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Chapter One


“Damn.” The knight swore, as he watched the sword, a symbol of honor, fly away into the distance. It had been knocked clear from his hand as the other knight, clad in black armor, swung his heavy mace at the knight’s former sword. The black knight was tall, with spiky black armor, black gauntlets, and a blood red shield with an intricately carved Black dragon on the front. He chuckled to himself. “ I have you now.” He said, in a gruff yet somber voice. The other knight, defenseless, took up a fighting stance, and was prepared to test his mettle with his fists. He was not an adept fighter, and this was clearly his last resort. The black knight charged him, his eyes seemingly glowing red through the holes in his visor. He took a mighty swing with his mace at the knight. The knight swiftly dodged the swipe of his mace however, and quickly spun around, dealing the knight a blow in the back of his head with his metal hands, as if he stabbed him with his own fist. “Nice….” the knight muttered. “…very nice, indeed.” He rose to his feet, staggering a little. He spat up a little blood; it dribbled out the vents in his helmet, which covered all of his face. “Unfortunately…” he paused for dramatics.” … YOU’RE GOING TO HAVE TO DO BETTER THEN THAT!” The knight swung the mace at the knight’s head. The blow sent him reeling towards the ground; he looked up and saw the black knight through his blurry red vision. He groaned in pain. The black knight raised his mace high in the air. “ Now you die…Brendan!” as he brought the weapon down upon his head, he screamed, Brendan … BRENDAAAAAN!” The knight died. The last thing he heard echoed through his mind, as he went on his way to death, a black gate sucking him in. Brendan…Brendan…Brendan…

Chapter Two

“…. Brendan! Brendan!” Brendan awoke to see the face of his little sister, Meredith. Brendon! Get up! You know you have to go to the soldiers training camp today! It’s all you’ve been talking about lately!” she smiled, and talked in a low voice, imitating her brother. “I gotta train so I can be a knight just like dad! I’m gonna be the best there ever was!” She giggled foolishly. “Seriously, get up! If you’re going to be better then all the others, you should start by being on time. I’ll go make breakfast.” She exited the room. Brendan stared blankly into space, in a cold sweat. He spiky black hair was caught on a breeze, dancing in the wind. “A dream…” he muttered. “It was only a dream!” He suddenly became startled. “Yeah…” he said to himself. “I guess I had better get up.” 


He brushed his hand through his spiky black hair, and put on his training armor. It was made of leather, and smelled of sweat. But he got such a rush after putting it on. He suddenly felt illusions of Grandeur, visiting the king, an old man, telling him to go battle goblins or save princesses or something. He didn’t care what, as long it would make him brave and loved. He saw himself beating the goblin, a creature of the night, senseless. The goblin, fangs glistening, charged at him. His own stance unraveled as he cut off his head, another goblin coming from behind, claws cutting, grasping for flesh, he saw himself casually sidestepping the blow, and beating the goblins head in with the flat of his blade. He was a knight, a handsome man, and not just a little boy in training armor. The king invited him back and congratulated him on a – “Brendan!” Said Meredith, screaming at her elder. “ You aren’t even DRESSED yet!” She was upset, obviously. “You can forget about breakfast now.” She said, irritated. “ And I spent ALL MORNING cooking it for you.” “I’m sorry, Meredith.” Said Brendan. “I just got lost in my thoughts. You can make breakfast for me tomorrow, okay?” Meredith put a sarcastic smile on her face. “Gee, what an honor.” She muttered, and left the room. He grabbed an apple, and munched it down fast. Teeth chewing, he finished it, put on his leather gauntlets and boots, and grabbed his sword. 


He absolutely LOVED that sword. It was his fathers, a brave knight who died, defending the castle and village from a dragon. He had loved his father and the loss was great for him. He waved goodbye to his sister, and left to go outside to begin his journey. Kneeling on the soft grass, he plunged his sword into the soil and uttered a prayer. “Dad…” he said. “I swear to god I will make you proud.” He picked himself up and left for the castle, his humming on the way singing through the fields. He hoped he had made the cut for this.

Chapter Three


He went to the castle, running all the way. Hunger, hitting his stomach, panged at him. He wished he’d had more then just an apple. “Oh well.” He thought. “It’s my own fault. If I had gotten up on time, I could’ve had breakfast.”  He heard a voice yelling at him. “HEY!” the captain of the new recruits yelled at him. “You’re here to become a knight?” he asked, but said it as more of a statement. “Who, m-me?” he stammered. “Y-yes sir, I am.” “Ok!” Said the gruff captain, his face grotesque and deformed. At least he was ugly enough for it to be so. “Then GET YOUR BUTT IN LINE IN THE COURTYARD WITH THE OTHER NEW RECRUITS! NOW!” he yelled. 


