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Chapter 1 – Slacker
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His father chose his words carefully.

“Man up.”

It was a simple phrase, yet it humorously summed up his entire philosophy, particularly when it pertained to his son. 

Direct and painful. 

Always to the point. 

James asked him once why every word that seethed out of his mouth was so intentionally hurtful, but the only answer he received was that his father hated saying the same thing twice. By being so blunt, no one could ever forget his words.

And he was right, of course. 

Even when James was only half-listening, somehow the cruelty made its way into his subconscious, keeping him up at night and forcing him to mull over the same words spat at him each day. 

Lazy. Worthless. Good-for-nothing. 

Words he eventually believed...and it wasn’t like he had anything to prove to the contrary. He was a teenager on the brink of adulthood, living with his single father on a dying, makeshift farm, and he had no desire to learn the family business. Or anyone else’s for that matter. He was completely satisfied enjoying a life of leisure. 

And funny enough, it was not like his father had the farming knowledge to impart to him in the first place. He didn’t know a single thing about his “trade,” yet he had still started a farm despite the fact, and no one questioned his authority to do so. 

He was that feared amongst the villagers.

Over time, James had learned to keep quiet whenever he was publicly in this man’s presence, but his father had made it a mission to turn his son into a man, and therefore, his tactics were getting more forceful and desperate with each passing year. He had begun yelling at James more and more as he grew, screaming over how he should wake up at four in the morning to prepare the pig feed or use that joke of a rototiller to plow through the rotting cornfields. And it was all for naught as James just ignored him.

Until now.

Now, things were different.

Maybe his father was just jealous. 

Perhaps he was getting fed up with his son’s extended sleeping hours or his daily playtime with friends while he toiled away in the fields.

Either way, no one ever expected him to go this far.

“You can’t be serious,” James said as his father dropped the eggs he was carrying onto the floor rather than the iron skillet. His father bit his lip at the lost breakfast as James sighed heavily. He could see that his father’s frustrations were about to manifest in more familiar ways.

“I’m sick and tired of being sick and tired of you being lazy all the time!”

“What?!” James scoffed, trying to hold back the chuckle under his breath. When his father got angry, it was hard to understand him. James had once told him that he should get that slurring thing checked out but he hadn’t thought that it was funny. Neither did James.

“Are you even listening?” his father spat, his cheeks gaining some color behind his farm-tanned skin. He brushed a hand through his dirt-matted hair, causing some foreign particles to fall onto his recently washed hands. James made a mental note to skip breakfast.

“Believe me, I’m trying.”

“Honestly, James. What would you do in my situation?”

“Study linguistics.”

“Son, talk to me like a man. None of that child-game stuff.”

“All I want to know is why you would sign me up without asking me. You’re always telling me to ‘man up’ but you never give me a chance to.”

“I’ve given you a chance for nineteen years. Nothing’s changed. You never take the initiative. All you do is lie around and eat. When you’re not doing that, you hang out with your friends. At least they’re trying to accomplish something. At least they make their parents proud. Whenever our neighbors ask me how you’re doing, I have to change the subject because it makes me ashamed that you’re my son.”

“Ashamed? Yeah, you should be because you’re the parent. You’re the one who’s supposed to raise me and teach me but you don’t. You work all day on a farm that never produces crops and nearly kills off all of its animals before winter even hits. You get up early and work all day and you have nothing to show for it. Nothing. You’re supposed to be my role model, but there’s nothing to model myself after.”

“So you become a bum.”

“At least a bum’s free to make their own choices. I choose to sleep in and chill with my friends because it’s what I like to do. What’s the point in working when there’s no reward in the end?”

“I have to provide for you,” he snapped.

“Yeah, but I don’t have a family to take care of. All I have is you, and as my father, you don’t even help me. All you do, whenever I try to make something of myself, is criticize me, and I don’t need that from you. You give up on me before I barely get my feet on the ground.”

“I’m not giving up on you. It’s just that I really think the Academy will be good for you.”

“Why? Because someone else will be teaching me?”

“Obviously I don’t do a good enough job.”

“I said all that stuff to make a point, not to shut you out!”

“I guess we really are related then, because that’s exactly what you’ve done to me since you were able to talk—shut me out. Nothing I say, no matter how I say it, gets through to you. So now, I’m trying fresh tactics.”

