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The Sword of Courage

by Mark Gaston

CHAPTER I

Long ago in the kingdom of Tal-a-Sirun there was a young chambermaid by the name of Nora. She was not like all the other chambermaids who were content with singing and cleaning and the life of a chambermaid. But Nora was different because she wanted to tame wild beasts. She imagined that she was a brave knight and was slaying bandits who attacked the countryside.

When she asked the King about becoming a knight, he laughed and said, “Impudent chambermaid, how could I blame you for your ignorance? Only men can be knights, so run along and go slay some dust bunnies.”

Nora felt embarrassed and angry. She then thought from that day on that all men are pigs and that she could be a knight with or without the king’s help. She did not know that even as she spoke a group of cloaked figures in a dark forest prepared for her arrival. Nora thought to herself as she walked down the hall back to her chambers, it’s all because I am a girl. Why do they think that girls can’t do anything except tend to the home and clean? Men are just gluttonous pigs.

She was so deep in thought that she didn’t notice the man who was coming down the hall until she had crashed into him. Both of them were knocked to the ground. She was just about to get up and start cursing at the man until she saw the man’s face. She felt her blood freeze in her veins.

“You stupid wench!” the man cursed.

“I am sorry, my lord. I was thinking to myself and did not see you coming down the hall. Please forgive me,” she said, getting into a kneeling position with her head bowed. As she looked up quickly and back down she thought to herself, his eyes are so cold.

The man started to raise his hand as if to backhand her when a voice yelled out, “Do not touch her demon!” said a very harsh voice behind the man who was about to strike the maid. The man put down his hand very slowly because of the cold, sharp blade tip touching the back of his neck.

The man then started to smile as he spoke to the sword’s owner without having to turn. “Harold, I don’t think the king would be too happy about you killing his new royal adviser.”

“Hold your tongue, you, before I cut it off,” Harold hissed. He quickly turned his attention to the young girl and said, “Get off the floor young one and head to your chambers.”

Nora got up and did a quick curtsy and ran to her chambers. She would always remember one thing about that man and it was his cold emotionless eyes. She ran inside the chamber and slammed the door behind her. She leapt in to her bed and felt hot tears starting to run down her cheeks. Why am I crying? She thought, why was she so afraid of that man’s eyes? She cried herself to sleep. She was awakened sometime later when there was a small tapping at her chamber door. She closed her eyes pretending that she was asleep in hopes that the person or thing would leave her alone. She heard the tapping get louder. She got up as if her fear had disappeared entirely and walked towards the door. She felt the cold granite stone under her feet, numbing them almost instantly. She walked toward the door and reached for the handle. She grabbed the handle quickly to throw open the door, but yelped in pain and in surprise as if she had touched a burning metal plate. She quickly looked at her hand and in the dim light there upon her hand glowed a strange scar that looked like a single flame burning in the night. She looked from the palm of her hand back to the handle that had just burned her. She quickly grabbed her quilted blanket and then went back and then touched the door handle with it. Nothing happened. She then put down the blanket and started to touch the handle very slowly until she had her whole hand around it and felt just cold steel where the burning sensation once was.

How weird, she thought as she lay back down in her bed and pulled the soft blanket back up to her chin. She then fell into a deep sleep and awoke in a strange stone cathedral with a large stone pillar in the middle of the room. At the top of that pillar was the most magnificent blade that Nora had ever seen.

“Stay towards the light and don’t look into the darkness or it will consume you,” said a booming voice behind her.

“Who said that!” she yelled out into the dying light.

“Remember, stay towards the light,” said the voice as it echoed off into the distance.

She awoke in her bed as the crisp morning light shined trough the window. She heard the calming sound of the breeze blowing through the willow trees outside her window. A dream…it was all a dream, she thought to herself. Then she looked at the palm of her hand and felt as if she was going to be sick. There upon the palm of her hand was the small single flame scar that would be there for the rest of eternity. Then it was true, but what did he mean, “Stay towards the light”? Oh, there are so many questions that will for now have to remain unanswered, she thought as her head started to hurt from trying to remember the dream.

She then got up and changed into some new clothes and headed outside the door. She was walking down to the place where her chambermaid friends were waiting and eating breakfast before they started their daily chores.

“Hey, Nora, over here!” a young red head yelled as Nora walked into the room where long wooden tables and benches were laid out and where young scallions sat with chambermaid talking amongst themselves. Nora sat down next to the young redhead.

“Hi Naomi,” Nora said as she started poking at the stuff that was inside the bowl. 

“Did you see the new royal adviser of the king?” Naomi said in a hushed voice.

“Yes, he gives me the creeps,” Nora said.

“He has an evil tinge about him,” said Naomi.

“All Maids finish up your breakfast and get to your chores,” said the Head Maid.

“Great time to head back to the salt mines” Naomi sighed. Nora and Naomi went and gave their bowls to the cook.

“You didn’t it eat any of your food Nora. Are you all right?” said the chief.

Taking her broom, Nora went to her usual spot near the main hall into the kings throne room. Nora was sweeping when she overheard Drake arguing with the King.

“Your advisor is an evil minion of the devil I don’t care what he looks like on the outside. He is evil to his core!” yelled Drake.

“You are just jealous because his magic is much more powerful then yours,” the King replied in very dismissive voice.

“Anubis is evil and you are already under his control. I was afraid that this would happen and it did!”