Brendan entered the courtyard, filled with the voices of students who had taken the training course 5 years ago. He heard many different opinions. Some hoped they would become Knights. Some hated this life and were just glad it was done with. “ATTENTION!” the commander yelled. “As of today,” he started, “ I am no longer your commander.” He paused, waiting for some signs of sorrow or displeasure from the crowd. He got no such thing. “Well,” he continued, disappointed. “If you are called to become a knight, this will be your new commander.” 


The knight rode in on his horse. The knight, honor-bound and loyal, rode on into the courtyard. He was tall and handsome, and had a magnificent suit of armor. It was green, with outlines of blue on the side. He had sharp features about him, with a pointy nose and narrowed eyes, and a pointy chin. His arm had something odd about it: his flesh, seared & ravaged by flame, looked very odd and out of place on his otherwise muscular and perfect body. His hair was long and white, yet he was very young. The recruits all took a knee and bowed their heads in his presence. “At ease.” He stated. “I am General Bhreyd.” He continued, pacing back and forth on his horse, giving the new recruits a stern eye. “For the next 3 years, I will be your master. There are 2 rules here. You will respect me, and each other. You don’t have to like each other, or myself, but you WILL respect me.” He went on. “Rule number 2: If you complain, you’re gone. If you can’t handle the training, you can’t handle the battlefield. Rule number 3:” He paused for emphasis, and he narrowed his eyes. “You will DO AS I SAY!” he paused again. “Now I will leave you back to your commander. If your name is called, meet me in my quarters inside the castle. I will be waiting.” He turned on his horse, and left.


“ALL RIGHT, THEN!” said the commander. “The following recruits step forward:” he paused. “Gren Randler.” Gren stepped forward. He brushed his neatly combed blonde hair over his head. He was a given. His father was captain of the knights long ago, and General Bhreyd was a student of his father. He was the best student in the class. He had Knight written all over him since the day he was born. “Karolyn Grace.’ He called. She was a girl. She walked up to the commander, but the path was filled with a gauntlet of several young recruites. They whistled at her and made kissy faces as she walked past them. “Lookie guys,” the class clown said “this chick thinks she can handle it with the big boys! HAHA!” “DOG!” someone called out to her. “Whore!” someone else yelled. She drew her sword and stared everybody down. All silenced.


 “Brendan McCafery.” He said. Brendan choked. He could not believe it. He made the cut! He was going to be a knight! He would outshine his own father! He walked up to the other knights. He had a HUGE grin on his face. “I can’t believe it!” He thought. “Dad, are you watching? I know you are.” He thought to himself. “Yeah, I’m proud of myself too.” He thought. “The rest of you…” said the Captain. “Sorry. There are plenty of other professions besides a knight. Stable boy, for example! HA ha ha!” The recruits, sad and disheartened, went home.


He went inside the castle, marveling at the intricate steps, paintings and suits of ancient armor. Statues, polished and glistening, gleamed at him. He climbed the cold marble steps that ended in a huge door, General Bhreyd’s quarters. He was ready. He turned the latch…and entered the door. Sucking in his chest, he entered the room.

Chapter Four


Bhreyd was standing upright, arms crossed, looking outside of a large window. Outside the window, the cold blue sea stretched on endlessly. “General, sir!” Gren said. “New recruits, reporting for duty, SIR!” he finished with emphasis. Of course he would know what to do. He was so good it made Brandon sick, almost to the point where he could wring his little… “At ease.” Said general Bhreyd. Karolyn dropped her stance synchronized with Gren's. Brandon dropped his a few seconds later, looking somewhat awkward. His face turned bright red. 


“I’ve given this speech many times, soldiers.” Started General Bhreyd. He whipped around from his position at the window. “It’s a somewhat positive speech for a while, but don’t let it go to your heads. You still aren’t good enough for crud yet.” His eyes narrowed. Brandon swallowed. “Now, you are all here simply because you are the best we’ve got out of all the other soldiers.” Brendan blushed. He was getting real praise for the first time in his life! He… “But that doesn’t mean your good.” Bhreyd continued. “You have been selected because you are the least despicable out the rest of the trash. You aren’t worth your weight in crud until you get MY approval.” He smiled. “And that will be harder then defeating any Black Knight or Goblin.”


 Karolyn hadn’t moved or said anything this whole time. “She must be very secretive…” thought Brandon. “UNDERSTOOD, SIR! THANK YOU, SIR!” said Gren. Bhreyd gave him an evil eye. “You listen here.” He started. “You are NOT here to kiss my butt! What do you think? You think cause your daddy was a knight, that means your good? I was your father’s student, and you aren’t 1/3rd as good as he was! You think I give a DAMN that you were best in your class? Fighting other knights and monsters is a lot harder than fighting dummies of straw and listening to a guy going ‘Thrust! Parry!’ all day. I may sound harsh, but this is the way your father treated me when I was a student. This is the ONLY way you will become worthy. Do you understand?”