“Dad...but the Academy? If I...I mean...if,” James sighed heavily and quickly wiped away the tear that was welling up in his right eye. “Even if I survive the training, I’ll just get killed as soon as I go out onto the battlefield.”

“Good,” his father said coldly. “The fear will build character.”

“Dad, give me another chance. Please.”

“No, I’m done with that. We’re trying something new.”

“Have you even fought a day in your life? Seriously, when was the last time you stood for anything? Refused to give up on something?”

“I refused to take no for an answer with your mother.”

“I believe that’s called extortion.”

“You know, smart guy...you wouldn’t be here today if she hadn’t married me.”

“Guess I owe you a resounding thanks.”

“Besides, you should be worrying about yourself instead of what I accomplished in life. Whether I had to fight or not doesn’t make a difference. I worked hard to keep this farm running and the only reason you’ve enjoyed being a bum all day is due to my labor.”

James laughed at that last part.

“Dad, you’re too funny. The only reason we’re still alive is because you probably got a side job somewhere. We both know that field isn’t producing a thing.”

His father became solemn then, turning to the ice box to scavenge together a new meal. James sighed and slouched in his seat. As his father began rustling through the contents, James glanced around the kitchen, already missing one of his favorite spots in the small two-story ranch house. The kitchen was about as big as a walk-in closet but it still managed to boast an ice box the width and length of an adult. There was an impressive counter that swung half-way through the room, closing off the wood burning stove and a cupboard which held hundreds of hand-stocked jarred food, courtesy of his father’s labor. The candles that lit up the room were strategically placed in each corner of the room, with one hanging on a shelf just above the stove for a little extra light while his father added the right spices to his signature raccoon stew. 

The floor was spotless, and the word “rat” would never be uttered there. The neighbors dreamed of such a kitchen. The Alter family wasn’t rich by any stretch of the imagination, but that didn’t stop them from being the envy of many. Visitors just couldn’t wrap their heads around the lavish décor, and the other three rooms of equal size, composing the living room, his father’s bedroom and his son’s. For James to have his own room, it classified him as a king and no less than a spoiled brat by even the best of his friends. James had to admit that although the farm was by far the bane of James’ existence, he did feel a small sense of pride over their home. 

He tried not to dwell too much on the details of how they were able to live in such a place lest he uncover some mystery that would result in their eviction—like his father was actually involved in crime or something of that nature. How his father could afford the lease on the village’s equivalent of a mansion was beyond everyone, including James. But despite the mystery, James wasn’t about to jeopardize his lifestyle for a little peace of mind. 

Still...it was a beautiful home. The very least he could do was help with the cleaning.

James focused his eyes aimlessly on a random corner, shamefully realizing that he had no part in helping his father with the upkeep of their home. But as soon as the guilt came, it left, as it always did.

It was a horrible practice of his—to forget. He could have probably avoided a lot of heartache and turmoil in life by replaying the events of his history, but it was hard for him to remember anything he didn’t find important. 

Sure, he could listen well enough. 

The problem was that he just didn’t care. 

So even though he felt bad for a moment, the feeling passed just as quickly. And in the end...he shrugged off his temporary shame and went through the motions that would ultimately lead to the end of the conversation. 

“I’m sorry,” he replied autonomously. “I should’ve done more...especially after Mom left.”

“I understand you needed time to cope. You were little, and I know how much of a Mama’s boy you were—”

James’ apologetic demeanor cracked.

“—but I think four years is more than enough time for—how old are you now? Twelve?”

“You know I’m older.”

“I just call it like I see it.”

“Hey, is there an early carriage to the Academy? I think if I pack really fast, I can get there ahead of schedule. You know, decorate my dorm room.”

His dad laughed. He got the message.

“We’ll have plenty of time apart before tomorrow comes,” he said. “Though it seems like an eternity.”

“Tomorrow? What do you mean? I only have one day? One day?! Is that really all?”

“What does it matter? Am I cutting into your beauty sleep?”

“No, I mean...I only have until tomorrow to listen to your sarcasm and insults? Why didn’t you tell me sooner? I’m overwhelmed with joy.”

“About to cry, aren’t you?” his dad smirked and James responded in kind.

