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by Sephiroth AKA JuL$





Author’s note: Many people have stories that live inside of them. This story is about the hero in me with the burning desire to have his story told to others. He has the qualities I have and some I wish I had. This person inside me is like one of the things that makes me special. Everyone has something unique about themselves. This is my story about how a person can show their uniqueness.


Special Thanks: to Adam Weaver for the picture of the sword, my friends who inspired me to add friendship/loyalty as a theme, and my mother who encouraged me to express my imagination.

Chapter 1: The Council


The figure of a young dark-skinned man appears through some large evergreen trees and makes his way across the vast plains. He seems to have been through a long journey which has made him weak as he staggers slowly across the grass. 

He looks across the plains and a vision of a small burning village comes to his sight. He quickly forgets his weaknesses and quickly paces towards the burning site. His heart begins thumping madly and his insides jump. As he runs, his dark black hair begins to flow with the wind.

He then reaches the village and looks among the houses and burning carcasses and runs forward. He comes across a large hut barely standing look as if about to collapse at any moment. The young man enters without fear and looks inside. He paces as he looks around frantically as though he were searching for something. He soon stumbles onto a broken sword which had been snapped in half. He then picks it up and examines it. He soon realizes something and finds himself shouting.


“Mother, where are you! Father, are you there!” he cried.


Tears streaming down his eyes, he falls to his knees and looks up to see the roof starting to collapse. Debris starts falling down on him…His eyes slowly close and his mind soon becomes blank.

************************************************************************


The young man finds himself lying on a bed staring face-to-face with a young black man about his age. His style was obviously cool as he had an earring on one ear and he was in with the fashion at the time.


The black man suddenly shouts facing to the stairs behind him, “Tina, he’s awake!”


A beautiful dark-skinned woman named Tina walks into the room smiling at the young man on the bed. 


“Thanks for calling me, Blaze,” she said.


“No Problem,” said Blaze, the young black man.


The young man in the bed stared at them in a face which looked like a mixture of curiosity and fear. 


“Where am I and who are you guys!?” he cried.


“My name is Blaze and you are in Meridan,” said the black man.


“And I’m Tina,” the young woman said in a polite voice. “We found you lying under a bunch of debris as we searched for survivors at the village of Tribal. You were the only known survivor as we saw it.”


“I was never there when it burned. I was just arriving there after coming home from fighting in the Great War.”


Blaze quickly ran to the desk and picked up a large two-handed buster sword and pointed it at the young man in the bed. “Whose side are you on, Ragna’s or the rebellion?”


“What are you talking about man? The war is over…” said the young man.


“Apparently not,” Tina interrupted. “Ragna is the one who attacked Tribal and burned it. He killed many and took few who surrendered to become part of his army.”


The young man lied in his bed not knowing what to say. Behind his expression was fear which was burning his insides and aching his mind.


Blaze went back to the desk and laid it back onto the desktop.


“And now, time for us to ask you questions. We want to know more about your business in Tribal and about the broken sword with the ancient inscriptions on it,” said Blaze looking serious.


“Well, as I said, I was coming home from the Great War because according to Commander Tichondrius, Ragna had disappeared along with his army at the Ocean. He figured that his troops had drowned and the war was over. I thought the story was kind of far-fetched and also I had this feeling that…”


“Please continue with YOUR BUSINESS in Tribal,” Blaze emphasized.


“Oh well, uh… Tribal is my hometown and I just was trying to find my parents in my home which then collapsed on me basically.”


“…And the sword,” urged Blaze.


“The sword belonged to my best friend Rizor. I bet he was trying to protect my parents from the soldiers. You know, he too also fought in the Great War. An injury caused him to be sent back to Tribal.”


“Can you read what it says on the sword?”


Tina looked patiently at the young man for an answer.


“Well uh… no, I don’t know what it says.”


“You will tell everything you just told us to the council later this afternoon.”


Tina nodded towards Blaze as a signal for something.


