordered. "Ride into the gully and dismount. Lay your horses on the ground and lay down flat". The three raced into the gully and rode through the maze of rocks and small tree branches. Lady Irene looked around trying to find a place to lay the horses. Time was running thought Sir Manting , if they didn't find a place to hide, they would either fight to the death or be captured.
"What's that?" cried out Sir John, his finger pointing in the direction of a small cave opening below a group of rocks. "Very good Sir John, let us see what it is," Sir Manting suggested as they walked their horses around the rocks. Lady Irene dismounted from her horse and peered into the small cave. "It looks like a small tunnel but it's big enough for the horses, just barely" she remarked. Sir Manting looked down and then ordered them to walk their horses into the cave. "I will stay behind and cover the entrance with branches to hide us". They nodded in agreement and then proceeded to walk into the cave with their horses behind them. Sir Manting gathered branches and stacked them up in front of the entrance while his horse stood behind him in the cave. When he had finished , sweat poured down his face and the entrance was finally sealed from the outside. Sir Manting grabbed his horse and guided it further into the tunnel, ducking his head to avoid the ceiling.
Sir Manting caught up to the other two deep into the cave. "It' too dark in here," complained Lady Irene in a low voice as she walked slowly forward with her horse. "Let us keep going and see if this leads anywhere" Sir Manting whispered in a low voice. The three could hear the Dark Lord's general shouting to his men to look for them. "They can't send all their men in here and we can kill a few if they try," whispered Sir John. "You're right but let us keep walking quickly" Sir Manting replied in a low voice. The three continued to walk deep into the cave as the Dark Lord's general ordered his men to search for them."You idiots, you let them outride us and now you can't find them. I suppose you think they just vanished into thin air", yelled the general, his face filled with rage. The general walked up to one of his men and with one swift kick sent the man flying. "You're a disgrace , Sargent Wilken" , the general yelled to his lieutenant as he sat on the ground rubbing his sore backside. "You let them out ride us , now where the hell are they Sargent Wilken?. When I raised my sword, I expected your men to be right behind me not a mile away from me, you idiot". The general's face grew redder and redder as he yelled. One of the men spoke up, "No sign of them Sir, the men have looked everywhere". The general looked at the man and then growled an oath to have all his men tortured slowly when he returned to the Dark Lord's castle. "Men get your horses, we will ride from here. All of you will be punished, when we return to the castle, let us ride!", the general yelled at the top of his lungs.
. . .
The night air was thick with insects flying all above the two men as they sat by their fire. Sir White watched as the last remaining coals burned a low coloured red and small amounts of smoke wafted above them. "You should sleep Sir White, I will stay the watch for this evening" Sir Andrew spoke in a low voice. "You're right, I'm getting pretty exhausted Sir Andrew" Sir White replied with a tired look on his face. "I shall go and rest my weary bones for the evening", Sir White mumbled as he stood up and stretched himself. "Good evening Sir , I shall leave you to your duties Sir Andrew". "Very good then , good evening Sir White. I shall wake you when I get too tired to watch properly ". Sir White slowly walked over to the small tent, his one hand gripping his broad sword. He looked back to see Sir Andrew sitting before the fire deep in thought.
As Sir White turned his head, a large black cat jumped out from the small trees. The cat's eyes where bright red, it's fur dark black in colour. The giant cat growled and moved closer to Sir White, it's tail down between its legs. "Sir Andrew, come this way quickly, there is a giant cat" yelled Sir White as he raised his sword. "Come closer kitty and I will cut ye down,"barked Sir White as he moved in a circle with the giant cat. The giant cat moved closer , its large teeth waiting to bite into Sir White's flesh. Suddenly the giant cat sprang into the air, its large paws reaching out to tear into it's victim's flesh. Sir White raised his sword above his head desperately trying to fend off the attack. The cat landed on top of Sir White, its claws swiping at his face and chest. The cat growl as it tried to bite into Sir White's face. Sir White with his arms stretched out and his sword knocked to the ground, tried desperately to push the cat away. The cat lunged forward with all its strength, Sir White turned his head quickly just in time to miss being bitten by its large sharp teeth. Sir Andrew ran up behind the giant cat and raised his broad sword high. With one hard blow, Sir Andrew hammered his sword down deep into the giant cat's neck. The cat let out a horrible cry of pain and shook its head, trying to break free. Blood poured from the giant cat's neck. Sir White held his grip onto the giant cat as it shook violently back and forth. Sir Andrew raised his sword again over the large cat's body and with a final blow to its head, ended the beast's struggle for life.
