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Part 2

Introduction








Zephen looked like a ghost town. Tumble weed blew through its
once mighty remains. A few mountain goats could be seen
scampering over the wooden side walk and thru its cobble
stoned streets, now covered with sand. The tavern and other
parts of the city had been burned down, but the mighty castle,
made so carefully from white sand bricks in the center of
the town stood dark and defeated, and in the midst of all this
carnage the king of a foreign realm searched for
something. 

The Great King of Keath stood tall in his white armor made from
the Yumite plant to protect himself from both the sun and the
natives. arrows. His blue eyes searched the ruins of the
mountain city carefully, taking everything in, or so it seemed
to the small boy who watched him fearfully from his hiding
spot. 

The boy continued watching the king; he wondered why any
king would come to a city such as this, after the natives had
killed all the inhabitants and thieves had stolen all that
remained. The boy had been shoved under the wooden path next
to the town center when the fighting had reached its worst.
Memories of the screams, fire, and of natives running through
the remains and killing the survivors paralyzed the boy
into inactivity; even now a full day after the last native had
left. Thoughts of the natives made him clutch the bracelet he
wore on his left hand with its 

strange design. It was woven wool, an image of a serpent slithered
through the design. The serpent.s body was black as coal and
its brown eyes matched the boy.s. He could not remember living
without the bracelet; it had to be wrapped around his wrist
twice because it was made to fit the wrist of an
adult. 

The boy peered from his spot under the wooden sidewalk. Here,
next to the castle, he had avoided the burning of the
peasants. buildings on the other side of town and notice of
the Indians. 

The boy was lying on his stomach, his brown eyes frozen on
the courtyard that looked out on the once green lawn of Zephen
and its once legendary gardens. Now it was covered in sand and
arrows, the once white castle was now black from smoke, and
the few who had remained to protect the castle were now
scalped corpses. After hours of deafening silence he saw the
ruler of Keath calmly climb off of his white horse and walk
toward the darkened castle searching for something. The king
told his men to search the other parts of the ruins for
survivors. The king hurried past the boy into the castle. The
boy heard some crashing sounds in the castle and then a
chuckle from the king. The boy hesitantly adjusted his body and
drew in a breath; he discovered that he had held his breath
and had kept his entire body frozen in place ever since the
king arrived. As he relaxed, the chuckling stopped and the
whole world seemed to freeze into a dusty silence. Then
footsteps approached, and the boy could hear someone standing
above him. He tried to lay as silent as possible. 

“What have we here?” asked a deep voice above him. The boy
didn.t respond. He was pulled from his hiding place by a pair
of arms that were not the king.s. The boy was surprised to see
another servant had seemingly 



appeared out of nowhere, but he gave no resistance, but he didn.t
help the foreign arms in moving him either. 

“The King asked you a question,” said the irritated
servant. “Answer.” 

“Relax Ivan,” the King said, “The poor boy is no more than four
and has been through a lot the past few days. If he won.t give
us his name, we will give him one. We shall call him Zeph, the
last remains of a city that is no more. He shall become part
of my household.” With that the King left and the straight
faced servant took Zeph to his horse and placed him on it.
Zeph clutched the bracelet on his arm, his only familiar companion
going with him to a strange new land. 








Part 3

The Last Citizen of Zephen








Chapter 1

 


 “Is this really necessary?” Jonathan asked “Why can.t the
peasantry just deal with these things on their own? It seems
like a waste of time.” 

"Most of the problems are solved by the peasantry Lord Jonathan,”
a servant answered slightly irritated. “The ones
that-“ 

“I didn.t ask you. Your opinion is unimportant to me and holds
little to no sway on my reasoning.” Jonathan snapped. “Zeph,
what do you think?” 

Zeph sighed. “It seems to me that the peasants take care of a lot
of the problems on their own. They come to you with more
complicated situations, or when both parties are too stubborn
to come to an agreement.” 

Jonathan nodded. That made sense. Why couldn.t everyone be
as straightforward as Zeph? Jonathan shook his head. The
idiots his father made him put up with. It was bad enough that
he had to hold court while his father was out of town. He
wasn.t even king yet! There would be time enough to learn
matters of the court. When he was king, people would finally
give him the respect he deserved- or else. As Crown Prince,
Jonathan held certain authority, but it was nothing compared
to the absolute power the King demanded. Not that Father ever
used it. He was such an imbecile at times. 

 “All right, send in the next group.” 

 An elderly couple stumbled into the chambers. They looked up,
in awe of the size of the hall their taxes had paid
for. 

“Well? Are you going to say anything, or just stand there
gaping?” Jonathan said. 

The old man looked to his wife, and stepped forward.
“Your Highness, we have a unique trouble. After years of
farming just enough to survive, we tried this one last year to
make a profit. However, halfway through this year, the Black
Sands came through and burned the entire plot. 

We were lucky to get away with the hair on our heads and the
clothes on our backs." 

 Jonathan began to grow frustrated. More war refugees. The
Black Sands were a nuisance who kept on making trouble for him
and his- err his father.s- kingdom. Why couldn.t they just
leave well enough alone? 

 “Anyway, we were wondering if Your Liege could be
merciful enough to spare a servants quarter for us to sleep in
while we try and travel to our family in Thendar." 

“That is absolutely out of the question. You coming in here will
take hours to clean the floors you have walked and the walls
your soot-stained hands have touched.” Jonathan said “Imagine
what sort of mess you would make if you stayed in a room? No,
no, you will have to do with traveling through the
night.” 

“Through the night? In the desert??” The old man.s eyes grew
wide. Travelers alone in 

the night were often raided by bandits. The supplies- and the
bodies- of the unfortunate victims were rarely
found. 

“Yes. I am sorry for the loss of your land and your plots, and
hope you find your destination safely.” Jonathan said in a
monotone voice. “Now farewell. Try to be more careful on your
way out than you were on your way in.” 

 On their way out, Zeph quickly spoke up. “Lord Jonathan, I
think I may have another option.” 

 The old couple turned around, their eyes wet from
sorrow. 

“There is an old tavern in town that I helped to build a number
of years ago. I believe the owner would be more than happy to
spare a room for a couple that has worked as hard as they have
and have fallen across so much misfortune. If the barkeep
gives you any trouble, just mention that I sent you, and Terry
will treat you like family.” Jonathan rolled his eyes. This
was just like Zeph. Wasting precious favors in order to
appease some powerless peasants. How could this come back
to help Zeph? “Perhaps you should stay there for about a
week till the post carriage comes through. Then you can travel
with them to your family in Thendar, to keep you safe. I.m
sure old Andy won.t mind the company.” Now the tears in the
old couple.s eyes were for a different reason. “Thank you- oh
what is your name, my Lord?” “My Lord? Oh no, nothing so
noble, just Zeph. And what are your names?” “Terrence and
Sarah, kind Zeph. Thank you. Thank you so much.” “Yes, yes,
Zeph is so wonderful and kind and virtuous and so on. Let.s
all cry and give hugs. Now if you could please leave my
chambers? There are other more important matters to attend
to.” As the couple left, Jonathan turned to Zeph. “Now how
about we go get some food?” Zeph sighed. “If you say so
Jonathan.” 

“Of course I say so. I.m hungry!” 