It was a moment that occurred all too often. A mutual understanding laced with sarcastic humor. An understanding that let them both know that there was no point in wasting each other’s time. Their relationship wasn’t working, and as a result, his father had decided it would be better for them both if James left. 

James didn’t blame him. He knew he held his father back. From his dreams, his work, his honor. He was ashamed of his son and it was painfully obvious—the distant gaze in his eye whenever he stared at his son; the clench of his fists whenever James opened his mouth in defiance. Every day that James lived in his house was one day closer to him losing his sanity. 

Better for his son to leave now so that he could live his life free and clear. Or at least until James died...then he could go to the village square with a new song—one of his courageous son, who bravely joined the most dangerous academy in the whole world and fell by the sword with great honor and dignity. 

It wasn’t said between them...but they both agreed that he wasn’t coming back.

No one returned from the Sentinel Academy.

No one.

There were no such things as parades or welcome home celebrations, letters sent home, or postcards from exotic locations. Death had become so common for the families of the recruits that some even had a funeral for their sons and daughters the day after their departure. Still, the Academy would never close, no more than a morgue could. As long as there were warm bodies to fill its walls, the Academy would always be in business.

No one knew much about the school and what lay inside. There was simply an unsaid agreement that it was essential for their survival. No one talked specifically about what they were being protected from, but the citizens—especially the adults—were undeniably afraid of...something. A creak of a settling building brought sighs of discomfort and yelps of surprise. A citizen running a little too fast for the general populace’s taste brought about cries of worry and a wave of shutting doors and windows. 

And through the panic, their children suffered even more—of a fear of the unknown, never given an explanation as to what horrors ailed them so. The children were simply expected to obey their parents’ orders, because it was said to be what’s best for their well-being. And James realized that this was the reason no one would come to his aid if he announced his father’s wrong. The youth may secretly uproar, but only in secret—over the fear that their own parents may see their disobedience and think they too needed a lesson in maturity. 

A lesson the Academy was sure to teach.  

James wasn’t completely oblivious. He understood the purpose of a training school. Whatever enemies the Kingdom had, whatever evils were outside their walls—it was necessary to keep them at bay. The Sentinel Academy—the training facility for the Kingdom’s infantry...they had to be doing an adequate job, even if no one ever returned to confirm this belief. But James knew he couldn’t survive there. There was no doubt about that.

And that’s why he decided to run away.

Sure he’d pack, say his good-byes, and even head in the Academy’s general direction, but he would never make it to the entrance. When it came down to it, he’d rather betray his Kingdom than be sent off to die. It was finally time to gain the freedom he had longed for and who knew what services he could offer another village or another Kingdom? There had to be a better life than this.

“I guess I’ll say my good-byes in the morning,” James replied, getting up to go to his room. “Until then, take care.”

“You’re not going to spend some time with your dear old dad?”

“See you tomorrow,” James said bitterly.

He made his way upstairs, climbing each step sluggishly as if they pulled at his soles. Still, it was the burden wrapped around his shoulders that really bothered him. He had dreamed of leaving his father for as long as he could remember, but it was undeniable that he had a good thing going on at home. Free food, free shelter, no debt and the only downside were his father’s random, irrelevant lectures.  The thought “Mom would let me stay forever” crossed his mind, but he let it pass quickly. He didn’t think of his mother much, and there was no point really. Except for a few mementos and trinkets of nostalgia strewn around the house, a stranger would barely even know she existed.

Lazily, he sludged through the organized mounds of junk cluttering his room, making it feel like a crawlspace. Thank the Maker I haven’t attracted any major insects over the years, he thought. Actually, there hadn’t been a single fly buzzing around the house in months. The notion was strange to him but he soon shrugged off the thought. The insects wouldn’t be missed.

He plopped down on his sanctuary as hard as he could, knowing the goose feathers would envelope him like a cloud. It felt just as soft. He often found himself on his bed and not just for sleeping. It was his self-proclaimed “thinking cap.” And as if on cue, as soon as the silk-like pillow caressed his cheek and the blankets caressed his skin, the dam broke, and a flood of memories poured through his mind—faster than he could sort through. There was no rhyme or reason behind what he chose to think about. 

Usually, the flood would consist of what was for dinner that night or who was interested in whom at school. This time, however, it was all about the Academy. And the influx of worry was so strong, it felt like the levees were going to crumble and he was going to lose himself in a never-ending depression.