Gren swallowed hard. It was extremely obvious he was angry. “Yes…. sir.”  He said through clenched teeth. “Very good.” Said Bhreyd. “You are all dismissed. Go to the barracks, they will be your new homes.” “The Barracks?!?!” Brandon said. “Um… I mean…. Sir… tha-that is…. Er…” Bhreyd glared. “Spit it out, already!” “Sir, my sister is 14, and lives at home with me. She makes money out of a small job at a farm. What am I going to do? She thinks I am coming home! I can’t just leave her! Can I at least say goodbye?” Bhreyd looked at Brand. “I’m sorry.” He said “but if you have to say goodbye, you will become too soft and won’t be able to leave her. Write her a letter, I will have it sent to her immediately.” Bhreyd stopped. “Dismissed.” He said to them. Brandon left the room with a heavy heart. Karolyn left the room calmly. Gren looked like he could go ballistic at any time. Little did they know that another challenge would await them… LIVING TOGETHER UNDER ONE ROOF. 

Chapter Five


When Brendan arrived at the barracks, he had to keep himself from vomiting. The entire place smelled of urine and vomit. He doubted the sheets had EVER been changed once in all there years here. This place was dank with the smell of human waste coming from a chamber pot. This was a dismal hovel indeed. He found the bed that smelled the least, and sat down upon it. “I guess this one is mine….” He said.

BAM! A loud sound just came from the left. It was Gren. His fist had just made a dent in the wall. “Who the general think he is?” He spun around. “It was my father that trained him. He made him who he is today! He can’t tell me what to-” 

“Shut up,” a small voice said. It was Karolyn. She was sitting on her bed. With no real expression or emotion on her face. Gren stared in disbelief. “What did you say to me?” He paused, probably on purpose for dramatic effect. It was overly obvious that he like to seem tough. “Did you just tell me to shut up?” He paused again. Karolyn was unwavering in her expressionless face. Not as a challenge to Gren, but it just showed that she really didn’t care what Gren thought. “Nobody tells me to shut up! My father was…” 

“Your father is dead,” Karolyn interjected.
“Shut up!” Said Gren. “What the hell do you know about my father? My father was a better knight then you will ever be! Ever! Do you understand me?” 

“I don’t care who your father was. He’ gone, long gone,” said Karolyn. “I won’t dwell in the past. I live for myself now. You should do the same.” 

“Don’t you tell me what to do! Why do you just sit there, anyway? If you don’t seem to care about anything, why are you even here?”

“I do care. I’m looking to be the best there is.”

“Why?” Said Gren.

Karolyn smiled. She looked very good, smiling. Brandon was glad that she could smile, too. She responded. 

“Because he will love me…” 

“He…? Who’s…?” Gren paused, then his face brightened with realization. “General Bhreyd?!? You have a crush on General Bhreyd!?!?”

“IT’S NOT A CRUSH! A crush a something a stupid blonde bimbo would have on a cute boy in 

School.”

Gren Chuckled. “I rest my case!” He then burst into laughter. Karolyn stood up. There was fire in her eyes. Her blond hair and brown leather armor glowed with her fury. She walked up to him. Even Gren looked scared. He stuttered: “Uh… was I out of – ”

SLAP!


Her feminine hand struck his face. She smiled. Then sat down and tried to get some sleep. Brandon brushed his black hair with his hand, tongue in cheek, trying not to look at either of them. “Hey Karolyn…” He started. He tried to discuss the situation with her as opposed to Gren because she seemed more reasonable then him. How unfortunate it was that Karolyn gave him an ice-cold stare! “…Never mind.” Said Brandon. Gren was already asleep. His evenly parted blonde hair was glowing in the moonlight. His much finer suit of metal armor laid by his bed. Gren took off his armor and went to sleep.

Chapter Six

“GOOOOOOOOOOOOOD MORNING!” a rather gruff and sarcastic voice said. Brand had, in reality, only been asleep for about 2 or 3 hours. “Wha…?” Brand said, in a daze. He was nowhere near ready for training of any kind. “Get up.” It was Bhreyd. “You’re going to train like you have never trained before.” He began to chuckle. “This whole knight-in-shining-armor-righting-wrongs fairy tale you have all envisioned for yourselves is about to crumble to dust.” 

They were all led outside. Even Gren, who was always composed and tried his best to look good in front of superior officers, was way too tired to even salute, let alone use a sword. His mouth was slack; his usually neatly parted blonde hair was scraggly and ruffled. He looked like he could go back to sleep anytime, even though he was standing up. For lack of a better term, he looked like Hell. 


