Chapter 2
Assassin
Surprised looks were on everybody’s faces.  Several mouths bore some semblance to a large cave.  The irate captain tried to surmount his implacable anger, but failed miserably.  He could simply not condone the fact that his beloved town and all that he held dear, including his family, had been burned to the ground, mercilessly, ruthlessly, by now gone marauders, who were most likely on the run now, searching for another helpless town to pillage and utterly terminate.


Mi-ad walked around the now desolate town.  Even the pauper’s section of the village was burned to the blackened, desolate ground.  The only real reason he was walking aimlessly was to avoid a loud altercation between himself and the rest of the men, including the captain, for they were all in a mood of dissent, and many small quibblings had broken out among them.

His footsteps made small, green rifts in the ash-covered ground, and when he passed by a still, barely standing barn, the loud song he was singing exorcised rats from among the blackened wooden structure.  He returned to camp, in the hopes of eating lunch, as he was very hungry.  

A figure appeared in the captain’s travel mirror which he had hung on a post in his tent.  A freshly honed blade, drawn from its sheath, was plunged in the back of the soundly sleeping man on the cot.  The blood from his wound had not even begun to soak into his shirt, when the assailant collapsed on top of the captain, an arrow protruding from his back.


Mi-ad had arrived just a few seconds too late, but had successfully skewered the captain’s assassin.  A trite, oftenly used saying passed through his head; “Never bite off more than you can chew.”  “Or you may be shot,” he added aloud to the old proverb.  He walked over to the soldiers’ quarters.


“Is that you, Rango?” a rough voice cried from the enormous forest of massive tens in front of Mi-ad.


“No, but I’m a good friend of his,” Mi-ad said to the lighted walls of the nearest tent.  He drew an intricately designed dagger from the sheath in his boot.  He moved nearer, and heard the men in the tent discussing amongst themselves.  They were fabricating a very much untrue story about how the eminent captain tormented them endlessly, as he was proud of his popularity, and how the drove them to near exhaustion before the dew had dried form the grass.  When the heard Mi-ad approaching, they began to abridge their talk, and became quieter.

Mi-ad came to the door of the tent, and he flung open the flap.  An obese man was sitting there on a cot.  When he saw Mi-ad, he assumed a forced cherubic expression.


“Now, now, me lad,” he spoke.  “We was just pokin’ a bit of fun at the good captain.”


“Right,” spoke Mi-ad, his voice dripping with sarcasm.  “And I suppose your friend was just poking the captain with a sword in the back for fun.”


“Well, well.  You found our bit of handiwork, did you?  I can tell you this, though:  you ain’t gonna be leaving this camp to tell anybody about it.”


“Such a waste of brainpower and breath, spouting old clichés like a fountain.  And let me tell you something, ‘friend,’ I will leave, even if it means I have to kill you all.  However, if you surrender now you lying, cheating usurper of rank, I shall spare your lives, and only put you in prison for the rest of your dismal life.”


The man in front of him stared dumbfoundedly at Mi-ad.  Then, recovering his wits, he drew his short sword and charged.  Mi-ad feinted to the left, but he soldier expected this, as he had seen Mi-ad fighting at the farmhouse.  Mi-ad received a gash in his right arm, but managed to surmount the pain as best he could.  He did not have much time to do this, though, for the lieutenant charged from behind, this time with a two-handed sword that had been lying on a cot, and was partially sharpened.  Mi-ad ducked as his opponent swung the heavy weapon at his head.  The lieutenant did not expect this, however, and missed by only inches.  The momentum of the swing spun him in a wide arc, throwing him off-balance, and he fell over on his side, the sword lying on the ground about three feet away.  Mi-ad walked to the sword, picked it up, and returned to the lieutenant.

“You have a choice,” he said, “Surrender now, and live, or keep fighting and die.  You decide, because I can go easy on you.”  

“I would rather be consumed alive by a dragon and slowly burn to death, than obey the likes of you.  Scum!”  This last word he spoke vehemently, and spat on the ground.

Mi-ad quickly dispatched him with the dagger that he had drawn earlier.  The lieutenant’s adherents rushed him, and were executed by the two-handed sword that flew through the air and beheaded them.


Mi-ad pilfered their bodies for anything useful, and found several small knives, a handful of gold coins, and a small packet of a powdery substance, which he presumed to be a poison or medicine.  


He stepped out of the tent to find the camp in an uproar.  Someone had obviously found the captain’s body, which he had left on the cot, along with the lieutenant’s henchman.  Mi-ad decided to leave, as he did not feel up to taking on around two-hundred and fifty men by himself.