The Academy.

That Oblivion.

That suicide mission.

The recruits worked so hard to defend a Kingdom that never seemed to be attacked, and it wasn’t really worth protecting. He had heard that nearly half of the recruits didn’t even survive the training. What kind of regiment was that? 

James sucked his teeth in disdain and pressed the pillow firmly to his ear, as if he were closing the door to a vault. Shutting his eyes as tight as he could, he concentrated only on the darkness engulfing his vision. And before he knew it, he was asleep.

***
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“WE SHOULD GET SOME lunch,” a voice said from a distance, breaking through his subconscious. “I had oats for breakfast. You know how that stuff goes through me.”

“I know. It digests in like half an hour.”

“At least you get a half hour. I feel like I’m eating air.”

“Doesn’t your Mom make you bacon and eggs anymore? You used to brag about that every morning while I had to suffer on porridge.”

“She says I gotta watch my weight. No girl’s going to want me if I’m fat.”

“Your Mom said that? That’s kinda harsh.”

“She’s just saying that cuz she wants me to get married, eventually get a job and take care of her someday.”

“It’s still weird for a mom to say.” The voice stopped. James was vaguely aware of some scraping of shoes on the gravel outside of his window. There was a moment of silence.

“There goes my stomach again.”

“That was your stomach?!” the second voice cried in alarm. “Sheesh, I thought it was a gopher or something.”

“How do you know what a gopher sounds like? Do you even know what a gopher is?”

“Hey, just thought of something...since we’re here, shouldn’t we see if James wants some lunch too?”

“What time is it?”

A pause.

“Two o’ clock. Prime steak with extra onions time.”

“Then we shouldn’t bother. It’s not even four in the afternoon. You know he’s never awake before then.”

“Then how does he get to school?”

“Most days he doesn’t. You know that.”

“And he’s passing?”

“No,” the voice said flatly.

“Man, that’s cold. Shouldn’t you lower your voice? He might hear you.”

“He knows who he is. He won’t care.”

The voices trailed off as the last sentence forced James awake. There was no way he was going back to sleep now. And as slow as they walked, he figured he could perform his morning ritual and still catch up to them. Jennings was going to pay. He had to be the one who made that last comment. His mouth lacked a filter, and James suddenly had a mind to give him one. What right did he have passing judgment so casually? So what if James had told him he was a “slacker, born and raised?” That didn’t mean he could talk about him behind his back. It was time to settle the score.

James rolled off the bed to his hands and knees, quickly busted out twenty push-ups, turned around to give the Maker a quick “thank you,” and then immediately launched himself into a pile of clothes, threw on his favorite coat, and ran out of the room. He could still hear his friends talking at the street corner when he burst out of the house and hit the ground running. 

They had to be on their way to Stuff and Gorge, the only working restaurant in Allay. It was bound to be crowded, but no one seemed to mind. Not only was it the sole place to eat out, it was also very cheap and all-you-can-eat, which meant everyone in the Kingdom had this place to thank for the muffin tops they called a stomach. James was grateful for his fast metabolism.

It didn’t take long to catch up to them. 

Jennings may have been a football star, and an athlete with little to no fat on him, but his partner in crime was Korey, a faithful customer of Stuff and Gorge. No doubt he was keeping them at a comfortable pace.

James tried sneaking up on them but he was sure Jennings caught him out the corner of his eye as they turned onto the next street. The following conversation confirmed it. 

“Was that James just now?” Jennings asked rhetorically.

“Let me see...was it a light-skinned, short-haired teenager with the same loose black shirt, dark blue pants and ‘vintage’ coat?”

“Yeah, that’s him.”

“Then yes, we saw him. I think he was attempting to scare us.”

“Even his tricks are lazy.”

“Guess you guys just love to gossip, huh?” James remarked, knowing his cover was blown. Jennings smirked with his signature pretty-boy smile. The smile that made simple-minded villagers forgive all his dirty dealings.

“The only reason we said those things was because we knew you were there,” Jennings replied, moving out of the path of a moving pile of hay. The village was catching its second wind, finishing up the mid-day chores and transactions. James usually didn’t notice, but today for some reason, he didn’t mind taking in the smell of manure, straw, and sweat permeating the air. It was disgusting, but it was home.

