Chapter Eight: 

Ambush!


Ray ran back to camp to wake up Robert and Sheena. He reconsidered waking up Sheena, and then reconsidered everything else he was thinking of doing at that moment. He went over to Robert and poked him with a stick.


“Ugh, what do you want, Ray?” Robert asked, sleepily.


“Robert, I have great news! You are never going to believe it, but there is a Flarian refugee camp right in those woods over there! And everyone is still alive! Tym, Alac, Diane, all the rest!” Ray exclaimed. Robert blinked and rolled back over.


“Go back to sleep and stop sleepwalking, okay? I want to get some rest,” Robert said, indifferently. Ray kicked him. “Alright, alright, I’ll go look at your stupid imaginary refugee camp.” Robert got up. “We’re not bringing Sheena?”


“What’s the use? She probably never even knew anyone there.”


“Good point, let’s get moving,” Robert said, and then they walked off into the woods. As they approached the camp, Robert’s eyes widened. He saw smoke from a campfire and a circle of poorly made huts. 


“Welcome home, Robert,” a voice greeted them. It was Alac. He smirked and held out his hand for a handshake. Robert slowly put forward his hand, grabbed Alac’s hand and shook it violently. “Whoa, whoa! I’m real, I’m real, okay? Lay off,” Alac said.


“It’s just that I thought everyone I ever knew was dead. Yet, everyone I ever knew is here. Well, almost everyone…” Robert said, trailing off at the end.


“We did all we could to save everyone. Gregory and Faye refused to leave without both their sons. Ray refused to leave without his brother. It was emotional, to say the least,” Alac said, with all seriousness. “We were able to place old scarecrows around the village to make it look like we died in the initial inferno. She bought it, so we got lucky there,”


Robert nodded and then walked into the camp. All the people regarded him with foreign stares. They noticed his swords, his fire-red hair, and his aura of mysticism. Nobody said a word to him until he approached the person he was looking for all along. 


“Hello--” Robert began. However, he was interrupted by a flying axe. “What the--” Interrupted again by another flying axe, he decided to take the offensive and conjure up a few balls of fire in his hands. Not even a wisp appeared, though. It just so happens that a magic-negating field had been cast upon the immediate area of the village. Robert could use no fire magic, his swords were doused, and Sheena was still asleep about a quarter of a mile away. 


“Blast! An ambush!” Ray yelled. 


“We’ve been found! Everyone, scatter!!” Alac yelled, and with that, the entire refugee camp started to dissipate. Nevertheless, at the outskirts of the camp were bandits waiting to kill. It was a well-planned trap. However, there was even more. A pack of wild coyotes had been released into the camp, mauling everything that stood in their path, friend or foe. Robert instantly recognized this as the sign of Gargafarr, a local bandit group that always released wild dogs into the fray, led by the infamous brigand, Sidd. He had learned this in home schooling, too. What a class.

Swords clashed and arrows flew. Robert did all he could to fight off the wild dogs and the wild bandits. Ray and Alac were fighting side-by-side, but for little profit. Only about five people in the roughly one hundred-person camp were armed, and about twenty bandits and five dogs were loose. This left Robert and the others outnumbered nearly four to one. In the outskirts of the village, Sidd had a chat with his right-hand bandit, Tina.


“So, the plan is working so far?” Sidd asked.


“Yes, master, the plan is running perfectly according to plan. Robert and the others have no match for us,” Tina responded.


“Good, good. Just to be sure, though, run into the fray and hack and slash a bit,” Sidd said, waving Tina off.


“Yes, master,” Tina responded, almost robotically, and she leaped into the fray.


As he was fighting, Robert caught a glimpse of Tina out of the corner of his eye. He stopped swinging his blades and turned his head. “Rachael,” he mouthed breathlessly. He ran over to her.


“You are my enemy, I am to fight and kill you,” Tina said without a second thought as Robert approached her. 


“Rachael, it’s me, Robert. Your brother. Surely, you must remember. You must have been abducted and brainwashed by these bandits. Trust me, Rachael; I am your brother, your friend. You’d never hurt me,” Robert tried to explain, but Tina ignored him.


“You are my enemy. Prepare to die!” Tina yelled as she jumped at Robert. He quickly dodged and tried to reason with her some more.


“Rachael! Listen to me! You are the first-born daughter of Faye and Gregory, you are the oldest sibling of Robert and Ray, and you are a former denizen of Fire Village. Listen to me!” Robert yelled. Ray and the rest were beginning to turn the tides on the bandit pack. About five bandits and one dog were left. The bandits were starting to flee.


“Filthy cowards, I’ll have to take care of these dirty refugees by myself!” Sidd yelled at the fleeing brigands. He leapt into the fray now, only to be met by Alac’s blade. 


“I’m afraid you’ve met your end. Nice to meet you, too,” Alac said with a devilish smirk and with that, Sidd was dead. Tina was now the only bandit left in the village. She knocked Robert to the ground.


“Rachael, please! I know it is you! You are my only sister! I DON’T WANT TO LOSE YOU!” Robert yelled, as tears rolled down his cheeks. Tina’s hands fell to her sides, and she dropped her blade.


“Oh, Robert. How could I forget, how could I let those filthy bandits hypnotize me into thinking I was someone else, not Rachael, not your sister,” Rachael said. She bent down to help Robert up, but gasped. An arrow had hit her square in the back, and she fell over.


“Rachael!!” Robert yelled in vain.


“See? I’m still a great archer even as a girl!” Sheena said to herself as she put the bow back on her back. “They just can’t survive without me,” she said with a grin. Things did not look right, though…

