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by Sephiroth AKA JuL$




Chapter 7: The Axels

In the morning, Blair wakes up to find himself very cool. He smells the fresh air and sees his father sitting next to B.G. making breakfast with rabbit meat.


“Good morning!” his father said cheerfully.


“How did you get the meat?” Blair asked.


“Well, B.G., here is quite the hunter,” he said smiling. B.G. was even happier with his face full of pride.


“I believe we are heading to Port Salon today?” his father said.


“Um…well…” Blair had the urge to know if the witch doctor he had heard about could cure amnesia. This thought rested in his mind and made him uncertain. “Well, I was actually thinking that we should pay a visit to witch doctor living somewhere in the Villages of the Axels…because… Blaze needs to get those bullets out of him. Heh, he keeps getting shot.”


B.G. interrupted and said, “I have heard that that witch doctor can cure anything, but it is too risky. The Axels are fierce and would probably put up a fight if we just barged in.”


“Well, you do have a point, but we need Blaze. He can barely walk now with what he’s been through,” replied Blair.


“Whatever you say man,” said B.G.

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


Everyone had now wakened up. Blaze, Tina, and the others were cleaning up around what had been last night’s campfire.


Barlow lied behind them in ashes, but they put that aside and continued their journey never looking back.


“You ready?” asked Blair who appeared out of the forest.


All of them nodded and Blair said, “We must go north.”


“Why?” asked Blaze who had not heard the news.


“Blaze, we know you have been through a lot. We are going to recover your battle wounds.”


“It don’t matter man, I’m fine.”


He limped his way toward Blair who ran up too him also almost knocking him down and whispered into his ear, “I must find out if my father really is Terran…if he really has amnesia…”


Blaze gave a small nod which was a sign for A-OK.


“Well, what are we waiting for?!” Blaze cried. “I have a messed up leg and you people are all going to bring me to the witch doctor in the north!”


Everyone jumped and started following Blair and Blaze who had already begun walking.


Along the way, Blaze kept moaning in pain to make the situation look realistic and often tripping on rocks. He would sometimes actually hurt himself and really yelp with pain when he did this.


Blair had also told Tina what they were going to do and she seemed up for it.


Blair’s father and the others were discussing different issues about their life. Blair was eavesdropping them along the way and whenever his father made a funny joke, he would howl with laughter. Though whenever he laughed, his father and co. would wonder why he was laughing.


The trip was fun trip for him because he was able to listen to his father tell tales and adventures of his past in the Great War.


It was truly great for him to be with his dad again, but deep down he had sorrow for his mother. He almost cried in his tent thinking about her.


Finally, after the long trip which they traveled through the day and night, Blair could see in the distance a rainforest beside a desert with many huts on both sides.


“Let’s go,” he said.


They entered the desert-side huts hoping to find a sign which read Witch Doctor’s Hut. 


There was a particularly large hut in the center of the huts in the desert. All of them entered to find a gathering of dark-skinned people half-naked dancing around a fire.


The room suddenly stopped once they entered. Everyone stopped dancing and turned towards Blair’s direction.


They all began making clicking sounds which seemed to be their language as everyone except Blair and company understood.


“Uh…” Blair tried to say, but could not get the words out of his mouth.


“So you guys are the Axels?” asked Blaze.


They made more clicking noises.


“We come in peace,” said Blair’s father trying to help.


At those words, the Axel men grabbed their spears which were leaning against and pointed them at Blair and co.


“Dammit, we don’t have weapons,” muttered Blaze to Tina in a soft voice.


“I have a bow and some arrows, but I can’t take on all of them.”


Out of the all the men with spears, the largest of them who appeared to be the chief stepped forward.


Click! Click!


“What the hell?” Blaze said with complete curiosity.


“You don’t expect everyone to know our language, do you, Blaze?” said Blair.


“Well, I ain’t ever met anyone that can speak a different language.”


“Be quiet you two,” Blair’s father barked. “We need to hear what he is saying.”


“You can understand that Dad?” asked Blair.


“Well uh…”


Clicking noises kept coming from the chief’s mouth, but they still couldn’t understand.

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


“I told you this was risky!” cried B.G. to Blair.


Blair and co. were all tied to a large bamboo pole dangling above the ground in the center of the large hut being held be eight men, four on each side of the pole. Everyone including Tina had their shirts torn. Tina who had long hair was able to hide her upper nakedness from Pablo who kept glancing at her every now and then. 


The chief stood watching them as though waiting for something.


Moments later, Axel men carrying logs and leaves arrived and laid them under Blair and the others.


“Oh sh**!” cried Blaze. “We are gonna be a rotisserie meal.”


“No, Blaze,” said Blair. “They are gonna burn us alive.”


“Oh sh**, that’s even worse.”


Tina was closing her eyes looking terrified.


Suddenly a man holding what look liked a torch walked over beside them.


“I can’t die now!” cried Blaze.


When he was about to stoop under and burn them, loud noises were heard, and many dark-skinned men entered the room attacking in all directions.  The eight men holding them dropped the bamboo pole and ran for their lives.


This was their chance. Tina grabbed into her pocket and pulled out the knife she used to kill the soldier in Barlow and cut herself free. She then cut the others free except Pablo who she decided to leave for a minute until she sighed and cut him free.


They escaped through the back path behind the hut. A low voice suddenly called out to them while they were running, “STOP!”


They all turned around to see who called out to them.


Another man holding a staff who appeared to be an Axel stepped forward.


“You understand our language?” asked Blaze.


“Yes, I do. I understand all languages known on this earth.”


“Who are you?” asked Blair who made his way towards the man.


“In your language, my name is Cornelius, the witch doctor.”


“The witch doctor!?” cried Blair.

