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by Sephiroth AKA JuL$




Chapter 2: Dangerous Encounter


Back at Meridan Inn, Blair begins packing his items and glances at his sword for a moment. He closely looks at the inscription. A memory slowly comes back to him at he look at the ancient written language inscribed on the hilt of the sword.


Blair finds himself in his old home in Tribal sitting at the fire place with his friend Rizor holding the sword.


“Wow, this sword has a weird inscription on it,” exclaimed Rizor in amazement.


“Just a bunch of gibberish,” Blair heard himself say. 


Tina had suddenly walked in and was tapping Blair on the shoulder smiling. “Ready?”


Blaze was walking up the stair and swung his bag over his shoulder. His buster sword was in his hands and he looked at Blair waiting for an answer. 


“Yeah, let’s go,” said Blair slightly uncertain. 


He grabbed his sword and the three of them dashed downstairs and out the inn. He found himself rushing towards the west gate leading out of the town. 


The three of them stopped at the gate and Blair soon saw Blaze talking to the gatekeeper. The gatekeeper then opened the gate and the three of the left. 


They soon slowed their pace down and started walking. Once they were about a mile away from the gate, Blaze and Tina stopped and glanced back at their hometown of Meridan. Blair heard Blaze mutter, “Goodbye…until I see you again.”


Blair nudged Blaze as he stood staring at the peaceful town and they started making their way towards the mountains and down the road once again. Along the way, Tina and Blaze were discussing about their childhoods and growing up in Meridan.


“My father was a warrior during the war,” said Blaze to Blair as they walked down the rocky road. “Me and my mama was always hoping he’d return safely. He came back on holidays and we’d celebrate with a party down at the pub. Those were the days…But one day back when I was thirteen, a messenger came to our house and told us that my father was dead. My mother cried and we were in agony… but I then realized that it was time to move on…I knew I would fight like my father did when I was older. I would fight for the same reason: for freedom and for justice. Not too long after my father died, my mother was weakened by pneumonia which would soon take her life.”


Blaze looked down at his feet as they were walking. 


“I’m sorry Blaze. I dunno if I can understand what you were feeling after your father died. Both of my parents and my best friend are gone and I dunno if they’re dead or alive or whatever,” said Blair sympathetically.


They continued down the stony path and the sun’s heat was gradually becoming cooler as nightfall came. They were now not too far from the mountains and they soon began searching for the smallest one. As they edged closer and closer to the mountains, the sound of footsteps became louder and louder. 


The three of them soon began to realize that it was not only their footsteps, but that of other people. The footsteps were heavy and Blair realized that there was a large throng traveling together through the mountains. The footsteps seemed to be getting closer and closer.


“Something’s coming,” said Blair in a soft voice. “We must get off the road.”


Blaze and Tina quickly agreed. 


They ran off the path and into the rocks which lay on the ground not too far from the path.


“We will camp here until those footsteps are no where to be heard,” said Blair.


After half an hour of waiting, the footsteps were now where they had been walking before.


Tina turned to see who the group of people with the heavy footsteps was. She soon began to panic which made Blaze and Blair look over to the rocky road they were walking on. 


“Ragna’s troops,” whispered Blaze who looked as though he could really hurt someone. 


Every soldier that passed by was equipped with a gun and sword. 


“There must be a thousand men strong,” thought Blair to himself.


After a few hours, no more footsteps could be heard. 


“We must move now, quickly!” said Blaze in a loud whisper.


They hurried down the path towards the mountains.


“Where do you think their headed? Meridan?” asked Tina.


“I don’t know,” said Blair. “Let’s hope they have a different target for now.”


A surge of sadness fill Blaze and Tina, but they continued running towards the mountains. 


All of a sudden, a gun shot was fired. About a mile away, in front of them, three figures carrying guns were shooting at them. 

The three of them quickly ran off the road and into the rocks below the path, still running forward. After running for five minutes, they all suddenly stopped. 

One of the soldiers had jumped right in front of them, gun in hand, and aimed right at Blair who quickly dived lower into bigger rocks. He felt a surge of pain as the sharp rocks scraped him. 

Tina was hiding behind a large boulder to be seen not far from Blair. Blaze on the other hand was in peril as another soldier appeared and started shooting at him. Blaze quickly ran up closer to the path where the other soldier was watching.  


Blair had to do something. He saw Tina climbing up the large boulder with a large rock in her arms. 


As the second and third soldier were shooting at Blaze who was running for his life, Tina had thrown the large rock at the first soldier who was knocked out and perhaps killed by the life threatening action. 


Blair saw Blaze coming down closer towards him. Suddenly, there was a gun shot from one of the soldiers behind Blaze who shrieked with pain as he started tumbling down the rocks. He was soon rolling down towards a large fall. Blair dashed quickly underneath what Blaze was rolling down. Blaze was soon falling down and Blair, ready for the catch, caught Blaze and was knocked down by the impact. 


The soldiers were rushing towards them and were now in sight. They had their guns in their hand and were just about to shoot when Tina shouted with another large rock in her arms, “Die b****es!”


At that, she threw the rock but missed the soldier’s head and hit his foot instead.

The soldier began groaning with pain. The other fired a gun shot at Tina narrowly missing her head.


During all this, Blair had set down Blaze and grabbed the soldier shooting Tina by the neck, grabbed his gun, and threw him down a cliff near where Blaze was lying unconscious. Using the gun, he shot the other soldier moaning in pain three times in the chest killing him.


Blair picked Blaze up and walked up the rocks and back to the path where Tina was waiting.


“We will wait until he wakes. I can’t hold him much longer. He is very heavy and will probably break my back along they way,” said Blair.


Tina did not listen to a word Blair had said, but was pointing at a wound in Blaze’s leg then asked, “What happened?”


“He took a bullet to the leg while trying to run away. I was barely in time to catch him rolling down the rocks,” Blair replied.


All three of them had many scratches, but none was as bad as Blaze’s. 


After about an hour, when it was dark and hard to see Blaze woke up and they continued traveling. 


Blaze asked many questions along the way about how he survived. After hearing that Blair had saved his life, he felt indebted to him and kept asking if he needed help or anything. 


They soon came to a grassy area beside the snow capped mountains where they became very drowsy. 

They were also very hungry so Blaze opened his pack and took out a loaf of bread which he broke into thirds. They ate it anxiously, drowsed, and eventually fell asleep around the fire in sleeping bags.


The next morning, the three of them were able to see the size of the mountains. There was one obvious one that was much smaller than the others and Blaze claimed he could see a small hut lying at the foot of it. They began heading towards it which lied a few miles away from the camp. 


Tina was telling about the dream she had while they were sleeping about them being killed by the soldiers and having their bodies burned with the citizens of Meridan who had just been attacked by Ragna’s troops. 


They soon came to a stop as they reached the mountain, and as Blaze was correct, there was a hut at the foot of it. They walked towards the hut and knocked on the door of it where a man either in his late forties or early fifties poked his head out.