With that Drake opened the door suddenly and almost tripped over the young chambermaid holding the broom and listening in on the conversation. She dropped her broom and held her hand up, her palm protecting her face.

“Th... That scar upon your hand, what, how?”

Nora put her hand down and looked at the wizard. The wizard quickly looked about and said in a hushed voice, “Come with me it is not safe to talk here.” The wizard shut the door of his chambers behind him. “Now we can talk. How did you receive that scar?” the wizard asked in a calm voice. Nora started from the beginning and told Drake about the dream and the burning handle as Drake paced back and forth listening to Nora intently. Nora liked the feeling of being important for once in her life. He actual thinks that what I am saying is important, she thought.

When she was finished telling her story, Drake asked her, “Did you tell or show that scar to Anubis?”

“He saw it when I was looking at a splinter I had stuck in my finger,” she replied with a look of puzzlement on her face.

“Then there is no time to lose!” he said starting to hurry about grabbing things out of chests and filling a bag with 10 gold pieces. “Here, girl. Try on those clothes and see if they fit,” he said, throwing her a bundle of clothes.

“Wait a second! Why all the rush?” Nora yelled.

“Because your life is now in danger,” he said.

“From who or what?” she said, getting angry now.

“There is no time to explain. I can already sense Anubis coming up the stairwell,” he said as he attached a note to a pigeon’s leg that he got from a cage of one of his shelves. He finished stuffing the cloths in a pouch and then gave her a gauntlet with the same flame that scarred her hand.

“Open up in the name of the king!” yelled a raspy voice outside Drake’s chamber door.

“Run child. Under the two floor boards over there is a secret passage leading to the mote. Go down the ladder and hurry. I will hold them off,” he said, turning to the door just as axes started to cut trough it. “Hurry child! Go, and don’t stop until you reach the other side of great oak hill. Then you will be safe for a little while.”

Just as Drake finished his sentence the door groaned once and then broke. Nora saw Anubis flanked by two guards march into the room. Drake mumbled a few words and then in front of him the two guards flew up into the air and landed on top of each other in a heap.

“Parlor tricks wizard,” said Anubis, rising his hand and igniting Drake’s cloak with blue flames.

She saw the good wizard Drake turn to her one last time as he yelled at her, “Go now!”

She then felt herself slip on the step of the ladder. She was falling she realized as blackness engulfed her until she landed with a large splash. I am so cold and I can’t breathe! She then remembered that this ladder led into the mote and started swimming towards what she thought might be the surface. She broke the surface and sucked in a large breath of air. She looked down some dark tunnels and realized, I’m under the castle. She felt so cold and her clothes where drenched. I have to get out of here or I am going to die. She thought, "But how can I see where out is?" As if she had asked the gauntlet, the flame on it started to glow, lighting up the whole tunnel. “Well, that should help me a bit. I bet you can’t warm me up, can you?” She grinned and headed in the direction that was out.

CHAPTER II

“My lord, the wench escaped, but the traitor Drake who helped her escape is dead,” said Anubis, as he bowed before the king.

“What, dead?! I didn’t order you to kill Drake!” yelled the king.

“I tried not to my lord but he turned to violence and he tried to kill me so I had to in defense.” Anubis allowed himself a small smile of satisfaction.

“I see,” said the king as he pondered about what had happened tonight. “Are you sure that the young girl was a demon and that Drake was her servant?” he asked questioningly.

“Yes, my lord. The scar upon the girl’s left hand proves it all,” said Anubis in a humble voice.

“Now what do we do?” asked the king.

“Now we send out hounds to be certain that the demon is dead,” said Anubis, rising from his knee so he could stand. So it begins, Anubis thought and allowed himself one last quick smile as he turned to leave.

Nora didn’t know how long she had been in this underground maze of tunnels, and she was beginning to give up hope. How long have I been walking? she thought as she continued walking down the path that she had taken. Just when Nora was about to give up hope, she saw a faint glow of moonlight at the end of the tunnel. She ran towards the opening and saw that it was a dim crack with a stream of moonlight shining through it. “How am I suppose to get through this?!” she yelled, pounding at the wall. She kept punching at it and punching. Then she felt the gauntlet on her hand start to shake. At first she was afraid but drowned out her fear and that’s when it happened. Her fist started to glow as if it were on fire and she brought her fist down on the wall smashing through it as if it were nothing more then butter.

The ruble fell apart, opening the exit out into the woods on the other side of the great oak hill. She stumbled a few steps and fell. She lay there under the big oak. She awoke when something warm and wet touched the side of her cheek. Her eyes came in to focus to see a wolf.

“Get away from me!” she screamed, backing away from the wolf quickly.

“Whoa, calm down. She doesn’t bite unless you hurt her,” said a voice.

“Who said that?” she shouted.

“I did up here,” came the voice above her head. Then a blond-haired boy dropped down from the trees and landed next to her. He put his hand out to help her up, and upon his hand was a scar that resembled what looked like wind.

“I can help myself up!” she hissed.

He pulled his hand back and waited for a response until she got to her feet and gained some of her composure before introducing himself. “I am Ginavere, the thief,” he said with a bow.

“I don’t care who you are or why you’re here, but I know one thing’s for sure, and that is I’m leaving,” she said brushing herself off and picking up her bag.

~ To be continued! ~
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