“Alright!” Said General Bhreyd. “Today is the first day of the rest of your life!” he smiled. His silver hair followed his head as he paced back and forth, sizing all the soldiers up. “Today you will be trying something you have never tried before.” He smiled once again. “Oh sure, you might have, just playing around when you were kids, but this is serious!” He paused. “For today, you will be fighting against each other!” None of the students seemed impressed. They had all had ambitions of being a knight, and of course they would fight each other. “That’s the same reaction every time.” Said General Bhreyd. “But that all changes after they see these!” He walked up to a kiosk with a sheet over it. He pulled down the sheet very fast to reveal swords. Not wooden swords that your kids would screw around with: real swords. Sharp swords. Deadly swords. “Of course,” the General started, “You will be given better armor; steel helmets, shields, and breastplates, to be exact, but that doesn’t guarantee you won’t be hurt…” He finished that sentence with a deeper tone of voice. The entire unit was shocked. “You!” said General Bhreyd. He was pointing to Brandon. “It’s Brandon, sir.” Brandon said timidly. Bhreyd glared. “I know damn well what your name is, soldier. Get over here now!” Brandon hurried over and received his equipment. “Now,” said General Bhreyd, “your first opponent will be…you!” Brand was shocked. He didn’t know if he could do it…

He had pointed to Karolyn.

Chapter Seven


“Uh…” Brandon started. “I’m not entirely sure about this-“ “You aren’t here to be sure or unsure! You’re here to do what I tell you! Do you understand!?!?” Bhreyd said, irritated. Brandon sighed. Cold sweat was dripping down his face. “Y-yes sir.” He reluctantly said. He took he sword in both hands and held it directly in front of him, the blade pointing at the heavens. 

If only his lower body was as determined as his upper…
He knees were shaking like there was an Earthquake going on. His mind was screaming. “You dumb butt! Run away! Turn around and run, dammit!” But his legs just wouldn’t do it. “Very well!” Bhreyd Said. “When I say ‘begin’, you two beat the crap out of each other! Simple, isn’t it?” 

“Understood,” said Karolyn, ready to fight anytime.

Brandon prepared himself. If he were to run now, there would be no point in ever coming back. His knees became stiff again... he had a somewhat determined look in his eyes, although the fear still remained. He only needed a couple seconds to- 

“Begin!” general Bhreyd announced. “What?!” shrieked Brandon. “Yahh!” he screamed abruptly, defending one of Karolyn’s sword blows. Karolyn thrusted her sword, aimed at his chest. He sidestepped around it; he was wide open for a blow to Karolyn’s back. But he hesitated. Karolyn spun around, outstretching her sword while she did so. The side of the sword hit Brandon in the side of the head. He staggered. He wobbled to the left. He wobbled to the right. Eventually, the stars flying around his head disappeared, and he stood his ground once again. He charged at Karolyn. She casually stepped aside, and then hit him in the back with her sword. Brandon got up. He started circling her. He was shaking all over. He began to sprint in circles, screaming like a 10-year-old girl. “AHHHHH!” he wailed.

“Get back here!” Karolyn said with a tone of anger in her voice, the only emotion she seemed to show. “Stop!” Bhreyd yelled. “Stopstopstopstopstopstopstopstopstop! Damn! That was the most pathetic thing I have ever witnessed.” He glared at Brandon. “I want to see you in my quarters. Immediately after the drills.” Everybody laughed at Brandon. He gripped his head with his hand and groaned. “As for you Karolyn,” Bhreyd smiled. “Good work.” Karolyn smiled. “Thank you, sir!” she smiled. “Gren was shocked. Brandon was still too embarrassed to say anything. “Did… did she just…was she just HAPPY?!?!”
Chapter Eight


Brandon walked back into General Bhreyd’s room, fearing the worst. Entering the room with his tail between his legs, so to speak, he prepared himself for the worst. “You wanted to see me, sir?” he began. Bhreyd stood up and faced him. “Listen to me.” He said coldly. “You have great potential. This is the only reason you remain here after your sickening display today.” Brandon swallowed. “Did you think you were practicing on straw dolls because they were the only enemies you would be fighting?” He paused. Brandon soon came to the realization that he was supposed to answer that question. “Uh…  no sir?” he said as a question. It was more of a guess, really. “That’s correct!” Said Bhreyd. “The only thing you need to work on now is to not piss your pants like a damn five year old!” Brandon whimpered. Bhreyd paced back and forth. “Listen. Do you think your going to be able to talk things out with your enemies? If you are going to be a knight, you’re going to have to kill people sometime. If you have tons of ability, but no guts, it doesn’t mean anything.” Brendan looked dismayed. He knew he really didn’t have the heart to kill. He should just pack up his belongings and leave. “You may return to the barracks.” Said Bhreyd. “Dismissed.”