Sir White pushed the giant cat's body off of himself and lay gasping for air. "You were almost done for Sir White, I thought he was going to eat you alive". Sir White still gasping for air let out a small chuckle. Sir Andrew bent down and pulled Sir White's arms towards him. Sir White grabbed Sir Andrew's arms and sat up . "I thought I was dead for sure, that cat was just waiting for me in the dark Sir Andrew. I looked back at you sitting by the fire and the next thing I know is there is a giant cat moving in front of me, blasted thing. Thank you for saving me Sir Andrew, hopefully I will get to return the favour". Sir Andrew just looked at Sir White and smiled.
The giant cat lay still beside Sir White as he sat on the ground resting, its eyes staring at the sky with a blank look. "We could skin him and make a nice fur coat for the King ,Sir Andrew". Both men laughed at Sir White's joke. "That's not a bad idea Sir White but I think it would take to much time and time we cannot lose right now" Sir Andrew replied with a stern look.
Daylight broke across the great river and the wind blew quietly through the small trees on either side. The morning mist surrounded the two men's camp and made for an eery sight. Sir White was the first to awaken, stretching his aching body after a long night on the tent floor. He wandered down to the river to wash his face and hands, looking carefully from side to side as he went. Hopefully they would find Lendal and Kendal soon and ride back to the castle where he could sleep in a decent bed, Sir White thought to himself as he washed his face. The water was cold and had a faint smell to it , something Sir White had never smelled before. He looked down into the water and saw a small black fish looking at him, its eyes a colour of yellow. Maybe I could catch this one for dinner Sir White thought to himself. Quickly he dove both his hands into the water and grabbed the little black fish. The fish squirmed violently while Sir White wrapped his large hands around it's small body. Sir White took the small fish in his hands and smashed it's head onto a small rock by the shore. "Sorry little guy but our food supply is running very low", Sir White whispered in a low voice as he carried the fish back to their camp. "Ah you caught our breakfast Sir White, very good indeed. I see it is a nice tasty little black fish of some kind, here let me clean it for you. We shall have it for breakfast this morning and some toast as well". Sir White handed the small fish to Sir Andrew and then set about finding more fire wood for their breakfast. He would have to look farther away from camp to find sticks and branches this time Sir White thought, I've already found anything that was around here. So off he went farther away from camp to look for fire wood while Sir Andrew cleaned his fish for him and prepared breakfast.
The small trees that surrounded the river where not very good at supplying any branches of great size and Sir White had to collect small dead branches that lay on the ground before him. Each branch found was piled on top of a small pile he had made on the ground. As Sir White went along gathering wood, he felt like he was being watched from afar by something. He stood up and looked around the area and tried to see if anything of danger lurked nearby. His hand reached down beside his broad sword and undid the clasp holding it in place. Sir White seeing nothing unusual went back to his collecting of small branches and sticks.
Sir Andrew sliced his small cutting knife through the little fish's tough skin and pulled the lining of fat from it's stomach. There now your ready for some spices, Sir Andrew muttered out loud as he placed the small fish into one of his cooking pans. I shall cook you until you are nice and golden brown he continued. Sir Andrew placed the cooking pan over the small fire and then went looking for the food bag. He walked over to where they had placed their saddle bags and reached into one, grabbing the food bag and then returning to the fire with it. He reached into the bag and pulled out the large loaf of bread. With his small knife he cut slices from the loaf and placed them in-between two sticks, which he placed over the small fire.
. . .
"We shall be at the King's castle in one more day Kendal but our food supply is low," remarked Lendal as the two rode their horses down a dirt path. The river was still to their left side, it's current running fast as it streamed by them. "What do you think the King is going to say about us being so late?" asked Kendal. "King Orion will probably be upset with us and he will probably yell a lot, Kendal" replied his brother with a stern voice. "You know as well as I do , how many times we have been late or kidnapped by some wild Zambolian tribe. The King has little patience for us". "Do you think if we smile , he might be more kind to us Lendal?". "If you smile when he starts to yell , he will have us chained down in the dungeon and flogged with a leather whip Kendal, don't be an idiot". Kendal did not reply but kept his head low and sat quietly on his horse, mumbling to himself.
