Chapter Twenty: 

The Beginning of The End

You could hear a strong gust of wind blowing as Robert, Ray, Shane, and Ashley all walked silently down the trail. They had no idea where they were going and no idea what they were doing. Ashley’s chest still had a bullet lodged in it, so they were likely heading to the next town to find a doctor. Ray’s wound was also pretty bad. 


The nearest town, according to Shane, was Stilea, capital of Teo. 

“I’ve never been outside Soh in my life,” Robert pointed out. “I don’t think any of us have.”


“I think I was actually born in Stilea, but I can’t remember that far back. We moved to Blask around the time I was two. At least, that’s what my parents say.” Shane said.


Ashley, however, remained pretty quiet on the subject, instead taking the time to make sure her wound didn’t get any worse.


After an hour or so of walking, they finally reached Teo. After another hour or so of walking, they finally reached Stilea.


“Wow…it’s the biggest town I’ve ever seen.” Robert said, in awe.


“Everything’s so big and shiny.” Ray said matter-of-factly.


“I told you guys this was the definition of big city.” Shane said, with a pompous grin on his face.


Ashley remained silent.


There were about five hospitals in Stilea, so they went to the one the majority of people said was the best. They forgot money was a factor, however, and then decided to go to the one that was a good balance of cost and quality. 


As they walked into the Hiatt E. Matthaba Memorial Hospital, piercing stares met Robert and his group. They looked so out of place. They walked up the reception desk and Robert said, “We need some operations performed, please.”


The receptionist simply stared at Robert. “Excuse me?” she asked with a dumb look on her face. Robert then ripped the cloth off Ray’s wound and lifted Ashley’s shirt just enough to show her wound.


He repeated, “We need some operations performed, please.”


The receptionist stuttered, “Y—yes. Of course. I’ll get some doctors right away. Just give me your names.” and ran off. 

Robert and his group sat in the waiting room after giving the receptionist their names. Robert’s presence instantly hushed the usual chatter of a busy hospital such as this one. The industrialized town was almost the exact opposite of rural Fire Village. These stares irritated Robert.


“What? Is there something on my face?” Robert said, rubbing his cheek. “Hmm, I guess not. Oh well.” 


The receptionist, whose nametag read, “Halé”, said hurriedly, “The doctors will see you now. Mr. Ray, your operating room is down the hall, second door to the right. Room 108. Ms. Ashley, your operating room is down the hall, up the stairs, and is the third door on the left. Room 216. If you have any questions, please don’t hesitate to ask any of the staff here. Mr. Robert and Mr. Shane, if you could kindly wait here. The operations can take from five minutes to five hours to complete.”

“We don’t mind waiting, thank you.” Robert said, listlessly flipping through a magazine he had never seen before. Robert had actually never seen a magazine, period.


“You guys have a snack bar in here?” Shane asked selfishly.


“Why, yes. We do. It’s down that hall over there, at the very end. The food is somewhat expensive, though, so you may need to bring a full wallet.” Halé said. 


Shane felt around in his pockets. He pulled out some lint and said, “Do you accept pocket lint?” Halé, who obviously could not take a joke, gave Shane a nasty look and walked off. Shane’s stomach growled, as if it disliked Halé. On the other hand, it could have just been hungry. One or the other.


After about an hour, Ray came out with his arm neatly bandaged up. “I can use my fingers fine, but it hurts to raise my hand. Luckily, I’m right-handed.” he said.

A few more hours passed. Halé came out and said, “Due to the excess amount of precision required in Ms. Ashley’s operation, it’s taking much longer than we expected. At the most, it will take two more hours. Thanks a lot for your patience.”


“Can we be rewarded with food?” Shane asked.


“Shut up.” Halé said bluntly and walked off.


“Ouch.” Robert said, not looking up from his listless flipping through magazines.


“That one’ll leave a mark.” Ray said. Shane jabbed him in the shoulder, which was luckily the one that was not injured. 


Robert continued flipping listlessly through magazines until one page caught his eye. An amateur news article, written by one Stefan Justinson, covered the recent destruction of cities such as Fire Village, Blask, and Rasten. It was surprisingly in-depth, and one paragraph caught Robert’s eye.

“As I walked through what was left of the once-glorious Fire Village, something puzzled me. The charred bodies lying everywhere had not rotted into the ground, or had been cleaned up at all. Upon closer inspection, I discovered that they were not actually bodies but scarecrows. Apparently, the citizens of Fire Village were ready for the attack and were quite wise in their planning for it. Another thing caught my eye. One building seemed undamaged, a beacon of peace radiating amongst the burnt rubble of what Fire Village used to be. It turned out to be the famous Fire Village Shrine, where the Havenants were sheathed eternally. Turns out, they weren’t there. I don’t know if someone took them, but I’m sure they were there. I know, I visited them as a kid. Hopefully whoever wields the Havenants are fighting for our side.”


Robert snickered at the last sentence. However, he was interrupted when the doctor came out, holding a bloody scalpel in his hand.