“Understood.” Brandon said. Dismayed. He was about ready to leave the room. He turned around and walked up to the door. But he paused. A thought entered his mind. He turned around.


“Sir?” he said to Bhreyd, with determination. Bhreyd appeared shocked. “Yes, what is it?” Bhreyd started. Brendan continued: “Must I sacrifice my humanity for heroism?” Bhreyd stood up. “Look, you don’t kill because it’s fun, or for pleasure, you kill because if you don’t you and several other innocents would be killed. It is necessary.” Brendan nodded. “Is there anything else?” Bhreyd asked. Brendan sighed. “…No sir.” Brendan said, admitting defeat. “Very well. Dismissed.” Brendan left the room dismayed. He was extremely forlorn walking back to the barracks. A thought entered his mind: “But who is right…?” he wondered.

Chapter Nine


Karolyn was lying on her bed, smiling contently. She had made the one she loved proud of her. She swore to God he would say yes. As soon as she achieved the highest-ranking knight, “Grand Saber”, she would make him hers. Yet at the same time… 

“What’s wrong with me?” she said to herself. “Why do I care about…him?” She was thinking of Brandon, of course. He was weak. He was foolish. He was too soft to be any kind of Knight… 

Yet she felt sorry for him.

* * * * *

Brandon had come home late that evening. He was walking around by himself. He pondered many different questions. “Who is right or wrong? What is ‘good’ or ‘evil?’ Is all darkness bad? Is all light good? Does the beautiful rose not have thorns?” These questions spun around in his head. He wondered if he would ever be able to cut it as a Knight. He couldn’t kill! Monsters and whatnot, maybe. He had never considered them people. But now he was thinking differently. And what about himself? Would he be too scared to even save his own life? What if someone he held dear was in trouble? Would he be too cowardly to come to their rescue? Would he turn tail and flee?


No.

Brandon decided then and there that he would use his sword. He would think before he used it. This had become more then just honor. More than just living up to his father. He would use this sword to protect others. To protect this planet that he loved. To protect Merideth. Merideth… how was she doing? Brandon was sure she was happy. She didn’t have to feed to mouths anymore, she didn’t have to get her lazy brother’s butt out of bed anymore. Why wouldn’t she be happy? “Still…” Brandon thought. “I miss her…”

Chapter Ten


“DUNDUNDADALUNDUNDUNDADALUNDUNDUNDADALUNDADAAADUN!!!!” Screamed General Bhreyd. “He must be a sadist.” Thought Gren to himself. Brandon was not exactly fond of General Bhreyd either, but he did his best to tolerate it. He was probably too good-natured for his own well-being. “Get up, guys! I have a special announcement!” Brandon was thinking sarcastic thoughts. “Oh boy! A surprise! Maybe this time, I can keep my dignity!” 


All the knights had assembled in the courtyard. General Bhreyd was pacing back and forth. He stooped in the middle of the courtyard and began what would no doubt be a demeaning speech for all. “A lot of you had better get real good real soon.” He began. “Some of you need more then others, of course,” he said, while staring directly at Brandon. Brandon groaned. “At any rate, the reason I have brought you here, is to inform you of your first assignment.” 


Gren and Karolyn both smiled. Of course they would. They both wanted to impress their superiors for different reasons. Brandon wasn’t so sure if he could even kill a lowly grunt soldier. And that’s not just because he didn’t have the heart to kill! He could barely hold a sword when faced against another opponent! 


“Here is the general Briefing:” General Bhreyd said, sounding very professional. “As you know, there is a small coup uprising in the Kingdom of Lapis.” He paused, to make sure everybody was getting this. “We, the Yoichi Knights of Grana, are to attempt to settle things peacefully. We will give them 2 days to give an answer. If they do not comply, we will drive them out of the kingdom. Your priorities are to keep casualties to a minimum, although things are still bound to get messy. Half of you will be assigned to this task. The other halves priorities are to protect the castle if the rebels try to make an attempt to assassinate the king. We are being paid a handsome sum of money from the King of Lapis for doing this, so don’t screw it up! Are there any questions?” Gren stepped forward. “What is it Gren?” inquired general Bhreyd. “Under what circumstances are we able to use force against these rebels?” asked Gren, trying to sound professional. “That’s a pretty stupid question.” Replied General Bhreyd. He directed the answer towards the entire Squadron. “If someone is trying to kill you, you kill them first! If someone is trying to hurt the King, you kill them first!” He said this very slowly, and over-enunciated all of the words. He was very sarcastic, as was expected. Gren still was not happy with the response. With gritted teeth, he stepped back into place. “You will be training rigorously all day today. Running drills, one-on-one combat…the works. And as a special bonus…” he smiled sadistically. “…the person who does best in the one-on-one exercises will face me!” he burst in to laughter. When he realized nobody was laughing at him, he turned red and made an embarrassed cough. “ Very well! We will start with running! 200 laps around the courtyard! Begin!”