The two rode along the dirt path, their eyes looking for any sign of danger. "Keep your ears open Kendal, we don't want any more giant snakes coming out of nowhere , do we?". Kendal ignored his brother and looked straight ahead as they rode. Lendal turned his head to his left side and gazed at the river. "Did you see that bright light Lendal? It was red and it seemed to glow." Up ahead by the side of the path, I thought I saw something move as well", Kendal pointed his finger in the direction of the thing he saw . "Kendal, I don't see anything there, you're just seeing things," his brother remarked in a pained voice. Then , like a dream a figure cloaked in black appeared. The figure walked slowly towards them waving a small black stick, the tip glowed a dull red colour. Both men drew their swords and prepared to fight. The figure suddenly stopped
and lifted the stick high into the air. Lendal could see the boney white hands holding the stick firmly and his ears started to hear someone chanting. "Lendal it's a wizard, we must kill him before he finishes his spell" Kendal whispered to his brother. "Kendal do you have that small knife I used for the bread? Look in your saddle bag, quickly now". Kendal reached down into the food bag and retrieved the small knife for his brother and handed it to him. "Good, when I say go, we will race towards him and I will throw this blade at his face Kendal, got that". Kendal looked at his brother and nodded his head slightly. Lendal looked at the figure ahead of them for a moment and then gave the signal, "go". Both men raced their horses towards the wizard, who appeared to be still chanting away. As they approached the wizard suddenly broke his chant and pointed his stick at Kendal. Seeing this , Lendal raised his arm and threw the small blade with all his might at the wizard. The blade flew through the air and with a thud came to rest deep in the wizard's skull. Blood poured down the wizard's face and his body dropped to the ground. "Good shot Lendal, very good brother, nicely done I say, nicely done," Kendal yelled out with joy. "I thought he would get us for sure Lendal, blasted wizards". Lendal smiled at his handy work, then threw the knife away into the woods. The wizard lay still upon the ground as both men rode up to him, his eyes staring blankly up into the sky. "We should take his stick Lendal and give it to the King for a present". "That thing is probably cursed brother and I don't think the King would appreciate such a present," scoffed Lendal. "We could make wizard stew though, Kendal, I would give you the honour of skinning him for us". Kendal shook his head with a sour look and then laughed at his brother's joke. "Should we continue riding Lendal?" he asked. "Yes, the sooner we get back to the castle the better Kendal, the sooner the better" his brother replied in a tired voice. "I must say Lendal , you have great skill with knives. Where did you get such skill? I don't remember father ever showing you any of that". "I learned the knife throwing from mother, she taught me when father wasn't around. We used to go out back and throw knives at father's old shirts". "No wonder he always asked what happened to them and why they were always torn up in the middle" replied Kendal. "Well now ye know Kendal, that's the secret to my skill of knives"said Lendal with a wink of his eye.
The two rode on down the dirt path by the river and gazed at it's eery beauty and wondered at its mystery and danger. "What do you think makes this place so spooky Lendal?" asked Kendal as he gazed out over the river. "Some say it was cursed by a witch who was tortured and burned here by the King of that time , a long time ago .They say she slept with the King's only son and then the son killed himself. The King blamed her for his son's death and pronounced her to be a witch and had her chained and brought down here by soldiers at night. They beat her and set her on fire. While she burned some of the soldiers saw her chanting and casting a spell. I think she was probably innocent and the King didn't like her because she probably did not come from Royal Family blood". "That's quite a story Lendal, where did you hear that one?" asked Kendal. "I heard it from the King himself at one of the parties he held for us along time back, Kendal" replied his brother. "The King said he always felt sorry for the poor woman and could never understand how someone could call a woman a witch". "It's a shame Lendal , just a shame, not right", replied Kendal shaking his head in disagreement.
As the day moved on, the two brothers continued their journey towards the castle at a slow pace. The air was dry and there was a slight breeze that blew around them and over the river as they rode. "Do you think we will get there by night fall Lendal"asked Kendal. Lendal rolled his eye's and let out a low sigh. "No, not likely . Remember what I said earlier , a day, it would take a another day Kendal". Kendal nodded his head in agreement and continued riding in silence.
"I hear voices Lendal" his brother suddenly yelled and looked up ahead of them straining his neck to see anything. "Get your sword ready Kendal and I will do the same" replied his brother in a low voice. The two rode a little farther ahead and slowed their horses down to a mere trot. Up ahead of them two riders approached both dress in heavy armour and each carrying a broad
sword and shield. Their armour was not black and they did not look like any of the Dark Lord's men thought Kendal as he leaned forward trying to get a better look. "Halt , be you friend or foe, fellow riders?" yelled Lendal at the top of his lungs. The two riders did not respond but laughed a loud at this formal greeting. "We were sent to try and save two men called Kendal and Lendal", one of the men yelled back and then laughed. Lendal looked closer at the two riders and then started laughing. "What's so funny brother, have you lost your mind"asked Kendal with a frown on his face.
. . .
Lady Irene walked her horse out in front of the two men as the three stumbled in the dark cave. "Ouch, what the hell is that?" , Lady Irene cried out, the two men bumped into her as she stopped. "Something hit my leg, just a second, I'm going to bend down and see what it is". Lady Irene crouched down and placed her hand on the hard object. She moved her hands over it and discovered to her delight, it was a small shiny box sitting on the ground. "Open it Lady Irene,
let's see what's inside", Sir John's voice trembled with excitement as he spoke. Lady Irene opened the small silver box. The lid was heavy and slowly came open as she pulled on its handle. Lady Irene let out a small sigh as the lid lay open, in side, gold coins filled the little box. "Look at this Sir Manting, gold coins for us, what a nice little treasure" whispered Lady Irene, her eyes glazed over with lust. "We could divide this by three, what say yea?", Sir John asked in a low voice. Sir Manting nodded his head in agreement and smiled.
