Chapter Four:

Honor and Glory


The group was on their way to Chavekia, a mysterious city. No one knows where it came from. It is just there. Some of the residents are thieves, so it is a fight for survival. As Robert, Ray, and Shane made their way down the road, a shadowy-looking figure darted out from the bushes on the side of the road they were traveling. His figure was vague, and the group could not tell between young and old, or short or tall. He was followed by an angry mob. Robert motioned for the others to follow the mob, so they did.


As they galloped past the mob, they see that the thief is carrying a sword. The thief looked at Ray, who was galloping beside him, smirked, and jumped on Ray’s horse, knocking him off. Ray hit the ground and rolled backward. Robert unsheathed one of his Havenants and swung it at the thief, who ducked. 


“Yah, giddy-up!” the thief yelled. The horse neighed and galloped even faster. Robert and Shane’s horses, tired out, stopped. Shane attempted a long arrow shot but missed. The mob stopped, throwing their torches and pitchforks to the ground. Ray was then seen walking towards Robert, holding his right arm with his left. He staggered over to Robert, and collapsed. A member of the mob, apparently a doctor, walked up to Ray and grabbed hold of his right arm. He examined the other parts of his body, too. He pondered for a minute.


“A broken arm, a sprained ankle, and a minor concussion. He‘s very lucky to be alive, let alone have the energy to walk up to you. I‘ll take him to my hospital, about a quarter of a mile down the road,” the doctor said. He turned to the group of people. “I need two people to carry this guy to my hospital. Any takers?” he yelled. Two bulky men walked up, picked Ray up, and started walking down the road. “I’ll have him back in a few days. Stay in one of our inns, free of charge,” he said, glaring at the innkeeper. “And watch your possessions closely…these thieves are definite pros,”


Robert and Shane nodded. They led their horses down the road, a worried look on their faces. Shane spoke up.


“How are we going to watch our possessions? We have no safe!” Shane asked.


“I’ll make shield out of fire to guard our possessions. It will be easy. I just hope Ray will be okay,” Robert replied. Shane sighed. Shane then had a tear come to his eye.


“My sister died of injuries like this. She died by falling off a horse. Three years before Teneria came. Is it a coincidence?” Shane asked. Robert shrugged.


“Might be…Shane?” Robert said.


“Yes?”


“Since we’re like family now, I think it’s time I told you a secret,”


“What is it?” Shane sounded interested.


“Ray isn’t my only sibling. I have a sister. Her name is Rachael. I swore to her that, if Ray or I ever had a daughter, we would name her Rachael. Ray told me that, a year ago, she left to try to find and kill The Gray Wolves, a pack of bandits that killed my aunt, uncle, and cousins. Before she left, she went up and kissed my stained-glass window. I felt that, unbelievably. She was only 16 at that time, the oldest child of Faye and Gregory, my parents. Ray told me she never came back. I’m going to try to find her, but I doubt that she’s alive,”


Shane said nothing. He ceased all questions that were to be asked about Rachael now and said quietly, to himself, “She never came back…”


Robert continued, “Ray said that he tried to go with her, but she denied. ‘This is a journey I need to make alone, Ray. Let me go.’ she said. Ray told her to send him letters from wherever she was. The only letter he received was this: 

‘Dear family,


Is Robert okay? If he is, tell him to write me soon. If he is not, I pray for his safety and well-being. I miss you all so much. Please write back…








With all my love and hope,










Rachael.’”


Shane continued to remain silent. They then entered the village. They came upon a suspicious house. Robert motioned for them to enter it. They dismounted and did so. Before entering, they heard whispers.


“Those fools. I gave them the slip so easily. Moreover, you were easy to steal. The guards were easy to dispose of. The glass case, easy to break. You, easy to pick up and run with. And that fool with the horse! I hope he dies a horrid death.” the whispers said. Robert kicked down the door. Shane ran in and readied his bow. The thief was sitting there, stroking the blade of the sword.


“You again. You dare to attack me? Fine. You will die,” he said. He put down the sword and picked up a dagger. “It will take nothing but this to eliminate you. The Terrible Thief, Lane, will kill you!”


“Who, you? You are Lane? I thought you were talking about somebody else. Let’s fight!” Shane said. Lane’s face turned red. Shane shot his bow, but Lane dodged and attacked swiftly. Shane was soon on the floor and writhing in pain. 


“It was an honor to fight you, weakling,” Lane said. Before he knew it, though, he was trapped in a cage of pure flame.


“Shut up, fool! Don’t you know the difference between honor and glory? Honor is a fair fight, whether you win or lose. Glory is when you beat all the rest and feel self-absorbent. It is not an honor. It’s…glory…” Robert lectured. “Now, tell me where all the stuff you stole is!”


“Like I’d tell you!” Lane said. The cage grew smaller. “Still not telling,” Smaller the cage went. “It’s kind of hot but my lips are sealed,” Smaller. A side burned Lane and he jumped. He hit another side, and was singed some more. He yelled, “All right! All right! I will tell you! There is a false tile in the kitchen. Lift it and pick up the key. Unlock that closet and you will find what you need. Just let me go!” 


“I’m sorry, but this town needs one less thief!” Robert said. He clenched his fist and Lane was burnt to death. The graphic image and sound did not affect Robert’s young mind. “Fool.” he uttered to himself.


He took Shane to the hospital. The doctor said they would be out tomorrow. Robert went to the inn and somehow fell asleep. His dreams were strange and elaborate. Many times, he woke up screaming, dreams of Teneria, Rachael, Ray, and Shane. Ray…