Jonathan stood up out of the throne, and walked out of one of the
side doors to a small dining room. Not everything could be as
big as the Throne Room, though Jonathan often wished it could
be. His father could be a tightwad at times. But no, the
dining room was a small room, with a table 

and a number of chairs around it. As Jonathan sat in the highest
chair, Zeph automatically took the lower one next to it.
Jonathan thought that was nice and proper. He was, after all,
the Crown Prince. “Servants! Bring me my lunch! I.m hungry!”
Jonathan bellowed. Slowly, servants came in bringing trays of
various foods, ranging from sweet fruits to bitter nuts, as
well as tantalizing meat. As the servants set the food down,
Zeph said “Thank you Carl, Sherry.” The servants nodded in
gratitude, and began to give a slight smile. Jonathan grumped.
He was about to thank them. Zeph just beat him to it. “Sire?
How much longer will the King be away?” the male servant
asked, with a curious look on his face. “Why should you
care? You are supposed to do the same amount of work whether
or not he is here. I.ve noticed that you servants seem to slack off
a lot more when he isn.t around.” Jonathan replied. The
servant began to grow nervous. “Oh no, sire, I was
just-“ “No, you were not just. You were going to ask for
mercy. You were planning on asking for time off, and you knew
I was going to deny you, so you hoped that my father would let
you. Well too bad. I am not my father, and it.s about time
people realized that!” Jonathan was furious. “Now away with
you! Out, out! Go scrub some pots, or clean the floors or
something.” The servants left the room quickly. “By the
Sands, I miss him. I wish that he was back. Things seem to run
so much more smoothly when he is around. “Jonathan
said. “You know that he can.t come right now. He.s away,
working on important business. He is attempting to round up
the Black Sands, trying to keep them from raiding more
villages, and attacking caravans. As the King, it is his duty
to protect his people. If he doesn.t do that, who knows what
could 

happen? The Black Sands may grow bold enough to attack this city,
and it could end in ruins.” Zeph said, with a trace of longing
in his voice. Jonathan knew how much time he spent trying to
remember his own birthplace before it was
destroyed. “Don.t worry about that. If Father isn.t able to
defeat the Black Sands, he.ll surely put a dent in them! Then
I.ll be able to take the rest of the troops and defeat the
Black Sands. Things would be good under my reign. After
my defeat of the Black Sands, I could focus my efforts on the
population here. Work on eradicating the undisciplined nature
of the peasantry. If they knew more about fighting, then they
could defend themselves, and their taxes could go to more…
practical purposes.” Jonathan began imagining a Great Keep,
with rooms hundreds of feet long, and so high ten men couldn.t
touch the ceiling. 

“Sire.” A servant said, interrupting Jonathan.s
daydream. 

 “Ah yes. It is time for the daily practice. If you say so…
What was your name again swords master?” Jonathan
said 

 “Henry.” 

 “Good. I.m up for a duel.” Jonathan said. “How about it,
Zeph? I.ll go easy on you.” 

 Zeph seemed to hold his tongue, and then said “Very well.
Perhaps you will go so easy on me that I will stand a
chance.” 










Chapter 2

 


Click to edit this text.Zeph and Jonathan passed Elizabeth .s
house on their way to military practice. The old lady had no
children and was losing her sight. He had first met her
shortly after Jonathan and he had begun using the route to get
to military practice outside of the city. She lived in a small
wooden shack. The boards had lost their paint years ago and
the windows had been replaced with cloth. Jonathan had
commented on how it was disgraceful that any such house should
be in his kingdom. Zeph had gone into the house to prove
Jonathan wrong more than anything else. 

 “Come in” he heard her shaky voice, worn from years
of use. Zeph introduced himself and then her quivering head
had given him a knowing nod. 

 “My name is Elizabeth ,” she responded, sounding and
looking oddly familiar. “So you are the one who survived the
Zephen massacre.” 

 “And the last citizen of Zephen” Zeph answered sticking
his chin up and smiling to show his pride in that statement.
He was shocked when he saw the lady shake her head as she
slowly raised her arm where Zeph could see a bracelet, much
like his. The design on hers was different, instead of a
serpent on a sand yellow background there was cool blue
water, 

so real looking Zeph could almost see it flowing around her arm.
That.s why she looks familiar. 

 “Do you really think you are the only one who survived?”
She asked with her blue eyes staring gently up at
him. 

 Zeph felt an instant kinship with the woman and
returned many times to hear tales of Zephen whenever he could.
As he watched her shaking hands work at a loom and put thread
through a needle, he often wondered how such frail hands could
make such sturdy cloth with intricate designs. Whenever
Elizabeth would catch him staring she would say, “Zeph, I may
have little strength in this body of mine, but as long as this head
is still thinking I can do anything. Zephen has a history of
great thinkers and weavers.” After hearing that, Zeph decided
to learn how to sew and soon became very adept at making
clothing. Their friendship only grew more after that, he loved
telling her about beating Jonathan in sword fights, she was
the only one he bragged to. He loved seeing her smile and seeing
the pride that a citizen of Zephen would continue to prove its
inherit greatness. 

 Zeph hurried to military practice and began with hand to
hand combat with Jonathan. It only took a few seconds before
Zeph was pinned face down on the sand. Zeph.s face was pressed
against the cold dark sand, his arms pinned behind his back.
“Say you surrender,” said Jonathan gloating in his
victory. 

“That is enough master Jonathan” said Henry, their fighting
instructor, “Let.s work on our weapons.” The boys laughed at
Jonathan.s victory and followed Henry over to his satchel.
Henry brought out two swords that sparkled in the firelight.
They practiced in the dark to avoid the heat of the day. They
had practiced in the courtyard of Keath.s castle, but as more
and 

more spectators came and crowded in to watch there soon wasn.t
even enough room in the large courtyard, so they had to walk
outside of the city.s great white walls to
practice. 

“Do we have to start with swords? I like shooting arrows
better,” whined Jonathan. 

“We can do that next,” said Henry, and then he muttered, “It.s
a wonder a sixteen year old can whine so much.” 

“I heard that!” yelled Jonathan and then they all
started laughing. They walked over to choose swords. Jonathan
grinned and picked up the larger of the two swords. Zeph
picked up the smaller one and checked its balance. The weight
was a little less than he liked, but the sword would do for
today. 

“Remember your goal is to disarm your opponent at which time
the opponent will surrender. No more cuts or the king will
have my head, understand?” Both boys nodded, “Alright, ready”
Zeph tensed and followed Jonathan.s gaze and circled about
him, “get positioned” Zeph slowly raised his sword. Jonathan
charged right as Henry yelled “Fight!” 

Zeph parried Jonathan.s blow and side stepped him so he
went rushing past. Zeph quickly turned around and blocked
Jonathan.s quick swipe. They continued sparing and soon both
were gasping for air. Another attack by Jonathan and another
parry by Zeph, the crowd started murmuring excitedly. This was
the only entertainment the peasants had in their busy schedule
of digging irrigation ditches, and watering plants with the
precious water that came from the Zephen Mountains
. 

 Zeph braced himself for Jonathan.s next blow, a lunge, and
he once again parried it and stuck out his foot and Jonathan
tripped over it. The crowd cheered as Jonathan hit the ground.
The crowd usually cheered for Zeph. Zeph laughed. Jonathan
laughed too as he spit the sand out of his face and grabbed
some sand and threw it at Zeph.s face. Sorry Jonathan,
thought Zeph, you have tried that one too many times. He
blocked the sand with his arm and then brought his sword
around for an attack he was sure was coming. Zeph.s sword met
empty air and he was thrown off balance. Jonathan has learned
something new, he thought. Zeph, instead of trying to regain
his balance, somersaulted and vaulted himself up and about to
see Jonathan.s sword hit ground where he had been only a
second ago. The crowd booed disapprovingly at the strike that
had almost hit Zeph.s side, but Zeph was used to such moves
and had learned to use them to his advantage. Zeph threw his
weight into his sword as he hit Jonathan.s sword to disarm
him. “Crack!” The loud noise made the audience gasp as the
blow had shattered Zeph.s sword in half. No wonder Jonathan had
gone so quickly for the large sword Zeph thought. He jumped
back and narrowly avoided Jonathan.s quick jab. The villagers
were now silent, all leaning in and holding their breaths in
silent anticipation; the Fire cast long shadows on their
tanned faces and dark hair. Zeph ran over the far side of the fire
with Jonathan slowly following, a grin and chuckle accompanied
Jonathan as he saw victory coming his way, something that had
eluded him for a long time in sword fighting. 