“Still no reason to talk about my clothes or my character,” James’ voice cracked as he matched the stride of his friends.

“Alright. Alright. I’m sorry. You can be so sensitive...but while we are on the subject, why do you wear the same clothes every day? Especially that coat. Is it a family heirloom or something?”

“It was my father’s. My mother gave it to him a few days before she left. When she disappeared, he gave it to me. He felt like she had been planning her departure for a while, the way she gave it to him.”

“What’s it say on the back again?”

“Farewell.”

“Oh, that’s dark,” Jennings said, his voice trailing off.

“So, James,” Korey interjected. “What are you doing up so early?”

“A couple of friends of mine wouldn’t shut up outside my window.”

“Aww,” Jennings laughed. “I know how getting less than twelve hours messes up your whole schedule. Need some coffee?”

“Nah, lunch with you two should wake me up, especially if Korey’s eating. It’s like watching ants rip an injured fly apart—disgusting, but it’s sure hard to look away.”

“Hey,” Korey laughed. “You don’t eat like a civilized human being yourself.”

“The fact is, both of you disgust me,” Jennings said firmly. “But having you around is the only way I get to show my face at the restaurant. The way you two load up your plates, no one bothers glancing at mine. I can eat to my heart’s content and still maintain my reputation.”

“James, you got money right?” Korey asked abruptly.

“Of course,” he declared proudly. “I horde my money like we’re about to have a famine.”

“Just asking. Because I was just wondering if your father cut your allowance again.” Korey chuckled as he tripped over his own foot. The conversation didn’t miss a beat. They were used to his clumsiness, especially around the raised cobblestones that covered the ground. Jennings was usually quick to make a smart remark but since they had been friends for so long, no one thought much of it. Jennings was often aware of his comments but only after they had already been said, and so each day in the privacy of his home, he would silently pray that his friends wouldn’t find him too arrogant.

The villagers saw only the superstar jock, and while he loved the attention, he knew that he needed real friends too. The kind he could talk to uncensored and raw about life, women, and where he needed help in his short-comings. Friends that would love him no matter what, even if the general public would someday turn against him. He was a jerk, but he was their jerk, and he was happy to remind them just how corrupted his thinking was at times. James, on the other hand, wasn’t quite ready to bear his all in front of others, even to those close to him.

“What’s my father got to do with anything?” James asked.

“Whenever I think about your father,” Korey sighed. “And it’s a lot—”

“—weird—”

“—I think about him trying to grow corn on that fertile ground and how he still hasn’t managed to do it. I know you didn’t get your money from him, so I was wondering what he actually sells. The clothes on his back? The food he secretly buys from the market? I’ve seen the jars in your house. That’s gotta be it. And it would explain why you ran outside so fast. You must be starving!”

“We’re doing fine actually...somehow. I think my dad has a side job he’s not telling me about. There’s no way he could still own the farm with what he grows. His savings have to be shot by now. I don’t know how he manages.”

“Can’t be a side job,” Korey said. “Small village like this? Too many people would know who he is. Do you have a job you’re not telling anyone about?”

Jennings burst out laughing.

“Good point,” Korey said. “Well, about your dad then. Did you ask him how he keeps the farm afloat? I mean, you have that house. It’s not the castle or anything, but it’s still the biggest house in the village.”

“I asked him once,” James said flatly, looking over to Jennings. “But he just yelled out that farming is all he needs or something. I didn’t really hear the whole thing.”

“Typical,” Jennings muttered. “Hey look, there’s the restaurant.”

The restaurant was actually Sally Marie’s house. Sure, the place was small, and in serious need of expansion, but that didn’t stop the villagers from crowding into any vacant chair or corner they could find. By clearing out the first floor and replacing all the furniture with wooden tables and cushioned chairs, every room but the kitchen had become a dining room. Legend had it that she slept on the roof when the place closed down for the night. The villagers whispered that the Maker himself bestowed recipes from Paradise upon her while she slept up there. Her food was so good, even the most ornery of villagers swore to its authenticity. 

Stuff and Gorge had been an instant success upon its opening and had been in business before James and his friends were born. Jennings used to tease Korey, saying that Sally Marie was secretly his grandmother and that that’s why he’d gotten doubly fat while the rest of the villagers were just fighting off a couple of fleshy tires. Korey rarely took offense to the insult. He genuinely wished they were family.

