Chapter One: 

The Legend Begins…


Long ago…when the world was still young, a master blacksmith/wizard forged dual swords. He worked tirelessly for 30 days, never stopping to rest. With so much evil in the world, he knew these swords could fall into the wrong hands, and so he cast a few spells on them. One spell was that the swords would remain ever burning; no matter how hard you tried to put them out. Only a special magic spell could overcome this.


Another spell was that the wielder would gain control over fire, and immunity to fire. He put the blades into stone tablets, the hilts sticking out.


The final, and most important spell, was that only the purest of heart, the Chosen Blaze, could remove the blades. Many a millennia passed before the blades could be unsheathed. After all these millennia, the swords were still in their tablets, in a cross of fire. In Fire Village, a new legend is about to unfold…





* 
*
*
*
*


Robert, of only nine years, walked out of his house. He was nervous about a major tournament with his fellow students in the local dojo. It was a sword-using dojo, and the competition was very tough. He was going to pray at the Shrine of Havenants. This was his first time; he had not been this nervous before.


Robert and his family live in Fire Village, in the heart of the continent Flaria. Many Fire Villagers go to the shrine of the Havenants to pray for good luck. To pray, they must grab the hilts and pull lightly, at the same time praying. Many warriors go there to try to unsheathe the swords. Robert was going to pray. He walked into the shrine and asked the guard if he could pray. The man said yes, and Robert walked up to the swords and grabbed hold of the hilts. 


As Robert grabbed the hilts, the pedestals started to glow. The guard yelled, “It’s the chosen one!” and ran out. Robert was lifted into the air by an unknown force, speechless. A stained-glass window hung above the pedestals. Robert was lifted into the stained-glass window, and so he became the window. How this was, who will ever know? Robert’s family rushed in at that moment, with the guard.


His mother, Faye, and his father, Gregory looked in awe at the stained-glass portrait. Faye begun to cry and Gregory fell to the ground. Ray fell to the ground and cried, as well. The guard did nothing but stand, looking at the stained-glass window.  They saw their son in a pose of heroes, but the portrait was incapable of speech and movement. The young Robert turned out to be The Chosen Blaze. Four years they would have to wait until he came back out of the mystic window. The wielder of the Havenants gains control over fire and an immunity to fire. However, the wielder has to be of age, thirteen. 


For Robert, the four years passed in the blink of an eye. He was put into a long slumber by another unknown force. When he awoke at the age of thirteen, he had the Havenants sheathed on his back; his hair had turned a blazing red, and he had the ability to control flame. As he descended from the stained-glass portrait, he was stunned.


The village was burning, with a strange dark blaze. Robert saw a strange woman, with a blood-red dress that seemed to burn constantly. Her skin was blood red, and her hair was a black flame. The woman held Gregory by the neck and flung him to the ground in front of Robert. Robert rushed to his aid, but Gregory was already dead. Robert looked everywhere. There were burnt corpses of his neighbors and friends strewn about the village. They did not look natural, though. Something was amiss there bus Robert paid it no heed. The only living people remaining that Robert knew of were Ray, the woman, and himself. It seemed that there might be others, which Robert hoped. However, with an evil, vile, creature like this, there may not be hope.

 
“So, I have not seen you yet, hmm? I have killed everyone in this village except this worm they call a swordsman,” the woman said. At this moment, all hope Robert may have had vanished.


“That worm is my brother! You killed my friends and family…you insulted my brother!” Robert said as he started walking toward Teneria. “Now, you will die!” Robert yelled in anger. “Who are you? Tell me your name so I can dignify you when I kill you!” 


“Humph. I will tell you my name, although names are nothing but a title. It makes no difference whether I tell you or not. But I will,” the woman said. Her voice rose to a screaming pitch. “I am Teneria, Sorceress of the Dark Flame!” the woman yelled.


Robert rushed to Ray’s side. They prepared an attack on Teneria.                                                    Robert lunged at Teneria but was hit and fell to the ground. Getting back up and wiping blood off his mouth, he lunged again. He hit this time, knocking Teneria back slightly. Then the real battle began…


Teneria started chanting. Robert braced himself. Her hands were glowing with a strange black aura. Ray braced himself, but Robert had an idea. Robert started to gather energy to shoot at Teneria. They attacked each other. The blasts met each other in an explosion blinding the three temporarily. Teneria lunged at Robert during the flash and knocked him unconscious. Ray, thinking he could launch a surprise attack wile Teneria was distracted, lunged. Teneria turned and punched Ray as he was in midair. Ray fell to the ground, unconscious. Robert eventually woke up back in the burning village, wondering. He wondered where his brother was, what Teneria’s motives were, and where Teneria was.


Robert got up and searched for his dear brother. He eventually found him on the other side of the village, about to burn. Teneria had left them to burn. She did not plan for them to wake up this early. Robert and Ray finally met, and they begun to talk.


“It was horrible!” explained Ray. “She came out of nowhere and attacked the village!”


“When did she come?” asked Robert.


“She came an hour before you came out.”


“I see. Do you think she planned this like it is?”


“What do you mean?”


“Do you think she knew of me and waited for irony’s sake?”


“You may be right…”


“Hey, look, a note!” Robert pointed out. He did not seem to notice this was a rude subject change, but he picked it up and begun to read. “If you read this note, then you are more than just worms, but not by much. Nevertheless, I will stall you! How? Well, that’s for you to find out, worms!” Robert paused.


“Wow! This will be rough,” Ray said.


Robert continued. “You’re on your own, worms! Ha!” Robert stopped. The note was over. He dropped it and it soon burned.


“So, we should get started and ask around?” Ray asked. Robert nodded, and they walked off. “Teneria sure likes to use the word ‘worm’, I wonder if she’s related to one…” Ray’s futile attempt at a joke made Robert frown in disgust.


“This isn’t the time. Stop being an immature datresi, and be quiet,” Robert said, disgusted.


5,000 years before the birth of Robert, the Flarians developed their own language, Flarian. Eventually, Flarian slowly faded from use and the official language of Flaria became Marianese. A variation of the Old Flarian word for “modern,” it is their version of English. Datresi, in Old Flarian (they call it that in Robert’s time) means “brat.” Old Flarian still pops up in some Marianese conversations. 


Robert did not listen to Ray’s inane babbling of the past four years. “Ray, wake up. Our parents were killed. Everyone we ever knew or loved, dead. Don’t you remember that?” Robert asked, agitated.


“Of course, I remember it well. I just don’t want to remember it…” Ray said. A frown formed on his face, Robert shook his head, and they went on…