Zeph stared at the stump of a sword that he held in his hand. The
light illuminated his black hair. The black serpent on his
bracelet seemed to be moving in the flickering lights. Then as
they threw themselves at each other, 

Zeph somehow managed to hold off Jonathan, and now they
remained locked in position, neither one able to throw off the
other. Beads of perspiration were now flowing from both of
their heads. Their eyes were locked on each other and their
jaws were set with determination. 

“Stop you fools!” Yelled Henry, but they didn.t stop. Zeph
jumped back and to the side and Jonathan fell on his face.
Zeph placed the point of the broken blade on Jonathan.s back
and said, “Yield.” 

Jonathan breathed heavily and nodded. The villagers cheered
and clapped for Zeph. Zeph pulled up Jonathan and saw his red
face, and underneath it Jonathan.s shame. Jonathan said
nothing until Henry had dismissed all the townspeople. He
waited until Henry himself had left. 

“Great,” said Jonathan bitterly 

“What?” 

“Now I am humiliated in front of all my people, I did what I
thought I needed to do to win and even with the extra help I
was defeated.” 

“The people don.t need another warrior, they need a
leader.” 

“Because I am so much better at that” Jonathan said wearily.
Zeph was about to answer when he saw Ivan, the King.s advisor,
red from hurrying over to fetch him and Jonathan. 

“Natives have been spotted on the outskirts of town” said
Ivan, “probably just another raid but it is not safe for you
to be here now. Grab your weapons and follow me.” Zeph and
Jonathan quickly grabbed their weapons. Zeph noticed
Jonathan.s eyes grow wide with fright, but he said nothing. As
they hurried back to the village Ivan kept glancing
around apprehensively. Zeph kept a strong pace and soon was
far ahead of Jonathan and Ivan. Ivan must be waiting for
Jonathan. Zeph glanced back and saw Ivan motioning for him to
go down to the ground. Jonathan was already cowering behind a
rock. Why was Ivan telling him to stop when it was so much
safer in Keath? Zeph turned around and almost bumped into a
large man standing there. There in front of him was a large
native! Zeph pulled out his sword and then realized that it
was still a stump. Zeph swung it at the savage, but the man
was too quick. Soon there were several savages. One of the
savages brought out a small dagger and was about to stab it
into Zeph.s chest when the large native told him to stop. The
large native pointed to Zeph.s bracelet and grabbed Zeph by
the arm and started dragging him away from Keath. Zeph
struggled and glanced back towards Jonathan.s hiding place
with his eyes pleading for help. Zeph pulled his arm free and
started running away when he felt something hard hitting
his head. The last thing Zeph saw was the sight of Jonathan
hiding behind the rock. Darkness. 

 










Chapter 3

 


Zeph woke to the familiar smell of furs and smoke. He
stayed silent. He felt a familiar pain in his arms from them
being tied behind his back. He felt a presence over
him. 

“I know you not asleep Sand Boy.” Zeph reluctantly opened his
eyes to see the same sight he woke to every day, Devante.s
long nose and smiling yellow teeth. 

“We have busy day.” Devante said happily as he pulled him
roughly to his feet and hastily untied Zeph. 

Zeph.s eyes hazed over as Devante untied him and shoved him out
of the crude dwelling. It had been made out of the white
Yumite plant; his eyes grew wide to try and see as much as he
could in the darkness. He had been captured by the tribe of
Chale, and the tribe of Chale always worked during the night.
Whatever little water they had in their bodies it would not
be wasted by the sun that was ever eager to rob them. The
tribe was already up and packing as he walked out of the
dwelling he shared with Devante and Galeno, two brothers.
Galeno was the opposite of his brother, quiet and patient, but
he had the same dark eyes that seemed to view Zeph as the
same eighteen year old boy that had been captured, but he
wasn.t the same. Four months had passed since Zeph.s capture.
Zeph had tried to escape thirty different times in those first
two weeks and thirty different times he had been caught by the
same tall native who had caught him the night he was captured.
He was the Chief Chale, he spoke so few words that he
made Galeno seem like the village gossip. 

Zeph remembered when he had woken up that first time in the
desert, he had been surprised to even be alive. 

The cold desert wind blew cruelly through the holes in
Zeph.s clothes. Zeph often wondered why they had kept him
alive, but he didn.t dare ask the question. Perhaps in the
very act of asking he might make them think there wasn.t a
reason for keeping alive, and Zeph had to stay 

alive. The pain he went through every day was mirrored by the pain
he felt inside at the image of Jonathan cowering as he was
carried away. The first few weeks of his imprisonment he had
thought that someone would come and free him, that somehow he
would be set free. Now all he felt was an empty gnawing hatred
eating away at his heart. Why had he been abandoned? Had
Jonathan even led a search? No, the spoiled prince was too
much of a coward and too busy getting ready to rule the
sandy wasteland. 

Sand blew into Zeph.s face and brought him back to
the present. Devante, Galeno, and he were searching for the
Yumite plant. It was hard work picking at the plant, the white
shell of the plant was so solid that the Sheriffs back home
used it for armor, but the natives used it for making
lightweight movable shelter frames, water containers, and
other essential items. To get past the shell was only the
beginning of their troubles, inside there was a moist layer of
poison that was lethal on touch. The natives used the plant.s
juice to cover the tips of their arrows. 

Zeph had been unlucky enough to touch the poison the first time
he was tasked to open the Yumite. He had quickly been fed some
white pulp by the silent Galeno. “Eat” he had said in his
gruff, deep voice. He had later learned that the white pulp
was taken from the center of the very same plant that poisoned
him. Zeph thought it was strange that the same plant
that almost killed him was the same plant that saved him. Even
with the remedy he had still suffered the terrible effects of
the plant: first there were boils where he had touched it and
soon blackness came and started traveling up his arm. The pain
was excruciating and it took several weeks for Zeph
to recover. Devante had said that Zeph was lucky to be alive,
but Zeph had 

really doubted that for the three weeks he suffered the effects of
the plant. Some of the villagers had shown amazement that Zeph
had recovered as quickly as he had, others were surprised that
he had even lived. Chale didn.t seem surprised; he took it for
granted. 

“There!” shouted Devante, pulling Zeph away from his thoughts
and into the present. Devante was pointing to a gully in the
sand, Galeno was already down there harvesting the plant when
Zeph got there. The plant was impossible to open with a rock
and barely possible with a sword, but the natives had learned
long ago that a few drops of their precious water on a certain
part of the plant would cause it to open up and loosen for a
few seconds. A few seconds was all Galeno needed to chop off
the shell with a sharp rock, and then Devante and Zeph would
wipe off the poison with arrow tops. Zeph had considered once
using the arrows to make his escape, but had dismissed the
idea because he didn.t want to harm these two and only a fool
would run into the desert with no water. The core of the
plant was divided into three sections by a waterproof green
shell that was much weaker than the outer white one. One of
the sections was water, another white pulp that had been used
to save his life, and the last section held a green pulp that
was edible. It took several plants to feed the tribe, but
the green pulp was so nutritious that after only a few
swallows of it, the natives only needed water to keep them
going for about two days. 

