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Our house is on a rather sunny slope near the edge of the forest and we own a fairly fertile faction of land, more fertile in fact, than many others here in the village and when people ask my father how he does it he just shrugs his shoulders and gives some kind of mumbling answer. The truth is however, that our father grows beans every third year in between his wheat and it seems to help somehow. We’re still poor however, with the harsh winters that are just scraped by with the money we make during the warmer months, but we seem to be a little better of than other people.

This morning I woke up to find my mother crying in the front yard.

“What’s wrong?” I asked, after quickly getting dressed. 

“Your father has gone of to war” she said with a hopeless look on her face, “they came and took him this morning, there was no time to pack no nothing, just took him away.”

She kept talking and sobbing in little broken sentences, but it just faded into the distant blur that surrounded me as realization struck. I didn’t respond for lack of any thing to say as the thoughts raced through my head in a whir. The field was ready to harvest and without my fathers help I new I couldn’t harvest it all on my own, and with the winter coming I knew there wasn’t time.
 “I don’t have enough time,” I thought.

That’s all I could think, it just kept repeating itself in my mind. I slowly went back to my room, grabbed my father’s bow and headed out the door to collect my thoughts.

 I headed south for a little time and found myself at the familiar edge of the forest and realized that subconsciously I was going hunting, so I let my thoughts take over and wandered in the shade of the great pines looming overhead. There had been talk of a war and the king had issued a few of his soldiers at first, and some more after that, and then some more. By then the village seemed to calm down, but it was obvious that the war wasn’t going to end soon. Just then a rabbit stopped in front of me and taking careful aim I took it and draped it over my shoulder.   


 Later that night after my mother collected herself enough to think, I prepared a little dinner from the rabbit from the forest. Then it happened, a rough rapping at the door and without waiting it was nearly torn from its hinges by a tall bearded man wearing what was obviously a suit of armor. He was speaking in a rushed voice and it was clear he’d said it a hundred times that night.


“Get what you can; the enemy is upon us; there is little time; head to the castle.” 
 With that, he shut the door hurriedly, climbed on his horse and rode back down the hill. That’s all he said.  I didn’t say a word to my mother who was standing there in utter disbelief, I just walked past her and dumped the rest of the food we had in our pantry into a large grain sack that was by the front door, and hurriedly sharpened the sword my father gave me. My father is some times referred to as a wizard, which is considered the highest rank of swordsmanship one can achieve. I have seen him do great things with his sword, beyond what one with little knowledge would endeavor to accomplish, and as an expert swordsman, he trained me until I could disarm him myself. This though even in the current situation brought some little comfort to my mind. “He is one of the best,” I thought. “He has a chance, I may see him again.”                                                               
 The castle has been under siege for a while now and I’m starting to feel it. My dad used to write, but has stopped ever since the night the castle was raided. Some of the older men have been leaving at night and bringing back food. Until recently only one of them returned badly injured, and died this morning after a fit of screaming, and later that day his friends were launched over the wall in pieces.  I have to get out of this castle, it’s the only thing I can do.

“I’ll bet there’s a passage out of one of the cells in the jail.”
It dawned on me that earlier that week a prisoner had dug a tunnel out and nearly escaped with the metal from the sole of his shoe. I headed to the left in the moonlight, after climbing out of the tunnel and nearly tripped over a fallen ladder laid across the moat but it didn’t look like it would carry my weight. I’ll bet that the prisoner who escaped out of the cell thought of this, there must be some sort of a raft, or something, it would be floating on the water somewhere near the hole he dug.  In this light as I walk back toward the opening, in the dim, I notice what looks like a half-submerged piece of rope tied to a stake on the other side and some boards crudely lashed together mostly waterlogged so only the ends of them are showing. Just within my reach, this must be it, but it won’t carry me. I could use the rope though. So I take off my shirt and swim across using the raft as sort of a carrier for my backpack, and getting it across with the rope. But now comes the hard part.

 The moon is in the middle of the sky now, and most of the stars have faded behind its light. I hear something that catches my attention, two men not far off; sober enough, talking in indistinct whispers. 
“What’s it worth to ya?” said one.

“You do hard business,” said the other. “I can’t trade that high, but if I don’t you’ll turn me in.” 
“It’s the name of the game,” said the first man. “What I wouldn’t do for a little profit might surprise you.” 
The second man looking a little put-out said “Well you keep your promise ya hear me Terus?” “I want safe passage through this place and back.” 
“All right,” said Terus as a winning smirk came across his face, “Safe passage there and back.” 
“It’s a deal.” 

I quickly took off my backpack and headed for the tent. As I entered the tent Terus looked at me rather startled, “Who are you?” he asked. 
“It’s no business of yours.” I said, “I need a disguise.” 
“What’s it worth to ya?” Terus said in the same familiar manner. 
“Well,” I said drawing my sword quickly, “It ain’t worth your life that’s for sure.” Then I smote off Terus’s head, stole his cloak and searched his belongings. I found what I was looking for, Dragon Balm, and enough to destroy the whole place!!


I took the dragon balm and spread it across the sleeping men then lit it up. And amidst the screams made my escape.  
