How he survived


Chapter 2:Traversing the wastelands





The hot sun of the wastelands bore down relentlesly upon the tailed-hero. With each step he felt as if his feet grew heavier and heavier trudging across the sun-cracked earth. He looked up into the sky at the hot sun and almost wished that the mist was still there to block it out. Dropping to one knee he wondered if he would ever live to see the shining smile of the woman that he loved ever again. Would he ever hear her musical laughter again? A wave of courage poured into his body and he rose to his aching feet once more. Zidane felt an odd feeling that he had never truly experienced before. A feeling never given to him as a child. He felt love. And now, though on the verge of exhaustion, he felt the will to live. He looked to his right and then to his left at the beautifully water-carved walls of the canyon in wich he stood. The curves and swirls and the utter air of the place seemed almost unreal. It almost felt as if he were on another planet. A fleeting memory of the once vivid blue world known only as Terra stirred in his thoughts. His birthplace. Destroyed by his own brother in a terrible rage. How any one person could do something so cruel was unknown to him. A familiar sound jostled him from his deep train of thought. A sound which made every bone in his body ache with a new hope. It was the sound of rushing water. Zidane stumbled recklessly down the steep hill toward the sound. His heart leaped when he saw the line of cool,clear,liquid just waiting for him to plunge his head right in and wet his parched throat. He rushed at the water oblivious of the pain in his feet. Submerging his head into the water he drank long of the refreshing stream. After he had drunk his fill he pulled his head out and surveyed his surroundings. They were much the same as in the canyon except the space in which he was confined to was much smaller than before. At that moment a noise caused him to jerk his head in the direcrion of which it had come. A few pebbles tumbled down a low cliff from their once secure perch. Zidane's hand leaped to his dagger and drew it out ready to strike whatever threat there may be. His expression turned to one of fear and astonishment as he saw the hulking green mass rise above the cliff. Through its nostrils it wore an adornment of human bone while around its neck hung a grotesque string of skulls. Upon its massive head it wore a crested helmet with red plumage. In its hand it held a razor sharp spear that shined in the bright sun. Zidane looked up at the hideous beast and muttered, "Holy...". He was cut short by a crash as the beast's spear landed only inches from where he was. He quickly flipped to the side and hatched a plan on how to beat it while it struggled to free its spear of the earth's rock hard grip. The brave young warrior jumped up onto a ledge a little above the creature and patiently waited for it to find him. It wasn't long before the troll caught wind of him and stared at him with a twisted smile as its muscles tensed for the next strike. Zidane grinned a smile of his own as he jumped out of the path of the deadly projectile as it careened toward him. Seasing this chance of vulnerability he leaped down upon the troll's great throat and hacked it open with a clean swipe of his dagger. Blood sprayed from the wound as the troll howled in pain and Zidane jumped off into the river. When he resurfaced the monster's hulking body now lay on the ground lifeless in a slowly expanding pool of blood. He cleaned his dagger on the wet sleeve of his shirt and let out a long sigh. "That was almost too close," he whispered to himself. "without them it was ten times as hard as it would have been." He shook his head and looked up at the quickly receding sun. It was now nearing sunset but it did'nt matter that much. Zidane looked off into the near distance and saw the black entrance to a cave. The entrance to Fossil Roo.
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