Zeph turned to hand the arrows to Geleno but Galeno was
not there. Zeph turned back to see Devante running to the top
of a Dune. The whole valley had become overwhelmingly quiet.
Zeph whirled around and strained his eyes for any sign of
Galeno. On the ridge he saw Galeno, Devante, and even Chale
meeting with a man dressed all in black. Why is 

Chale here? Who are they meeting with? Zeph wondered. Then Zeph
heard the sound of hissing behind him. 

Sand all around Zeph started to shake; he saw brown eyes
looking from underneath the sand three paces behind him. Zeph
froze. Sand gave way to black scales that formed a long narrow
snout; a long thin body started forming in the sand between
Zeph and the brown eyes. Zeph realized that it was the body of
a serpent. 

“Run!” Devante yelled as he tried to run towards Zeph, but
Galeno.s strong arms held him back. 

“What is it?” Zeph yelled as he ran towards them. 

“A Black serpent!” Yelled Galeno, then between Zeph and
the natives, the sand started shifting again. Galeno and
Devante ran away from the sand and Zeph turned to the side and
started running. Sand all around him moved. The wind started
blowing and Zeph had to squint to keep the sand from his eyes.
He lost track of Galeno, Devante and the man in black; he felt
nothing but sheer terror. Zeph tripped on something as he ran, but
he didn.t look at what it was; he kept running. Zeph threw
down the pack of supplies he had been carrying to run faster.
He tripped again and again. Each time he spit out the sand,
lunged up, and tried not to look at what he had tripped over.
When a black form blocked his way, Zeph turned to the side
without hesitation. Before long he ran into another black
form and changed directions. He changed directions again and
again to avoid the serpents. 

As Zeph turned he saw darkness lunging toward him. The
hissing stopped as the serpent opened its mouth to take the
first bite. Zeph.s hands 

gripped the neck of the serpent. It was extremely heavy. It jerked
its hard, hot body ferociously, its scales cut into Zeph.s
hand. The serpent weighed as much as a small man and was
longer than Zeph was tall. Zeph refused to let go of the neck
even as he heard another hiss behind him. He rolled over and
used the serpent as a shield between him and this new opponent.
Zeph heard bones cracking and saw that the attacking serpent
had bitten the serpent he had used as a shield. As he turned
to run, a smaller serpent came out of the ground and bit his
arm. 

Zeph threw the serpent away and pulled himself to his feet. His
hands screamed with pain, but Zeph kept his mouth shut to keep
out the sand. He was surrounded by the serpents now and he ran
blindly in one direction. The sand blew harder than before and
now tore at his skin. He heard hissing and a loud clomp of
teeth, but felt no pain. The hissing got louder, but then
grew more and more distant. Zeph kept on running, squinting to
keep the sand out of his eyes. 

He ran for what seemed like an eternity, his vision started
going hazy. The pain in his hand was unbearable. Zeph started
crawling using only his good hand, but soon even that became
too painful. Then, just as Zeph was about to pass out because
of the pain, he saw two legs standing in front of him. Two
arms reached down from the sky and pulled him up. On one of
the arms was a bracelet with a black serpent. 










Chapter 4

 


Click to edit this text.Zeph woke to a stabbing pain in his left
arm. He reached for it with his right hand. 

“Careful, you are still recovering.” Said a voice near him,
Zeph glanced over and saw a large man with a friendly face
looking at him with calm green eyes. The stranger had on a
bracelet, but it was decorated by the image of a mountain
goat, not a serpent. 

“Where am I?” Asked Zeph 

“You are in the camp of the Black Sands boy.” 

“The … ” Zeph paused thinking about the Black Sands. He
had escaped the natives only to end up in the hands of common
thieves! 

“Yes that be the one. I.m called Paul” Paul said. Paul chuckled
to himself, obviously enjoying Zeph.s discomfort. After a
while Paul sighed and mumbled something about leaving Zeph to
his rest and walked out of the tent. Zeph waited for a second
and then made the decision to run in the desert. Even dying in
the desert is better than staying with these thieves. Zeph
looked around and found a dagger lying in a corner of the
tent near him. While carefully listening for the sound of Paul
coming back, he brought the dagger to the fur at the back of
the tent. Then using his 

undamaged right hand he made a slit that would be just big enough
for him to get through. Right as he was about to exit the hole
he heard a cough behind him. He froze and slowly turned
around, there behind him was Paul and a whole band of men. A
tall man with brown hair spoke up before Zeph could decide how
to react, “I guess you.ll be needing to patch that tent
now boy.” The man was clearly the leader. He was tall, clean
shaven, and had black hair and brown eyes. Zeph realized that
this was the man who had met with the natives before the black
serpents attacked! He nodded to Paul who soon produced a
sewing kit and gave it to Zeph to work on the slit. As
he began working he noticed that the leader had a bracelet
with the same design as his. 

Zeph stared at the bracelet as he continued sewing up the hole in
the tent. How had the leader of the Black Sands gotten an
exact replica of his bracelet? Zeph had always assumed that
the Serpent on the bracelet was just a design, but now he
wondered if it was a symbol for something. Zeph had learned
patience from his years of captivity; he decided to ask Paul later.
He silently cursed Jonathan for the thousandth time for not
fighting the night he was captured. 

The men all whispered intently leaning in towards each other
and glancing occasionally at Zeph. Zeph could only catch small
bits of what they said, 

“… the one … at last?” 

“… have to … test.” 

“… native lies … ” 

“If he really is … then he will … ” 

“… how could one survive after all this time? … ” 

 Throughout the discussion the man in the chair kept silent
and just nodded his head. The leader.s brown eyes flickered
from man to man, as if he was grasping each of their opinions
without hearing all of them speak. It grew silent and Zeph
could feel the gaze of the men on his back. He hurried quickly
to finish sewing. He was quick at sewing, even with the pain in
his left arm. Zeph remembered learning from Elizabeth, the
town seamstress back in Keath. 

 Zeph wondered now what had happened to her after the attack
by the natives. Had Elizabeth survived? Was she still able to
sew? Had she gone blind with old age? Had Jonathan ever even
checked on her? Zeph doubted it, Jonathan had never approved
of his friendship with Elizabeth. Jonathan. Zeph could never
think of him without feeling his heart cringe with anger. Zeph
had been through too much to forgive Jonathan for not even
trying to save him, Jonathan.s best friend. Zeph almost
laughed when he considered that he used to think of Jonathan as
a best friend. 

 Zeph tied the last knot in the tent and realized that he had
his jaw clenched. Even my pleasant memories are poisoned by
Jonathan.s presence. He forced his jaw to relax and he turned
around to face the men of the Black Sands. They stared up at
him, some in wonder, some in contempt, and still others with a
look of indifference. Zeph stared at the leader and waited for
him to speak. 

 The leader stood up and went over to examine the patch on
the tent. He looked closely and then he turned to
Zeph. 

 “I have only met one person who could sew like this.” He said
in a gruff voice, “Who taught you how to sew like
this?” 

 “An old seamstress in the city of Keath” 

 “What was her name?” 

 “Elizabeth” 

 “I see,” he said. Zeph saw a small smile forming on his face,
then the leader abruptly turned about and faced his men. “I
have come to a decision on what to do; we will give him the
test to see if he really is who he seems to be.” 

 “Isn.t he a bit young to take that test?” said
Paul. 