“The line goes all the way out the door,” Korey whined when their destination came into view.

“You expected different?” Jennings grunted in annoyance. He obviously had.

“Still, it’s worth the wait. Seriously, where does she get all that food?”

“Probably steals it from James’ dad. It’s why we never see the crops.”

James chuckled, despite himself. Sally Marie had to have had a deal with half of the farmers to be able to meet the demand.

“I can’t say too much,” Korey said, rearing up on his tip-toes to see over Michael Crick’s ginormous head. He was a tall and wide theater director, ritually stuffing and gorging himself after a particularly atrocious rehearsal. Korey continued the conversation.

“Can’t say much at all,” he repeated.

“Why’s that?” James asked. He could care less if they made fun of his father.

“I’d probably have nothing to sell if I was a farmer. I snack too much.”

“Maybe...”

“Ever thought about taking over the family business, James?”

“Why? You want a job?”

“No. Just wondering.”

“How could he be a farmer when he knows nothing about it?” Jennings, of course.

“What can I say?” James replied, shrugging his shoulders. “He’s right.”

“Do you want to be a farmer?”

“Not really, but I might have to learn it just in case.”

“You should talk to Leidy,” Jennings said as he nodded at his own suggestion. “She’s definitely got the farmer’s touch.”

“What’s the farmer’s touch?”

“I don’t know,” Jennings sighed. “I just made it up—whatever—she’s good at what she does.”

“Yeah, she’s so successful that she has no time for us anymore. When was the last time we all hung out? The four of us?”

“Can’t remember.”

Korey growled in anger. Michael Crick and a few others in line turned around and looked at them cautiously. A couple little girls further up giggled. 

“What was that?” James asked, raising his eyebrow. “A dying lion?”

“This line hasn’t moved in five minutes,” Korey mumbled.

“Well, stop thinking about your stomach and join the conversation,” Jennings snapped back. 

“We should go to Leidy’s store. She runs it when her parents need a break. We might be able to get some free fruit to tide us over.”

“You do know that this line isn’t going to hold our spot.”

“I don’t care. I’m just hungry.”

“Doesn’t matter to me,” James said as Jennings threw his hands into the air. 

The three of them left the line simultaneously and a couple people behind them cheered under their breath. Thankfully, it was only a couple streets down to Leidy’s. It was really her parents’ store and it actually had no name, being known as the “fruit store” by the villagers, but since Leidy did all the work, friends called it by her name. 

The villagers didn’t know what to think of Leidy and her unusual character. She was as plain as dirt even by the village’s standards, and her attire usually consisted of a dingy tank top and a pair of manure-stained loose pants that she refused to wash. She never wore shoes. And she cared little for what others thought of her since her assertive attitude had always gotten her ahead in life.  Not to say she was arrogant or full of pride. She was actually a sweet and well-mannered individual...until she set her sights on something she wanted. Then she transformed.

It took only ten minutes to journey to Leidy’s corner store, and to their amusement, she was already doing her rounds of kicking non-spenders out onto the street.

“You’ve been scaring ma customers long enough!” Leidy scolded one man, her thick accent already making them laugh. No one knew how to label it, but it sounded like she was chewing peanut butter when she talked.

“I’m not scaring them!” the man pleaded. “I’m warning them!” He was wearing a stained poncho with a number of patches on the exterior. Korey muttered something about the man’s name being John.

“Warning em o what?” Leidy asked, giving him an evil eye. “R great savings and discount prices? Cuz if it’s anything otter than that, yeh gotta go!”

“Judgment is coming! The Maker will soon destroy Allay for its disobedience and complacency!”

“I hear yeh alright. Yehr being too complacent in buying ma products, and too disobedient in leaving ma store, but I’m no Maker!  Just a lady wit a growing temper that rivals his own!”

“I’m leaving now, but I’ll be back tomorrow!”

“Well, I guess I’ll see yeh in tha morning. In tha mean time, I pray tha good Maker will take yeh by then!”

The beggar left surprisingly unscathed. Leidy shook her head in disbelief as she turned toward her friends. Her eyes immediately lit up in joy as she saw them, chuckling amongst themselves.

“Next time I’ll charge for tha show,” she laughed. “How are ma boys?”