Chapter Eleven


Brandon thought he was going to heave up his intestines. He ran past the starting point; sweat was dripping from his brow. “197!” he attempted to yell, but ended up sounding like “wuhunanasebuh…” He would not give up, for this upcoming mission was to be his first, and even though he still had much work to do, he had to admit he was exited about this assignment. I was to be his first, and since he was still green, he would probably remember it the most. 


“198!” he proclaimed, turning the corner at a much slower pace. He could feel bile rising in his stomach. He had only two more laps. If he could just keep his guts in… his vision was horrible now. He had pushed himself far beyond his limits. Everything was a blur. He felt like he was standing still and the world was moving at a rapid pace. He returned to the starting point (at least, what looked like the staring point, and announced his number again. “199!” he tried to say. All that came out was a desperate breath of air. On his final lap, nothing looked recognizable at all. He was in a living impressionist painting. He turned at the grayish blur and reached the starting point once more. “200!” he attempted to exclaim. But all that came was “Uhhhh…” 


Gren was still doing his laps, looking just about as bad as Brandon. Karolyn had already finished her laps, and she looked like she could do several hundred more if she wanted to. General Bhreyd approached Brandon. He smiled smugly. “Well, not bad. Lets just hope your better with a sword today. For your sake.” Brandon was heaving like a vacuum cleaner gone haywire. “Sir…” he said, pausing to catch his breath. “I just wanted to – BLARRRRGGHHH!” he said, throwing up all over the general. 


He was soooo embarrassed. He looked up straight at the general. “Uh…” his voice was cracking. “Sir? Are you okay?” 

 
Bhreyd looked like he was about to tear off Brandon’s head and squeeze it with his bare hands until it burst. His teeth were clenched. He turned around, angrily, and went to fetch a towel. “Damn…” he said through clenched teeth. “The rest of you. Break out the swords, armor, and helmets.” One-on-one combat when I return.”

* * * * *

After Bhreyd had cleaned himself up, he was very, very irritable. “Okay.” He said. “Lets all see how our 5 year old little girl does today.” He said sarcastically, pointing at Brandon. Brandon stepped forward to the center of the courtyard. “Your first opponent will be…him.” He pointed to a random soldier. He had blue hair, and he had a pretty solid build. They both stepped into the circle. “Begin!” said General Bhreyd. The blue haired man charged at him, screaming. 

“I will not run away…”
Brandon told himself. The blue haired man swung his blade at Brandon. Brando raised his sword to meet his, deflecting the blow. Brandon retaliated with a thrust to the chest. The blue haired man jumped aside and swiped at Brandon’s chest. Brandon casually blocked the attack with his own blade; sparks flew from the friction of the blow. Brandon stepped back some, then began to charge at the man. He swung his sword in a wide arc aimed at the man's head with deadly accuracy and speed. The blue haired man raised his sword to greet the blade, but he had not anticipated the blade to come this fast. Clearly, the blue haired man had underestimated Brandon, not that Brandon could blame him after his sickening display of cowardice the day before. Brandon’s blade knocked the sword out of the ill prepared knights hand. It spun in the air, catching a ray of sun as it came in direct contact with the light. The blade plunged into the soft ground as it hit the earth.

“I won?” was the only thought on Brandon’s mind. “I…I won.” A huge ear-to-ear smile appeared on his face. “I WOOOOOOOON!” he screamed aloud. “THANK YOU GOD!!!”  He plunged his sword into the earth. “AHAHAHAHAHAH!” he laughed with glee. “I can’t believe…” “Hold on there, Brandon.” Said General Bhreyd. “You haven’t won yet.” He stood up, unsheathed his regal sword, and pointed it at Brandon. “I will be your next opponent. And I will use this sword.” He said in a voice that seemed to have undertones of glee. Brandon groaned. However he heard a voice in his head, a voice commanding him to do something.

“Do not run away,” the voice said. “I…I mustn’t run away…” said Brandon in reply to the voice. 


Bhreyd entered the circle. He closed his eyes and seemed to concentrate all his mental energy on the sword. The sword began to glow white-hot. Soon, it burst into a white flame. It was radiating some sort of energy that made everybody tremble. Only now did Brandon realize why this man had become a general. He was good. He was damn good. He was more powerful then anyone he had ever known. “I am not a General Because I possess this sword.” He began. “Only after you fought many battles will you be able to unlock this power. All of you have it. Few will realize it in this lifetime, or several.”