 “If he is who he claims to be then he will have no problem
passing the test.” 

 “What is the test?” asked Zeph apprehensively. 

 “He doesn.t even know what the test is, Wes” scoffed a native
with black hair and a scar that ran down from one eyebrow to
the opposite cheek. 

 “Patience Emilio, he will learn. He is who he appears to be,
I know it.” Wes turned to Zeph and said “You will learn soon
enough what the test is.” He then signaled to his men. The men
moved around silently and starting taking down the camp. The
sand had stopped blowing outside, but the sun was now starting
to rise. 

 Once everything was packed, Wes brought out a black scale and
blew into it. It sounded out like a small horn. The sand below
them started to 

shake and Zeph turned in fear, prepping himself to run once again.
Wes grabbed his arm and chuckled, “Patience boy.” 

 Out came the brown eyes, the dark scales, and the rest of the
hot beast. To Zeph.s surprise the men were all calm. Then,
with another signal from Wes, the men began to put their
supplies on the black serpents. After the last supplies were
on their backs the men began to get on the backs of
the serpents. Zeph wondered if the reason they got on top of
their supplies was to protect them from the heat and sharpness
of the serpents. scales. Wes signaled for Zeph to go with
Paul. 

 “How did you tame the black serpents, Paul?” Yelled Zeph into
the wind as they started moving along the desert floor. The
swaying motion made Zeph feel sick at first, but he was amazed
at how fast they were going. 

 “Tame? Naw, these be wild!” Said Paul grinning. Paul laughed
hard when he saw Zeph look fearfully around at the serpent and
grip Paul.s large body even harder with his right hand. “Just
teasin. ya kid,” said Paul still laughing, “you.ll find out
shortly.” 

By the time they stopped, the sun had reached the peak of its
climb and all the men were covered in sweat. One by one they
climbed down and pulled their supplies off of the serpents.
They all watched as the serpents descended into the
sand. 

“Why do they do that?” Zeph asked Paul. 

“I reckon it keeps them cooler down there.” Paul said scratching
his red beard. 

Then Wes walked up and said “It.s time.” Emilio walked up and
with a sly grin gave Zeph a knife. Wes pointed to an area at
the bottom of the 

dune and motioned for Zeph to go. Wes walked down with Zeph.
Wes stayed silent and Zeph didn.t ask any questions. Zeph
really wanted to, but he understood that this was some kind of
test and that it was best to keep silent. Wes stopped at the
bottom of the sand dune and quietly switched daggers with
Zeph. When Zeph looked at him and wondered why he did that.
“Lucky dagger,” Wes said “go to the center of this flat area and
wait. Once the serpents come out you must slay one. After you
kill it take the scale that looks like this under its head. As
long as you carry a scale its mate will let you ride it and no
other serpent will harm you or anyone near you. I left my
scale back with Paul so the serpents will attack even if you run
back to me. Do not try and escape without killing one. If you
do, we will kill you. Understand?” Zeph nodded and began to
walk, staring at the blade as he walked. The blade was black
and the hilt had two brown jewels at the very bottom. The hilt
looked like a black serpent with the brown jewels
as eyes. 

Zeph grasped the dagger tightly in his right hand and looked around
at the sand waiting for the movement. Zeph didn.t have to wait
very long; once he got into the center the rumbling and
hissing began. He slowly breathed in to calm himself. When
Zeph saw the brown eye coming out of the ground Zeph moved to
stab the eye. By the time his blade got there the eye had
melted back into the sand. Zeph.s blade sunk into the sand and
he heard more hissing behind him. Cursing silently, Zeph
jumped to the side without waiting to see the serpent. He felt
a rush of air right where he had been. Zeph.s instinct took
over and he began dodging the serpents. Zeph could see five
heads, eight tales, and other parts of serpents kept
surfacing and disappearing as they went underneath the sand.
Zeph was starting to 

sweat; he didn.t know if he had been dodging for thirty seconds or
three hours. 

Zeph still had the dagger in his hand and he swiped at the next
serpent that passed him. The blade somehow cut into the tough
skin of the serpent. It was a shallow wound but the serpent
cried out and seemed to jerk about and then began running away
from Zeph. The other serpents followed its lead and Zeph ran
after them. All of Zeph.s muscles were tense and tired, his
left arm screamed in pain, but he kept his eyes focused on
the serpents. He had learned that focusing on the opponent
lead to a good attack, but also left the attacker open to be
attacked if he was not aware of what else was happening.
Zeph.s eyes went wide with surprise when he realized the
serpents were heading right toward Wes. 

Zeph watched as Wes calmly stood his ground and carefully held
the dagger that Emilio had given him. Zeph ran faster, eager
to see how the Leader of the Black Sands would defend himself
against the serpents. Wes ducked when the first serpent lunged
out of the sand and into the air at him. Wes then somersaulted
to the side and Zeph watched as a serpent appeared and bit
empty air in the place where Wes had been. Zeph almost slowed
his pace when he saw how calmly Wes was avoiding the bite of
the serpents; it didn.t even look like he was aware that he
was in danger. Then as Zeph was only twenty paces away he saw
Wes lunge the knife into the eye of a serpent as it passed by.
Wes. eyes went wide. Zeph watched in horror at Wes pulled up a
broken hilt from the eye of the serpent. The serpent Wes had
stabbed thrashed wildly about, but the other serpents charged
Wes. Zeph thought back to the last night he had fought
Jonathan and he thought of Jonathan.s face when they had
decided to do swords and 

how assertive he was to get a particular weapon. Then Zeph made
the connection to Emilio. He screamed in blind anger and ran
towards the serpents. Wes was dodging, but there was a sense
of bewilderment in his face that showed that he had not
expected any weapon of his to fail. The shock slowed Wes down
and Zeph screamed as a serpent flew into the air and made
contact with Wes. body. The teeth of the serpent clenched
around Wes. middle and clamped down with a sickening crunch.
Zeph reached the serpent and jabbed the blade into its eye.
The serpent began to shake violently, but would not let go of
Wes. body. Zeph stabbed in again and again and kept on
stabbing even when the serpent had stopped moving. 

“Boy you can stop stabbing the beast, it is dead.” Zeph looked
and saw Wes. eyes looking gently at him, his brown eyes cloudy
and dull. 

“Why didn.t you just get out of the way?” Zeph yelled in
anger 

“A leader never runs, and he doesn.t feel guilty for something
he could never have prevented.” Zeph looked at him, feelings
of guilt and anger grew inside of him. Wes continued, “A
leader is exactly what you are going to need to be now that
you are taking my place.” Zeph stared at him, the question of
why screamed in his head but he couldn.t say anything.
Wes understood his confusion and said “The leadership of the
Black Sands is hereditary boy.” 

“Wait you mean you are my … my … ” Everything seemed to
freeze at that moment and Zeph felt his left arm begin to
throb again. 

Wes nodded and began to cough and said in a much raspier,
quiet tone, “The bracelet is a family heirloom. Your mother
was a servant in the royal household of Zephen and died giving
birth to you. I didn.t know 

anything about raising a child, so I gave you to a seamstress who I
trusted in Zephen.” Zeph immediately thought of Elizabeth and
realized why she had looked so familiar all these years. “I
only gave her two charges, one was to make sure you always
wore that bracelet, and the second was that she had to bring
you to me when you were eighteen. After the native attack I
searched for you. When I couldn.t find you I thought you had
died and so I … ” Wes coughed and Zeph could see the
sadness in his eyes from years of loss, “I thought I had lost
the last member in my family, and that is why I
stopped searching for you. When I heard reports from the
natives that they had found someone wearing my family
bracelet, I felt the first hope I had felt for years. When you
fell into the tent I saw my Marie in your face. I knew at once
that you were my son. I wish that … I wish tha… ” Wes
struggled to let out words but then released his final
breath. 