"We will have to carry this with us" , Lady Irene pronounced as she held the box close to her chest. "Seeing you're really fond of that little treasure Lady Irene, I trust it to you, to carry it" Sir Manting ordered as he looked at the gold coins with admiration. Lady Irene let out a sigh and smiled as she gazed down at the little box and its contents. She could buy a little villa some where in the south and have young man servants take care of her every wish and give her daily massages with oil. She smiled inwardly at this thought and placed the lid back on the little box. After closing the lid she placed the little silver box into one of the large leather bags strapped to her saddle.
"I think we should look around a bit , there might be other treasure to find down here. Who volunteers to hold the horses while the other two look around?" Sir Manting looked at Sir John and then at Lady Irene, neither one looked like they would agree thought Sir Manting. "Ok, I will hold them and you two look around". Lady Irene smiled with glee and handed her horse over to Sir Manting, Sir John handed his horse over as well. Sir Manting stood in the dark cave with three horses by his side, each one trying to push him into the nearby wall while the other two foraged about in the dark.
"I wish we could light a torch to see things" , moaned Lady Irene as she crouched down to look for things on the damp cave floor. "We can't light a torch, this place is too narrow and who knows what it might be made of . For all we know there could be bats or snakes down here", replied Sir Manting, his voice sounding uneasy. Sir John looked over at Sir Manting and nodded his head in agreement.
An hour went by as the two scavengers looked over every inch of their surrounding in the small cave. "Nothing, I don't believe this, we have searched everywhere and nothing else." Lady Irene shook her head in disbelieve. Sir John looked over at Lady Irene and noticed the sad look on her face as she crouched down scanning the cave floor. Here was a woman who loved money more than he did, thought Sir John to himself and then smiled.
The entrance was still covered with branches Sir Manting had used to hide the small cave. Lady Irene gave her horse to Sir John and then began to take some of the branches away from the entrance. Sir Manting looked on and admired Lady Irene's physical assets and strength.
She piled each branch to the side of the cave entrance. When all the branches where clear the three walked their horses out into the afternoon sunlight and looked around the hillside. "Let us rest a bit on that blanket we used for lunch Sir Manting". Lady Irene winked as she pointed to the saddle bag where the blanket was placed. "I think Lady Irene is right Sir John, we should rest first and then be on our way", Sir Manting advised the two. "We still have a fair distance to go before we reach the wizard's castle", he continued as the three stood atop the hill. Sir John spotted a small tree and tied the three horses to one of its heavy branches while the other two spread the large blanket on the ground. Lady Irene was the first to sit on the soft blanket and stretch her sore legs. "Do you want some water Lady Irene?" asked Sir Manting. "Yes that would be nice, do we still have any dessert?" she replied. Sir Manting looked into the leather saddle bag and pulled out a small apple and tossed it to her. He then brought out the water bag and took a long drink from its spout and handed it to Lady Irene. She took a long drink from the water bag and passed it to Sir John, who in turn took a long drink as well.
Lady Irene placed the small apple into her one hand and began chewing on it. Sir John looked around the hillside. The view was spectacular he thought to himself as he looked out over the hill side. He could see large groups of trees in the distance as well as a great river that ran through them. Lady Irene finished her apple and threw the core away into the bush beside them. "This sun is nice, do you mind if I sun bath awhile Sir Manting?" she asked in a sexy voice and then winked. "Go ahead but not too long Lady Irene, we must get moving"replied Sir Manting with a hint of eagerness in his voice.
. . .
Kendal's eyes widened at the site of Sir Andrew and Sir White and a smiled grew on his face. Tiger peeked over the edge of the leather bag that was carrying him, his eyes filled with curiosity and wonder. These strange men look friendly , maybe they will give me some food, thought Tiger as he stared.
"I see you found a friend Kendal" spoke Sir Andrew , his finger pointing at Tiger. "Yes, his name is Tiger, very friendly little cat. Do you want to pet him Sir Andrew, he won't bite" asked Kendal. "Maybe later Kendal, right now we must get back to the King, he has been waiting too long for you two. He sent myself and Sir White to look for you thinking the worst had happened". "Very well then Sir Andrew, Lendal and I will ride back with you and Sir White. It is very good to see the two of you after the adventures we have had in this blasted place, I'll tell you". Kendal looked over at his brother and continued speaking, "We've had some pretty terrifying events these past few days, Sir Andrew, wizards, giant black snakes with venom, this place is cursed !". Kendal shook his head and then laughed as he recalled being sprayed with venom by the giant black snake from the river.
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