A thought entered Brandon’s mind. “I could use…that.” He said. “Yeah… I always have…that.”  His face beamed. “Sir I need to get something really quick! Please!?” The fire on Bhreyd’s sword went out. He had a really dumb expression on his face, the kind you would make if someone told you 2+2=200. “What?” he said, obviously dumbfounded. “You-“ Brandon cut him off in mid-sentence. “Kay, thanks! Be right Back!” he said, and broke off into a run towards the barracks.  “Hey, wait!” Said Bhreyd. “You can’t just…!”, but he knew it was futile.

Chapter Twelve


Brandon went to the Barracks and found the object he was looking for: his father’s sword. The red jewel in the center of the gold hilt sparkled more then ever. “Help me, father.” Said Brandon, with a tone of despair in his voice. His hands pressed together, down on one knee, he uttered a small prayer. He stood up, and ran back to the courtyard.

* * * * *

“Where the hell is he…?” asked General Bhreyd to no one in particular. Brandon came running through the gate into the courtyard. He stopped a good 7 feet in front of Bhreyd. He pointed the sword at him. He smiled smugly. “Lets go.” He said. And with that, he charged at Bhreyd.


Bhreyd was taken by surprise by Brandon’s courage in contrast to what he had previously shown. Brandon held his sword up in the air while he charged to build momentum. About 2 feet from Bhreyd, he jumped into the air, and bought his sword crashing down upon Bhreyd. Bheyds sword lit up with white energy. He deflected the blow made by Brandon at the last moment. Brandon did not stop. He swung his sword furiously, with precision and speed. Bhreyd continued to deflect blows, but he was weakening. Not because he was losing energy, but he was taken aback by the strength of this boy’s spirit. Brandon swung is sword in a wide horizontal arc, striking Bhreyd’s armor. Bhreyd was shocked. He hardly ever got hurt, let alone by any cadet. “I’ve had enough of this…” Bhreyd said through clenched teeth. He jumped back a few feet. He closed his eyes and began concentrating more energy on the sword. There was a huge white ball of holy light on the end of his sword. He raised it to the heavens, and brought it down as fast as possible. The white ball flew toward brand. It began to change shape, began to become somewhat reptilian. Soon, before he could tell what was going on, there was a flaming white dragon’s head, with jaws agape, heading straight for Brandon.


Brandon was petrified. He knew there was no way in hell he could block this. His best bet was to move out of the way. He flew himself to the side, but it was to late. The Dragons head hit him hard. It flung him almost 20 feet. His back it the concrete wall of the courtyard with great force. He looked at General Bhreyd through half shut eyes. Soon it all went dark.

Chapter Thirteen


Bhreyd was heaving like a street dog in the summer. The attack he had used had exhausted most of his energy. “Well…” he said in between gasps of air. “…He is nowhere near the pansy I thought he was.” He paused and caught his breath. “All right. You may all have a 10-15 minute break. When we come back, we will begin our…”

“Wait…”


A soft voice came from the courtyard wall. Brandon stood up. He coughed up some blood, and wiped his mouth with his sleeve. The clothing on his right arm had been burned off completely. He had an extremely determined look in his eyes. Thoughts spun in his mind like a tornado. “What if Merideth is in danger for some reason? I’d be too weak to protect her. If I can’t cut it here, how will I live up to my father? How will I protect all I hold dear? How would I ever be able to look anyone in the eye ever again?” He coughed up some more blood. “Damn!" he said to himself. He closed his eyes tight, and raised his sword up to the heavens. “DAAAAMMMMIIIIIIIIIIIITTT!” he screamed aloud. All he could think about was his father, his sister, the people he loved, and having to face them in the eyes and tell them that he was a failure. He would not have it. He would not have it.


For some reason now, his hands began to burn and ache. At the time, he believed that it was because he was so furious. But then he slowly opened his eyes, and a look of shock appeared on his face. A mysterious blue fire surrounded the blade of his sword.

* * * * *

Bhreyd was in disbelief. Even Karolyn appeared shocked. Brandon began to chuckle. He could hardly believe it! “Thank you, father.” He said to himself. Abruptly, a fire appeared in his eyes. He began his assault on Bhreyd. Screaming a battle cry, he charged at Bhreyd. The general barely had enough time to even bring his sword back to full power. Brandon’s assault was amazing. Each blow of the sword enveloped in blue flame was astonishing. A blue blur appeared everywhere he swung it. Bhreyd could barley keep up with his fast and furious attacks. Brandon began doing a series of sword thrusts. It was almost impossible to see where they were coming from. They were going so fast, it was almost impossible to even see the blade itself.