Zeph felt a dark numbness grow inside of him. He heard
coughing behind him and turned to see all the members of the
Black Sands. They weren.t staring at him though; they were
staring at Wes. open eyes. 

“I always thought he had eyes like the serpents.” one of
them said. They all sat in silence until Paul broke the
silence and said, “Well we can.t go around calling our leader
„boy. can we? What should we call you sir?” 

“Serpent Eyes” said Zeph with his eyes closed and his lips
drawn tight. None of the men questioned this name. Zeph leaned
over the dead serpent and cut out the scale from the bottom of
its head. He stood up and looked straight at
Emilio. 

“You gave me a faulty dagger.” he said, his brown eyes staring at
him intensely. The sentence was not spoken as a question and
it wasn.t intended as one. 

“No I … I … look here, how was I supposed to know
that … ” Emilio.s voice trailed off when he saw Zeph.s
unyielding glance harden. Zeph moved toward Emilio slowly and
was matched by Emilio moving back. Zeph ignored the pain in
his left arm, put the scale in his left hand and pulled out
the dagger with his other. The dagger was still covered with
the blood of the serpent. He launched himself into the air and
stabbed the black dagger into Emilio.s heart. 

“Justice has been done.” he said coldly as he pulled out his scale
and blew into it for the first time. 










Chapter 5

 




A cloaked knight stepped out of the dusty streets into a tavern on
the outskirts of Keath. Few peasants glanced at him; knights
were no longer a thing of interest to them. Once they were
uncommon and highly revered, but these were dark times and
anyone who was foolish enough to be one became one. The
knight.s white armor was mostly covered by a cloak. He 

motioned for a drink and then listened to a conversation between
four men at the bar table a few feet away. 

“… he.s just like the rest of them, useless. The crown can.t
protect us from The Black Sands.” said the fat shrew faced
man 

“Hush,” said the jittery thin man “It.s bad luck to speak of that
name out loud.” 

A third man laughed, “Ah shut your trap, have the sands got to
your brains? Why I remember when the Black Sands used to be
just another band of thieves.” The knight smiled knowingly and
listened as the man with the mole on his face continued,
“Rumor has it that they are even rebuilding Zephen in that
infernal mountain of theirs.” 

“How could anyone afford to build a whole city?” stuttered out
the thin man 

“Afford to? By the sands, the leader of that band is rich enough
to build twenty cities, have you heard about all the raids?”
said Shrew Face. 

Mole Face.s eyes flashed knowingly as he said “I heard that he
even steals from the natives.” 

“H-h-h-how can anyone st-st-st-steal from the Natives!!” asked
the thin man in surprise 

Mole Face grinned, “I heard that their leader is half native,
half villager, and half sand serpent!” 

“Th-th-there you g-g-go about those s-s-s-sand s-s-s-serpents
again, I shan.t believe in that old wives tale, everyone knows
there is no such thing.” 

The fourth man with a scar that ran down his left eye to his
chin chuckled; the other three men looked up surprised to hear
any sound coming from him. They all listened as his deep voice
chided the thin man, “Never doubt something just because you
haven.t seen it, there are many things out there that you
haven.t even heard of.” 

“How would you know about such things?” said the Shrew Faced
man with a scowl. 

Scar face smiled, “I am a merchant and have been to cities where
the Black Sands have raided. I have met with the few survivors
that their leader Serpent Eyes allows to live. He grants their
lives only so they can spread the tales of his ferocity so
people will wisely fear him.” 

“H-h-h-how does s-s-s-s-erpent eyes attack?” 

“Well according to the survivors they appear out of the sand, with
no warning except the rumbling beneath their feet. Grown men
have run screaming like little girls when they see them riding
black serpents big as ten horses. They swear that one glance
into the serpent.s brown eyes is enough to rip the soul right
out of a man. The attack is always without warning and always
perfectly planned. Men will run away from two serpents only to
run into five. Natives and villagers alike flee from their
leader, Serpent Eyes. You can always tell which one Serpent
Eyes is from his white armor. He makes all his men wear black
skin from the serpents they ride and so he stands out like a
white beacon. They say his eyes are as brown as the serpents,
and that his face is shrouded with a brown cloth. I heard
an army captain swear that for every member of the Black Sands
his men killed, Serpent Eyes slew twenty. Clouds of dust
follow him and he appears from the shadows themselves. The
Black Sands used to only attack during 

the day, but under Serpent Eyes they attack at twilight. An old
woman I met swore that this was because Serpent Eyes is a sand
devil, who is only allowed to roam this earth during that
time.” 

The other three men looked at Scar Face, frozen in terror. Mole
Face and Shrew Face tried to hide it; the thin stutterer
looked as white as the knight.s armor. They continued to
question Scar Face but the knight was no longer listening. He
threw a gold piece down on the table and finished his drink
with a heavy swallow. The knight pushed past the wooden
swinging doors and walked into the twilight. The city of Keath
was already being crippled with its own fear. There was little
that the new sheriff would be able to do with such a worried
lot. The knight smiled and walked out into the desert, the
city watch at the wall looked at him with puzzled
expressions but asked no questions when they saw his armor.
The man pulled out a shell and blew into it. He couldn.t hear
any sound being emitted from it, but when he heard the sand
rumbling beneath his feet he knew that his call had been
heard. 

He pulled himself onto the black serpent that appeared and ushered
it in the direction of his choosing. They rode in silence for
many hours, the knight deep in thought as he rode. He rode up
the hills to the mountain city of Zephen and let his serpent
go at the outskirts; the serpents did not care much to be near
cities, even Zephen. As the serpent disappeared he
thought about the rumors that had spread about him. Zeph had
listened to legends of the Black Sands appearing out of the
sand itself, at first the rumors made him chuckle, but then
they had made him curious. He had been crazy enough to summon
his serpent the first night that he had heard the rumor. He
rode the serpent and had forced it to go underneath the sands.
It 

hadn.t wanted to obey the command, but after some prodding it had
done just that. Zeph had slid behind the saddle so he wouldn.t
get knocked off by the force of the sand. He held his breath
and had gone under for almost a minute, when he had finally
gotten to the surface sand covered every inch of his body,
including his nose. 

The next morning he summoned his men and put on a turban
similar to the kind merchants wore. He firmly placed the cloth
over his face, exposing only his eyes. He wore all of his
armor and covered his hands with several layers of cloth so
his hands wouldn.t get cut by the scales of the serpent. When
he disappeared into the dust he heard several of his men
gasp before the sand completely covered him. The sand was
cool, wet, and heavy, but somehow the serpent managed to weave
its way through. When Serpent Eyes had appeared out of the
sand with his serpent his men stood in silent shock. After
that moment some of his men had started to believe in some of
the legends themselves, and none of them had ever doubted
his ideas again. 

The knight walked through the center of town, his brown eyes
saw everything. They probed all of the work done and made sure
it was up to his standards. He could see a few of the children
they had captured hard at work rebuilding things. All of the
children were between the ages of seven and thirteen. Their
relatives were now all dead and they had chosen to work for
the knight rather than join their relatives. The children.s heads
bowed down, out of fear and respect, as he passed. 

The knight walked into the castle and gave no sign of recognition
or fear when he saw a whole native tribe sitting in the great
hall waiting to meet him. He walked right passed them as they
all bowed out of fear to him. He 

walked through two great doors emblazoned with huge black serpents.
As he walked into his meeting room a stout man with green eyes
stood when he entered but did not bow. 