“Oh and about your friend’s sword…you can go grab it at the blacksmith’s place in central Meridan,” said Blaze.


Tina and Blaze turned to leave, but suddenly Blaze jerked his head back in the young man’s direction and said, “I almost forgot to ask you…What is your name?”


“You can call me Blair,” said the young man in the bed.


At that, Blaze left Blair alone in the room. 


Another young woman came into the room a few minutes later carrying a bowl of hot soup on a tray and laid it down on Blair’s lap.


“Lunch is served!” she exclaimed with a smile on her face.

************************************************************************


The bustling town of Meridan seemed to be a happy-go-lucky town as he looked around the crowded streets filled with smiles of children and adults talking to each other. He looked back towards the building which was hospitalizing him and read Meridan Inn.

He fast-walked around the busy streets for a while turning every now and then. He soon read a small sign by a hut which read Steele Smithing. 


Right when he entered the hut, a man quickly jumped in front of him. “‘Ello, my name is Robert Steele and welcome to my blacksmith hut.” Robert stared at Blair for a moment. “You look like a Blair.”


“How do you know that?”


“Because your description suits the way Blaze and Tina described to me.” 


“Oh… So you have uh… the sword?”


“Ho! Ho! Yeah I do and it’s a beauty. One of the best swords I have ever fixed and forged.”


Robert soon disappeared and came back holding a hilt with a cloth around the blade. He slowly unwrapped it and Blair gazed at the beautiful shining metal. 

He felt as if he could go on just staring at it forever. Robert then shoved the sword in front of him and Blair picked it up, thanked Robert, and walked away.


Even though, the sword was wrapped in cloth, it made him feel proud. He now understood why Rizor felt so good the first time he wielded the sword. A flashback came to his memory while he was walking down the bustling streets in Meridan. 


“This sword makes me feel as if I can defeat anything,” said Rizor.


Blair and he were sitting on a large rock in the setting of a forest.


“Give it a break Rizor. You’ve been babbling on and on about it for the last hour. Where did you find it anyway?”


“At the foot of largest mountain in the White Mountain range...”


“Wow, how likely is that?”


Blair accidentally walked into someone back in reality. 


“Sorry Ma’am...Oh… uh… Tina?”


Her face had a serious look of both aggression and anger.


“You are going to be late for the council meeting…” she said in a calm voice.


Blair had totally forgotten. “Oh… the meeting!”


Blair and Tina dashed down the streets and ran inside the large building known as the town hall. It was much like a court as people were sitting in seats staring at Blair as he rushed inside the room. There was a small seat in front of the council where Tina pointed out for him to sit. 


Blair took his seat and looked up to see a large circular desk with eyes all looking at him. The man in the center rose to his feet. “Welcome boy. This is the Meridan Council and this is our town hall. We would like you to explain your business in Tribal. Blaze has told me all about you, but I want to hear it from the boy himself. What is your name?”


“My name is Blair Burgundy of Tribal…”


Blair soon began to explain himself and told the council everything he could remember.


The man looked at the sword which Blair was holding.


“That sword…You say it was your friend’s? What happened to your friend?”


Blair was speechless, but he then urged himself to say, “I dunno.”


“…”


Everyone was quiet. Silence filled the room.


To break the silence, the man soon said, “We would like you to help us, the rebellion, the people of Meridan, and the rest of the small population on this earth which Ragna will soon destroy. Deliver a message for us to the governor in Barlow that we must combine our troops along with the commander’s army and make a full fledged attack on Ragna’s super army.”


“Does Commander Tichondrius know that Ragna is back?” 


“No, this is why we will be sending Blaze and Tina with you to deliver the other message after you make it to Barlow. You will need help though. You must first go to the legendary ex-soldier Leo to supply you with information about Ragna and how to get to Barlow and provide weapons for you. He lives in a small hut at the foot of the smallest mountain in the White Mountains to the west of here. You will very likely encounter many soldiers and foes along the way.” 


“This is all happening so suddenly.”


“Live with it. Life is going to be that way until Ragna falls.”

