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Short Story


Once upon the time there lived a man named Braynor. He was a tall, barrel-chested, young brave soul, who works the land to support his family: his wife, Fleecie, five-year old son, Maruden, and two-year old daughter Cayie. One day on a routine trip to the town to get supplies for the oncoming winter Braynor came upon a group of soldiers asking for recruits, this struck Braynor as odd since the army was never in need of people and the land of Zandre had been peaceful since the third war was fought, Upon a soldier’s gaze catching that of Braynor’s, a grand commotion erupted. “Hail Braynor, son of Calmide, the greatest commander to ever walk the lands of Zandre!” For you see, Braynor was not just  a farmer; he was the son of the commander who led the battered and beaten soldiers of the Gremead alliance( the elves, dwarfs, gnomes and humans of the world of  Gremead) to victory over the Sukay tribe ( a group of  orcs, corrupted and twisted under the powerful grip of a evil mage, but that’s another story for another time). 


“ Hail Trismius son of Kothnok. How are you, old friend?”

“I am well what brings you to the city?”

“I have come for supplies for the oncoming winter. What are you doing here?”

“Alas my good friend war, is upon us again-”

“WHAT!? The Sukay rise once more?”

“No, something much worse. Do you remember Warlord Blargyn?”

“Yes, my fathers most trusted friend and advisor”

“ As I am sure you have heard upon your fathers death, he succeeded him in becoming the commander of the Zandre forces and turns out  he has gone mad! He and the whole entire standing army of the Zandre besides my group and four other battalions have betrayed the army and forsaken the alliance and made haste to the Mountains of Glory. And that is not the worst part seems upon looking around his old room he has found out the forbidden technique to raise the dead and now he is sitting upon the Ancient Burial grounds where the greatest heroes of our time lay in eternal slumber that we fear is soon to be broken. Alas that is not even the worst part,  because of the troubles we have been having over Blargyn the Gremead alliance has forsaken us to face this new threat alone.”

“This cannot be! This is madness!” With that Braynor  shakes his friends hand gives a salute and makes all haste to his house. Upon arrival he is met by a shocked Fleecie to see him home so soon, he then explains briefly the situation  and runs to his secret room. With a quick push the door swings open and he is met by the sight of his fathers gear. As he finishes putting his cape on and strapping his shield to his back, Fleecie walks in with tears in her eyes, “ So you are going?” “Yes my love, the people of the Zandre need a leader and who better to follow in my father’s footsteps then I?”

With that he turns to her and embraces her, he then turns back, and picks up his fathers claymore which he gives a quick slice through the air then with a  huge smile on his face he rest it comfortably in its sheath on his back as if it was meant to be there all along he then takes off into the night at full speed towards the town. Upon his arrival in town, he spots the men of the army taking off, So he hurriedly catches up to them. “ I-  I-  Is- Is- that the shield of Calmide. “ Yes with my father gone and Blargyn running mad, I will do my best to lead the brave souls of Zandre to victory; I will also force the alliance to honor its treaty signed in the blood of the four leaders, MY BLOOD!” “ Get Braynor a horse!” With that they rode with all haste to the Zandre keep.


Upon entering the city they were quickly ushered into the war room with the King, who welcomed the son of his best friend Calmide. He was so overjoyed he bestowed his father’s old title and position to him. With that, Commander Braynor and his hand-selected bodyguard made haste to  reunite the alliance. He was shocked by the technology of the gnomes and astounded by the beautiful carvings of stone of the dwarfs, both races accepted the treaty that was once forged in the third war with the Zandre forces now under the control of the blood of Calmide the newly reunited forces  made all haste to the final ally the elves. Unfortunately for Braynor as he strolled into the beautiful lands of the elves he would find out his new mission was not going to be all that easy. Not long after they had passed the border of the lands were they approached by a group of rangers.


“ Braynor, hopped of his horse and made a swooping bow introducing himself and his party”

“ HA, this is the kid I have heard so much of?


“ If you don’t mind brave soul what is your name”

“ I am Daromar, the Ranger-Lord of the fair lands of Greason the mate of Queen Sundila and your fathers closest friend, and the memories of him reflect no where in you boy, ha I doubt you can wiled that sword a Tenth  of your fathers skill”

“ Do not mock me!”

“ I do not mock I only speak the truth”

With that Daromar grabbed his bow and fired three shots rapidly at Braynor. Seeing the shots incoming, Braynor quickly grabbed his shield and swung it towards his head level catching the first arrow. He then stepped to the side to dodge the second, but left himself vulnerable with his shield up high, and his feet in a an awkward position, and his blade out of the question. He had no chance of dodging the third arrow, which hit home right in the seam of his armor below his knee. Braynor’s guard pulled their weapons and began a charge to defender their Commander. But with a upraised hand Braynor told them that this was his fight and had them all back away to watch their new commander do battle eagerly. With that Braynor let loose a belly cry, “ If the Ranger-Lord wants a challenge then let the Commander of the Zandre army and the son of Calmide accept it!” Braynor pulled his sword free, put his shield in front of him and charged. Daromar leveled his bow and let out ten rapid shots in a  matter of three seconds none with deadly intent but more of a distraction, with Braynor but a breaths reach in front of him he did a back-flip and lightly landed on his feet just out of the reach of Braynor’s claymore. He then pulled forth his twin blades sending his first strike up high and his second down low, at the last possible second, he drew the blades back and did a spin unleashing a brutal kick. Braynor took the feints, throwing his sword high to intercept the first blow and his shield low to block the second, but the blows never came and the unbalanced man took a rib-cracking kick straight the side sending him flying onto his back. Luckily the armor kept him away from true harm, as he tried to raise and reclaim his balance, Daromar hooked his leg and swept him to the ground once more. This time Braynor, rolled back and launched his shield at Daromar as he came up. He then quickly switched the grip on his sword to a two-handed grip to  the outside of  his right and rushed forward. Daromar slid under the shield but now he had a huge two-handed slash coming straight for his head. With incredible strength betraying his size and speed. Daromar  started to swing his blades with ferocity upwards toward the incoming sword the first strike slowing the incoming blade the second completely stopping the momentum the third sending the blade back towards to Braynor the forth even  higher. Braynor shocked and awed by this feat put forth all his strength in and pushed down. But alas he was no match for the Ranger-Lord  by the time the sixth strike hit his sword he now had his sword high and Daromar into his right able to strike a killing blow at any moment. Instead Daromar punched out with the hilt of his blade straight into the face of the young commander shattering his nose and making his posture crunch up he then kicked him in the elbow sending his sword flying and he then tripped Braynor to the ground resting the tip of his blade upon his opponents neck. With a smile Daromar withdrew the blade and helped Braynor to his feet.



“ Your not half bad kid,  a Calmide in the making for sure , I will have my men ready by morning and we shall set  off to crush the traitorous Blargyn.” With that Daromar remounted his horse and rode to the city. Braynor standing there shocked now found out that he had just met his mentor and new friend who would mould him into a Magnificent fighter and leader. With that Braynor told his men to break for lunch and wiped the blood from his nose with a huge smile he knew only greatness awaited him now.