“Welcome back Serpent Eyes,” said the man. 

“Hello Paul, Keath will play right into our hands right as we
planned; our spies are spreading fear among the villagers like
the plague.” 

“Excellent, and were you able to find the item?” 

“It was just as our spies had heard; it appears the old king didn.t
come to Zephen to search the ruins for me.” Zeph handed Paul a
parchment. 

“It appears I got to it just in time, I found men working on making
use of the formula, and luckily I destroyed the evidence and
took their only copy of instructions.” 

“Excellent, I will have men work on making samples
immediately.” 

“I saved some of what Keath made,” Zeph said as he handed Paul
a leather pouch containing a black powdery substance that
smelled of sulfur, “Have my men mass produce it immediately.
Anything happen while I was gone?” 

“We found the spy from Keath, here is his blade” Paul said
handing Zeph a familiar blade. Zeph felt his face flush with
the realization of who owned the blade. 

“… is something wrong Zeph?” Paul asked 

“I thought he was dead, I … no this changes nothing, any
other news?” 

“The tribe of Chale has been here waiting to meet with you
and petition for your protection.” 

Serpent Eyes chuckled when he heard that they were petitioning
for his protection, how things had changed from only a few
years ago. “Send in the prisoner and when I knock on the doors
send in Chale.” 

“Yes Serpent Eyes.” 

Serpent Eyes drew his dagger and looked into the black blade.
He thought about the prisoner who was being shown into his
room. He glanced out the great windows and gazed at the city
of Zephen. In only a little time it would surpass its former
glory and be greater even than Keath. He intended to make the
city of Keath nothing more than a forgotten rumor in the land.
He smiled when the side entrance opened and in walked
the familiar footsteps. Serpent Eyes did not turn around, he
stood with his back to the man. 

“You,” croaked Henry, his old swords master, with surprise,
“I thought you were dead Zeph.” 

“At no fault of you, old master, you were not even there to watch
me get taken away.” 

“Do not blame Jonathan for what he once was, he has changed
now.” 

“I do not want to speak of Jonathan now, but what I do want to hear
is who is this new Sheriff I have heard so much? Rumor has it
the people love him and only he dares to challenge any of the
raids I send out. Who is this man? 

Henry chuckled, “I thought you didn.t want to speak of
Jonathan.” 

“Don.t toy with me old man! How could … Jonathan?” Zeph
paused to understand the inconceivable. Then he began to
laugh. “Has he really changed? Are you sure this whole sheriff
act is not merely another façade to gain popularity with the
people?” 

“And what has become of you Zeph? What about your
commitment to doing good for the people?” 

“For the people? I am doing good for the people.” Zeph.s
voice cracked with anger, “I am destroying the people who
stood by and watched as Zephen was destroyed. The people in
Keath are as guilty as Jonathan. Here I have started
anew.” 

“You don.t believe that.” 

“But I do master, I do.” Zeph grinned, “I have pondered the
question for years as a slave to the natives, but I found the
answer in the eyes of the black serpent that I killed. There
is only one way to bring this world to justice.” 

“Zeph, listen to me,” 

“No you listen master, you now must make a choice. Join me,
the time for the land of Keath is drawing to a close; come be
part of a new empire.” 

“You knew what my choice would be before you even asked
the question.” 

“I am sorry that it has come to this then.” Zeph said, he walked
over the black chest and pulled out his master.s sword. He
stood for a while holding the black dagger and Henry.s sword,
then he turned and faced his old master.” 

“If you are going to kill me, do it quickly then.” 

“This dagger is covered with poison from the Yumite, a small
cut would slowly kill you in the most agonizing way possible,”
Zeph stared at Henry.s proud face, the face showed no fear.
Zeph laughed and knocked on the door. “You know I could never
kill you master. tsk tsk.” The old man looked surprised and
was about to respond but stopped when he saw the Native chief
walk into the room. Serpent Eyes closed the door. The
old chief turned to speak, but before he could say a word
Henry.s sword sprouted from his chest, killing the man
instantly. Henry gasped and stared at Serpent Eyes in sheer
terror. 

“No master I will not kill you,” said Serpent Eyes with a smile,
“Now because you were always kind to me, I will do the same to
you. Leave through that window and never return to the land of
Zephen.” The old man nodded. Serpent Eyes opened the window
and watched as the man escaped with the pride of an old
warrior. Zeph watched as Henry stealthily evaded his guards
and made his way out of the city. Once Henry reached the
city walls Serpent Eyes picked up the chest and broke down
the window. Serpent Eyes ran to the door and cloaked his face
with the mask of alarm. 

“An enemy spy has killed Chale!” he shouted. The natives rushed
to the room in fear and anger. “Devante you are the tribe.s
leader now. The man who slew him is now just running out of
the city. Kill him and we will talk about an alliance to
destroy the city where he came from, Keath.”










Chapter 6

 


Click to edit this text.

The sun was setting, Zeph.s shadow grew long. It was almost
time. The serpents and natives were beginning to get restless.
The Black Serpent eyed Keath.s defenses with surprise. He had
underestimated Jonathan, but there would be little difficulty
in penetrating the defenses. His spies had done their work
well and the city was in a state of panic. All the
peasants were within the city walls. The Black Sands had never
before attacked a city so well defended, but they had long
since learned not to question their leader. He rode his
serpent around his army and surveyed the men at his command.
The Black Sands had grown to encompass a hundred and
fifty men. Each one of them an able fighter and Zeph knew he
could trust all of them in the heat of battle. There were
eighty natives who were ready to destroy an entire city to
avenge their fallen leader. He had also ordered all of the
slaves from Zephen to come fight as well. He had taught them a
little about fighting, but they were more there to intimidate
the enemy with their numbers. Keath.s army contained four
hundred men according to Zeph.s spies. He knew all the
peasants would fight, but he wasn.t concerned about 

rabble that would be under armed, underfed, and so frightened that
half of them would wet themselves the first time they saw a
serpent. 

The sun was now half covered by the horizon. As soon as the last
of the sun was down he would give the signal and all would
attack. He had instructed them to kill all that they met with
one exception: their leader. Zeph hadn.t slept last night out
of sheer anticipation of the moment where he would once again
face the man who he had grown up with, the man who
had betrayed him. 

Zeph watched coolly as the sun breathed its last breath and
was swallowed by the distant Earth. He smiled and blew into
his shell; the other serpents surfaced and began hissing. The
natives began their chanting and all his men shouted. Serpent
Eyes wanted Jonathan to know he was coming. 

He heard the bell ringing from the town and was surprised that
he didn.t hear screams and shouts. Those would come soon
enough. He led all the Black Sands on their serpents up the
sands toward Keath. They all wore their black armor as he had
ordered. Their black capes fluttered as they flew at the city.
He watched as the soldier.s of Keath scrambled to the top of
their wall. He imagined the chaos inside and all the soldiers
trying to brace the gate. He didn.t intend to take the gate
though. 

He had instructed the children on how to use the black
exploding powder; they would be a frightening diversion. He
told Devante to have his men attack after the explosion. He
smiled as he thought of the natives attacking. He had
purposely sent the natives to the most well defended part of
the wall. He knew the natives would be slaughtered. Zeph almost
laughed thinking about his revenge on the natives. 