Nevertheless, Bhreyd kept defending himself. It didn’t seem possible to beat him. He was far too busy defending himself to even make his own offensive. Brandon backed up about 10 feet from Bhreyd, and closed his eyes. He seemed to be concentrating much of his energy into his sword. The blue flame began to grow. Brandon began to draw his sword back. He smiled with fervor. He swung his sword in a horizontal arc directly in front of Bhreyd. A bluish ball of energy flew from his sword. It stretched out, became slimmer and more intense. By the time it reached Bhreyd, it was a blue, violent comet. Bhreyd stood in disbelief. The comet struck him full on. He went flying several feet, until he it the fountain in the rear of the courtyard. He fell unconscious instantly. Brandon looked directly at him and gave a weak smile. “Heh.” He chuckled to himself. Exhausted from the energy he spent. He dropped his sword and slumped down to the ground, unconscious. 

Chapter Fourteen

When Brandon awoke, he was in his bed, back at the barracks. It was late. Everybody was already asleep. Nowhere near tired, Brandon deiced he would go for a walk. He headed on over to the door. He turned the latch, being ever so cautious not to make a noise. He was about to open the door when…

“Bastard.”

He spun around to see what that was all about. It was Gren, still lying awake in bed. Giving him the evil eye. “What’s that all about?” Brandon whispered back. Gren scowled, and sat up in his bed. “My father was the captain of the Yoichi Knights many years ago.” Began Gren. “He taught me everything I know. He taught me honor, he taught me courage, he taught me that I could be anything if I tried my hardest.” He said with great emotion. Brandon noticed tears began to well up in Gren’s eyes. “And now it has been taken away from be little bastard who just a day ago was wetting his pants at the sign of any danger!” Unable to hold back his emotions anymore, he burst into tears. Brandon had a subdued look on his face. “Gren, I’m… sorry. It wasn’t my intent to upstage you! I was just…” Gren cut him off. “Shut up!” he exclaimed. “I don’t care what you were trying to do! Get out! Just leave!” he said, and brought his face down to his pillow. Brandon made a motion as if he were about to say something, but stopped and decided to forget it. He turned the latch and went outside.


He decided to just walk around the perimeter of the castle, just to think about things. How would he do on the mission tomorrow? What group would he be assigned to? How would everything go? As all these questions spun in his mind, he wondered what he would do. 


“You’re up late.” Came a voice from the courtyard wall. There, in the shadows, lurked the figure of General Bhreyd. Brandon turned to face him. “So are you.” He said calmly. “You were waiting for me weren’t you?’ said Brandon with a matter-of-fact smile. Bhreyd stepped forward, and gave a weak smile. “I was.” He said calmly. “You are doing fantastic. Nobody has ever achieved what you have in this amount of time. You deserve to be proud of yourself.” He smiled. Brandon still looked dismayed. “Tell that to Gren.” Said Brandon, dismally. Bhreyd paced back and forth. “I figured he would say something to you.” He stopped in mid pace and added, “He’s pathetic.” Brandon looked puzzled. “What do you mean?” inquired Brandon. Bhreyd gave a small chuckle and went on with his tirade. “Come on, we all know it.” He said. “He’s a weak, foolish, daddy’s boy. He thinks he can get whatever he wants by waving around his father’s name. I knew his father. He was my teacher. And I’m sure as hell he would never teach his son arrogance or stubbornness. I loved his father. He made me what I am. He was my spiritual parent. I didn’t have a father, and he took me in. Gren does have a father and he took it for granted.” He spat on the ground. “That’s probably why I can’t stand him.”


“Listen.” Said General Bhreyd. “I was going to tell you this tomorrow, but since we’re both here, I might as well tell you now. You will be assigned to Squadron A, which must protect the castle. But more then that,” he paused and smiled with great joy. “You are to lead Squadron A.”


Brandon was shocked. He could not believe his ears. The little wuss who just yesterday was running in circles from an assault of any kind was going to lead an entire squadron? “Thank you sir!” he said with an ecstatic voice. “Thank you very much!” Bhreyd took a couple steps forward. Outstretching his arm, he was clearly offering Brandon to shake it. As they did, Bhreyd said to Brandon with great gusto, “Die for Honor, Die for Justice. Live to protect.” 


Brandon looked puzzled. “What’s that?” Bhreyd smiled and said, “That is the motto of the Yoichi Knights.” Said Bhreyd, with great pride. Brandon appeared puzzled. “I never heard of it. I wonder why my father never said anything about it to me?” Bhreyd smiled. “That is because only high ranking officers are allowed to know it. Your father wasn’t allowed to tell you.” Brandon nodded in understanding. “Anyway,” said Bhreyd. “You’d better get back to the Barracks. Gotta get up early tomorrow!” he said with enthusiasm. Brandon nodded. “Yes sir!” and with that he turned around and headed for the barracks.


Brandon could hardly sleep. Could he be blamed? He was doing what he has always wanted to do. He had become very good in a short amount of time. Soon he would make his father proud, wherever he was. Brandon smiled, and fell asleep.
~ To be continued! ~
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