Chapter Three: 

The Hope Never Fades


Robert, Shane, and Ray had left the village, feeling confident about their last battle. Noah and Vastio had gotten what was coming to them. But where was Arki? They thought this for a while, but they thought nothing of it when Robert reminded them of his Havenants. Shane then began to ask questions.


“Where are you and your brother from, anyway?” Shane inquired.


“Me and Ray are from Fire Village, southeast of here. And where are your parents, Shane?” Robert replied. Four years of missing his schooling had dented his grammar. A man clad entirely in purple walked by, eyebrow raised to Robert’s statement. He opened his mouth to speak, but then realized better and walked off.


 Shane looked solemn. A tear dropped from his face. He fell to the ground, sobbing. Robert asked what was wrong, so Shane begun to explain. “My parents were killed by Teneria. My brother, my sister…all gone in the mayhem of Teneria’s attack. My uncle is my only living family now,” He had begun to sob again. 


“Wow, that’s harsh. I can sympathize for you. Our parents were killed too. Robert is my only living family. I wish I knew how to get them all back,” Ray replied. He began to cry too.


Shane stopped crying and still sniffling, he continued to ask questions. “How did you douse that flame back there? And why are your swords on fire?”


“Have you heard of the Havenants?” Robert asked.


“I think so. Only one person can pull out the swords, and they gain control over fire, and they become immune to fire, right?” Shane said.


“Yeah, I am that chosen one, or as they call it in my village, The Chosen Blaze. That’s how I doused the flame,” Robert confirmed.


“Wow! It’s an honor to be fighting beside you, Chosen Blaze!” Shane complimented.


“Please! Call me Robert!” Robert remarked with a smirk.


“Okay, but it’s still an honor!


“Well, thank you! It’s a compliment!”


“You’re welcome. We are about a mile from Gatson’s house. He’s my uncle. Let’s move!” Shane finished the conversation. With that, they ran on. As they neared Gatson’s house, they saw more smoke rising on the horizon. They ran faster, hoping that Gatson was okay.


As they neared his house, they saw Teneria once again. Robert began to sneak up on her, but she suddenly disappeared in a blaze of black fire. Gatson was alive but mortally wounded. Shane ran up to him and began to ease his pain, trying to use his vest as a makeshift bandage to stop the blood from pouring out. It was all in vain, though.


“Does it hurt? I’ll make it better! Hold on, uncle…please. Let’s get you to a doctor. Come on. Oh no!” Shane said, worried. He found that a huge gash was in Gatson’s leg. Gatson spoke his last words.


“My nephew, Shane. I love you dearly. Teneria came and she nearly killed me. Now I am dying. Take the horses, kill Teneria, and avenge me. Please, for Uncle Gatson…” Gatson weakly said. He fell limp. Shane was motivated. He had anger. He was going to kill Teneria.


“UNCLE! I WILL AVENGE YOU WITH EVERY OUNCE OF MY BEING!” Shane yelled out. His cry of emotional pain was heard far and wide by the animals. They scattered in paranoid fear. He fell to the ground, weeping for his dead uncle. Robert walked over to try to comfort him. Shane pushed him away. He was truly hurt. 


“Shane! I just want to help!” Robert said.


“No! This is personal. Leave me be!” Shane yelled. Robert and Ray backed off. They would sleep in Gatson’s home. They walked in, and Shane got up. He picked up Gatson’s lifeless body, and carried it behind the house. He got a shovel and started digging. He put Gatson in the hole, said a quick eulogy, cried a little more, and walked off to sleep. He wept in bed, and he wept in his sleep. His uncle had been like a second father to him.


As they awoke, they left the ownerless home, mounted their horses, and galloped on. Robert and Ray showed sympathy for Shane. He liked the fact that the brothers cared, but he did not want to be reminded of the fact that his only family was now dead. He wanted to forget and move on with his life. He hated Teneria. If such a hate could be bottled up…well, it couldn‘t. Suddenly, a muscular man jumped from the bushes and asked who the three travelers were. The three dismounted, which they all agreed was enormously stupid in retrospect, and answered.


“I’m Robert, this is Ray, and that’s Shane. Why do you ask?” Robert said.


“Good. Teneria has put a hefty price on your heads. I am going to claim it. I am Maju, and I will destroy you!” the man yelled. Maju then leaped at Robert. Robert nimbly dodged, and swung his blade. He missed, but Shane fired an arrow, hitting Maju in the shin. Maju winced in pain but yanked the arrow out and lunged again. Shane dodged, and yelled a battle cry.


“This one’s for you, uncle. YAH!” Shane yelled. He readied his bow and shot. The arrow was heard piercing the air. It had a yellowish glow. It was for Gatson. It hit Maju in the chest. He fell to the ground, almost dead. He had barely enough energy to say his last words.


“So…this is death? I would take this over life any day. I am finally at peace, finally no more troubles, no more killing…no more pain. Thank you for giving me peace at last. Your fighting honored me, and a worthy cause it is. I wish we could have met under different circumstances. I even would have joined your cause. I must go now, as death does not wait. I bid you farewell…” Maju said. He trailed off into death. Robert spoke up.


“Poor, poor soul. Trapped in the web of life and death that the black widow Teneria has spun. Teneria caught him in her trap and has feasted on his soul. Now, he lives no more. I pity him,” Robert said. It was a sort of eulogy, and with that, they remounted their horses and galloped off. Maju was there, dead. Nevertheless, in his eternal slumber, he had a smile on his face. He worried about his pain no more. As the wind blew over his smiling corpse, you could hear the words “Thank you…” softly spoken. 


Robert found a “WANTED” sign with their faces on it. 

FT50,000 for each. Dead or alive.

Ray ripped it off, tore it up, and threw it in the air. Robert burned it. He had harnessed a bit more of his newfound power.


“Teneria must want us dead. FT50,000 for each of us is enough to buy one of those ‘cars’ those geeks in Hasurissa invented,” Shane commented.


“Hifush sidhfleh shedlifaugh asuril agh gliurg o unsirv Teneria…”
Robert said in his native tongue. Being a former Fire Village denizen, and a home-schooled one at that, his knowledge of Flarian was much more that your normal Flarian. Shane looked at him as if he was an alien. “Sorry…translated, it means--”


“It means stuff 13-year-olds shouldn’t know!” Ray interrupted, elbowing Robert. They laughed for the first time in a day.


