Chapter Nine: 

Flashback


Robert fidgeted. His “exam” was supposedly just running from Point A to Point B. He would start from one end of a fairly linear forest trail, and he would finish at the other. His instructor had mentioned that the test would be a test of “being able to think when you are in danger.” Of course, Robert scoffed at this notion.


“Well, Robert? Are you ready for your test to begin?” the instructor said. Robert nodded with a smart-aleck smirk on his face. “That’s good,” said the instructor. “I think I forgot to mention that you’re going to be followed by a pack of wild, rabid wolves.”


Robert gulped. That must have been what that growling box was for, he thought. The instructor said that Robert would have a ten-second head start. Robert stared into space for a bit, when the instructor started counting down from ten and Robert realized he had to get moving.


As he ran down the trail (which is about a mile long) he heard the wolves’ growls becoming ever louder and ever closer. Robert panted and panted, but he knew his adrenaline would not last much longer. Then, in the back of his mind, the instructor’s voice echoed: “being able to think when you are in danger.” Robert’s mind then sparked an idea.


He unsheathed his blade, and he chopped down a tree as he ran. He had to put a lot of power (of which he had little) into it, but it worked. The tree toppled to the ground, and four of the five wolves had been killed on impact, but the other had managed to leap over. Robert gasped. He figured that he was about halfway through the trail. There was no possible way he could outrun the wolf now. 


He then figured he could just cut down another tree. He started to run again, but his energy had depleted highly. When he attempted to cut the tree down, his sword became lodged halfway through, so Robert lost his balance and fell. He was dead meat.


Suddenly, Robert heard a rustle from the bushes to the right of him. A blur appeared from the bush, and quickly cut the wolf down just as it was about to pounce on Robert. The blur turned out to be his sister. She was eleven at this time, and Robert a mere eight. His instructor was rigorous and harsh, and he was criticized for it, but it paid off in the end. 

Robert’s skills with dual blades would not have blossomed if not for his training. And Rachael was one of the best swordswomen of her time. 


Robert began to cry. Rachael took him in her arms and embraced him. She then kissed his cheek and once again disappeared into the brush. Robert wiped his face, caught his breath, and finished the test.


A+.

*
*
*
*
*


Robert blinked as he stood over his sister’s slowly dying body. The arrow had pierced her squarely in the back, and had probably hit her spinal cord. Removing it would kill her, and leaving it in would kill her. A lose-lose situation.


Sheena sprinted down the hill and to the solemn scene. Robert kneeled down to Rachael, and whispered something Sheena could not hear. Rachael used some of her remaining life to smile. She gasped, and words slowly escaped from her mouth, in short bursts, and between coughs.


“Robert, you’re lucky to have a friend like her.” A cough. “She can hit an enemy square in the back from yards away.” Yet another cough. “I…die without regrets.” Another cough, and she opened her eyes one last time and looked at Robert.


“But…how…how did the bandits get you?” Robert asked.


“Ugh…I went to enact my revenge on the Grey Wolves.” Cough. “They managed to capture me.” Cough. “I was traded like goods from troupe to gang to wherever, when I eventually ended up at Gargafarr. By then I had lost all memory of my past.” Cough, cough, cough. “But you, you woke it up for me, and for this I thank you.” Cough. “Now I can die with the memories of my family and friends.” Cough. She closed her eyes and smiled once again.


Seconds passed.


Minutes passed.


Hours passed.


Robert fell to his knees and wept. Ray, who had been checking the refugees for injuries and casualties, came over and saw what had happened. He gasped, and then remained silent. 


Sheena, however, had remained silent this entire time. All the while, she had just stared into space. She had killed her best friend’s only sister. 


A final tally indicated five casualties and eleven injuries from the surprise bandit attack. The only notable causality was Garat, and the only notable injuries were those of Diane and Tym. Rachael was not listed as a casualty, or an injury.


A small funeral was held the next day, and she was buried in a separate place from the five causalities suffered by the refugees. Robert said a short eulogy, Ray swallowed his pride and cried, and Sheena remained silent.


She would not speak for a week.