He braced himself as they neared the wall. He felt arrows and
stones hit his armor, and saw a few of his men fall off of
their serpents, but most of them held on. The closer he got to
the city wall, the more arrows hit his armor. Zeph had used
the knowledge he gained from his years collecting the plant
for the natives and had found the stoutest plant to make his
armor rather than the simple weak ones the knights used for
their armor. The strong armor was being put to the test. They
neared the wall and Serpent Eyes and his men began to slide
behind their saddles, bracing themselves to go under. 

As they descended into the sand he imagined the fear that the
soldiers and peasants of Keath felt at such a sight. The cool
moist sand blocked out the screams of war. Zeph focused on
holding his breath as they journeyed under the wall. He
wouldn.t be under long he knew, but it felt like forever. His
hands clutched his serpent harder and willed the serpent to go
faster. He felt like his lungs were about to explode, his eyes
started going dark and then they hit the air. He breathed in
air lustfully and glanced savagely around the town square he
had ended up in. Everything was chaos. 

Women screamed and ran in terror, trying to get away from
the serpents. Soldiers ran to attack the beasts but were
bitten and shot at with black arrows. Arrows flew at the
Blacks Sands without any effect. Twenty knights ran into the
town square; Serpent Eyes saw Jonathan at the center directing
men and shouting courage in their ears. He saw men behind
him, ready to lay down their lives following his lead. Zeph
grinned and directed his serpent towards Jonathan. Jonathan
had a large sword in his hand and stared back, with the calm
of a seasoned soldier, at Serpent Eyes. The serpent lunged
towards Jonathan, but he jumped and avoided its jaws. 

Jonathan jumped up quickly and was still holding onto his sword.
Serpent Eyes grinned and directed his beast to turn around and
go back towards him. 

The serpent once again lunged for Jonathan. Jonathan jumped
with more control this time; he pulled the sword and swung it
into the eye of the serpent. Serpent Eyes jumped off of the
serpent as it began writhing in pain. Serpent Eyes felt his
men staring at him in disbelief. They were distracted for only
a second, but during that second the battle changed. A woman
ran out from the shadows and threw a rock into the eyes of
another serpent. A small boy threw a stick into anothers. Very
few were killed by such attacks, but when they were attacked
they often threw their rider and disappeared back into the
sands. Soon only a handful of Serpent Eye.s men were
still alive and only two remained on their
serpents. 

Serpent Eyes cursed and ran up the stairs away from Jonathan,
who was distracted by fighting the last of the remaining
serpents. As he reached the top of the wall he saw with horror
that the natives and the small slave children had been
slaughtered outside of the wall. The exploding black powder
had been fired too early and a huge crater was smoking outside
of the city. The natives that attacked had been destroyed by
the city.s archers. Jonathan had prepared the city
well. 

Serpent Eyes ran on and shot several arrows at the guards near
him. He shot them right in the eye and they went down without
a sound. Zeph ran on but froze when he heard footsteps behind
him. 

“It.s over Zeph.” 

“I.ve only just begun” snarled Serpent Eyes as he lunged at
Jonathan with his dagger. Dagger met sword. Serpent Eyes.
black blade glinted 

mischievously against Jonathan.s white. Serpent Eyes used a
disarming technique that had always worked on Jonathan and was
surprised that it was blocked and parried. 

“You.ve improved” said Serpent Eyes with gritted teeth 

“I.ve had a little practice” said Jonathan with a grunt as he
lunged towards Zeph. 

“I can see that, coward!” 

“Coward? Who kidnaps and kills children?” 

“You know what night I am talking about” shouted Serpent Eyes
as his sword hit Jonathan.s 

“I am sorry about what happened, but my actions did not
determine yours!” Jonathan said with his eyes fixed on Serpent
Eyes blade. Serpent Eyes snarled and with a cry swiped toward
Jonathan and hit his sword so forcefully that Jonathan.s blade
fell to the Earth. 

With a cry Zeph swung his dagger towards Jonathan.
Jonathan jumped back and missed the blade by inches. Zeph
kicked Jonathan to the ground and jumped on top of him. Soon
they were wrestling over the knife. It was inches away from
Jonathan.s face. A bead of sweat fell down Zeph.s face and
with his gritted teeth he forced a grin. Finally, he thought, I
will have justice for all that I suffered because of Jonathan.
The black dagger was now only an inch away from Jonathan.s
face. Then Zeph heard the scream. 

It was a scream that he recognized from his past, he turned his
head to the side to see familiar grey hair with a black arrow
sprouting out of her belly. Elizabeth! He saw the pain on her
face and watched her fall from the 

wall. She had been carrying bandages to the wounded. Leave it to
Elizabeth to run into the middle of a battlefield. Then Zeph
heard a swoosh as Jonathan's sword rushed toward him. Zeph
cursed.. He had let himself become distracted at the final
moment, and Jonathan had turned the tide of the
battle. 

Zeph tried to regain the upper hand, but to no avail. He tried all
the tricks he knew, from training at Jonathan's side, to the
Natives, to the ones he had developed as Serpent Eyes. Nothing
worked. Jonathan was too fast, too fierce, too determined. In
a last desperate attempt, he threw all his weight into an
overhand blow. 

Thunk. 

Zeph stopped, inches away from Jonathan's body, as he noticed
the silver sword sticking out of him. Zeph closed his eyes,
let out a final breath, and died. 










Chapter 7
New Chapter


Jonathan had done it. He had defeated the man who attacked his
city. All it required was destroying his oldest
friend. 

 He yelled loudly and stood on the top of the wall so he was
in clear view of all those who were still battling. The city
seemed to freeze and turn to Jonathan. “Stop this
madness!” He yelled, “You have attacked a peaceful village to
enslave its inhabitants. Your leader is now dead, and we hold
the 

upper hand. Allow this to end now, without any more
bloodshed.” A tense silence fell upon them all until a large
man with green eyes stepped toward Jonathan. He stopped. He
stared for a second, making eye contact with Jonathan. The
whole village seemed to hold its breath as he stood there
staring. The man then dropped his sword. 

 "Though I be no coward, I know when a battle is
lost." 

 Slowly the other Black Sands began to do slowly lay down
their weapons. Jonathan turned back to Zeph.s body. Ivan, his
father.s advisor, appeared at his side. Ivan stooped to get a
closer look at Serpent Eyes and gasped when he saw his
bracelet. “Zeph? How … ” The sound died in Ivan.s throat
when he saw Jonathan.s face. “No. Serpent Eyes is not
Zeph. Zeph died the day he was taken and I stood by because
you told me not to waste my life under a foolish attempt
at heroics. That was the day I learned that a true leader
doesn't stand by and let others fight for him. He leads,
showing by example, lighting the way in front of them.”
Jonathan said. “Zeph taught me how to be a true leader.
Bury Serpent Eye.s body in the desert, don.t make it into a
show. I want this whole ordeal to be over with as soon as
possible.” Jonathan then leaned over and pulled the bracelet
off of Serpent Eye.s wrist. He looked at it for a long moment.
Then slowly, he dropped it on the ground, where it was greeted
by the other weapons of war. 










Part 4

Thanks for Reading!
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Thanks for Reading! 

Our original concept for this book was a medieval culture set in
the west. We developed a magic system and some complex
zymology for the novel before deciding to pull back to
something a bit more simple. I wrote this book because of the scene
at the start of Chapter 5. I just thought it would be REALLY
COOL to have a Knight walk into a BAR! 

 

ANYWAYS …  

 

I hope you liked what you read, it was our first attempt at writing
a novel and we are impressed with what we did. We hope you
will check out Taylor’s next book that is currently
affectionately nicknamed the ‘squirrel story.’ We can’t say much
now, except to say it is a parody on conspiracy theory books
and involves telepathy …  
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