CHAPTER ONE

Discovery


About two dozen men responded to the call to arms.  Most of them were dissolute, owing to the fact that some still had the scent of whiskey or gin still on their breath.  Quite a few more were slightly overweight.  One comely, mediocre looking young man stood out, however.  Whether it was the cleanliness and clean-shaven face, or the way he stood at attention, the guard captain didn’t know.  Maybe it was both.  Either way, he radiated an aura of command and respect.  The impressed captain walked over to him.  


“Who are ye, lad?”


“The name’s Mi-ad, sir!”


“Easy there, son.  No need to shout.  Why’re ya here?”


“Because I need the money sir.  It sounded like lucrative enough a business.”



That was that.  He needed the money.  The captain hoped he wouldn’t be disappointed, because the average salary for a volunteer was barely enough to compensate for the weeks of hard labor and training these green recruits had to endure.  Most of the work wasn’t all that bad, though.  A whole lot of swordplay and dodging techniques, along with an erratic building, moving or gathering job every few months.  It wasn’t enough to make anyone go insane, though.


They received their first real task after a few days of practicing with wooden swords and bucklers.  The somewhat ragtag team of fighters was to subjugate the alien creatures that had taken up residence in the home and barn of a well-known farmer, and were to leave the following morning.


The trip their went without incident.  The only problem was that it was quite warm and humid that time of year and in that part of the country.  There were many jeers at mealtimes as the captain walked by the men.  The lad name Mi-ad, however, seemed to take it all in stride.  He never once complained, and was in good spirits almost every second of the days.  They adjourned to their cots at dusk, and fell asleep as quickly as you could say “pickle.”


 When they arrived, they found the property in a shambles.  The creatures had seemingly tried to fortify the area with sharp poles propped up at angle, so that if anyone charged them, they would get quite the nasty surprise.  They had also pillaged the fields for any usable fodder to eat.  


“They’re nasty liddle blighters, aren’t they?” asked the guard captain as the makeshift army made their way towards the farmhouse.

“Aye, and they don’t like gettin’ bothered by outsiders either,” said Mi-ad, “Trust me.”

As they got nearer, they saw that the house was sullied by illegible symbols, which seemed to be the aliens’ language.  


“And they sure don’t mind makin’ a messa things, do they?” the captain added.


A swarm of ugly, disgusting little monsters came out to meet them.  They looked like short, hunchbacked, brown people, each with one big, red eye and metal collars with wrist cuffs to match.  The most vile, fetid odor reached the soldiers’ noses and made them nearly retch out of repulsion.  One of the aliens came at Mi-ad, who stood, unflinching from the sight and smell.  He feinted to the left when the creature jumped at him, and it crashed to the ground, obviously vexed at what had happened.  


The captain shouted a terse “ATTAAAACK!” and charged.  Everyone else followed suit.  The two forces met with a clang of steel and flesh.  The scent of blood seemed to tantalize numerous other monsters out of the house, into the dreadful scene.  The more monsters that the complement of humans expelled from this world, the more seemed to proliferate among them.  


Mi-ad, however, had not charged, and was standing back, gathering his energy to unleash a mighty spell, the likes of which only the most powerful sorcerers in the world of Arasaia knew.  


  Sal la lya, salsal la lyy, patopato si kuta do ko budbud.  Kinch koko budbud!


Two especially bright beams of pure light shot down from the heavens.  One was a pale orange; the other a blackish, almost violet, blue.  They lanced out upon the house and engulfed it in flames that were the color and shade of every single hue in the rainbow.  But, the house did not seem to be harmed in any way.  The horrid creatures, however, were all being consumed by the torrent of pure energy.  There were horrible screams all over the now bloody battlefield.  The soldiers all stopped to watch this, for the beasts on the battlefield were also being destroyed in the same manner.  And, like the house, the warriors were not being touched by the colorful tempest.  


Mi-ad nearly collapsed from the strain of casting the spell.  The captain rushed to his aid and asked what in the world that was.  Mi-ad replied,


“A rather complex spell, designed for the purpose it just served.  It certainly wore me out, though.”


“And what do ya think yur doin’, castin’ a magick as fierce as that?” the captain bellowed, his face turning red, “And jus’ why are ya in this here unit, when ye can do all that fancy stuff?”


“Well, I thought I could use the experience in swordsmanship, and the pay was more than I could find elsewhere.”


The captain was cooling down, and his face was mottled purple and white.  But he was not as angry as he was fifteen seconds ago.  


“So, you just wanted to tag along for the ‘experience’ and the ‘good pay,’ did you?  Well, let me tell you something, buddy boy, we’re about real combat here, swords and daggers and spears and the like.  In other words, we don’t need a…a… a magician!”


 “Oho ho!  A magician!  Well, I have been called many things, including that, but never, never because someone was angry.  On the contrary, I have only been learning my trade for the good, never for the evil, or the enemies of my people.  So, I will still accompany you through your training of these raw recruits… even if you don’t like it.”


They left to return to the camp, all of them in a jovial mood, except the captain, of course.  When the party returned home, they found that the town was in smoldering ruins, with the occasional fire here and there.  

to be continued…