“Well entertained, Lei-Lei,” Jennings laughed. “Never a dull moment with you.”

“Sometimes I pray there were, but it’s not ma lot in life. Now...what r yeh three up to today?”

“Hungry,” Korey sighed.

“Oh, I see,” she frowned. “I kick out one beggar ta get three in his stead. Yehr like locusts...all o yeh, but I shoulda known from yehr tired faces. Well then, come along. I’ll close up shop and join yeh. I’ll get us a feast from tha produce that’s about to expire in tha back.”

“Only the best,” Jennings laughed, rolling his eyes. The fact they were getting any free food from her at all was a miracle.

Leidy headed over to the money till behind the counter and began counting the change from the day. One guy from the back of the store ran through the aisles as if a stampede were behind him and he threw a bag of apples onto the counter like he was reaching out for a touchdown. He refused to look up at her as he began fishing through his pockets for some change. Leidy ignored him, even when he threw the coins onto the counter.

“Hey! Lady! I need you to tell me how much these cost!”

Leidy scowled at him and gave him her signature evil eye.

“Since I don’t know yeh, I must assume yehr sayin lady in a derogatory manner, and not because yehr saying ma name.”

He stared at her in puzzlement.

“What?!”

“Put ta apples back where yeh found em. Shop’s closed.”

“It’s three-fifty,” he said, looking down at his watch. “Shop doesn’t close till four.”

“Well ma till closes at three-fifty, but window shoppers r welcome.”

“Are you serious?”

“Serious as childbirth.”

The man grunted an expletive under his breath and threw the apples to where the grapefruit lay. He stormed out as Leidy chuckled to herself.

“Little old me gettin a grown man all ruffled like that. Makes ma day every time!”

“So are we eating now?” Korey whimpered. Jennings smacked him upside his head.

“Of course we are...MA!” Leidy screamed toward the back. “I’m leaving now! Close up!”

“Think she heard you?” James winced, cupping his ears.

“She’ll close up,” Leidy muttered. “This shop is all we got after all.”

Leidy picked up a wooden basket from behind the counter, overflowing with juiciness. 

“To tha meadow in tha north, gentlemen,” she ordered militaristically and the rest followed like a pack of hungry dogs.

The meadow wasn’t very big, but it was arguably the most beautiful spot in the village, not only because it was the sole place you could find untouched flowers and unpaved grass, but primarily because it led to a steep hill which gave the Kingdom of Allay its most impressive view of all: the castle. 

Sure, one could look all around them and admire the geography of the Kingdom itself. Its oval shape, fortified by giant cement walls with only a few miniature exits located respectively to the east, west, and south. The Academy was located by the south exit, barely visible by an ever-advancing army of gigantic vines and exotic foliage. And the village was found in the middle—a labyrinth of huts and shops that could easily have been the world’s largest shopping district (though no outsiders visited).

But the castle was far and above their shining beacon. A declaration to all that they were not just a people scrambling for importance. They were a Kingdom, and therefore they deserved respect for achieving such a status. Over time, however, the people had lost their way and now they didn’t act like nobility at all. Hardly anyone talked about the castle, yet whenever traveled outside the confines of the village, they opted for the beautiful hill before it rather than any other location. It was a great mystery to James.  

If it were up to him, he would have moved his house even closer to enjoy the sight, but it was as if the village shrunk farther and farther from it, crowding together and condensing every year, moving away from the north and southern exits as far as it could, as if an invisible danger was constantly lurking, waiting to devour them all. 

Even as you moved from the core to the outskirts, less and less tenants inhabited the residential complexes, resulting in the outer lining of the village being completely composed of condemned homes and beggars of the lowest means. Beggars that strangely stayed away from the eerily quiet castle.

Supposedly a king and queen once lived there, and now a steward reigned in their place, comfortably dictating everyone’s lives, but James never saw any evidence of this. Whenever he asked a villager about the castle or its royalty, their answers were as vague as a weather report. Yet, it was still an unspoken understanding that whoever lived up there was still in charge. James had no opinion in the matter, and as a result he cast the royal family in the same category as the Maker—nowhere to be found. Not that that stopped him from following the decrees and ordinances that were passed upon him.  

“What do yeh suppose they’re doin now?” Leidy sighed as she began distributing lunch.

“Who?” Korey asked with little interest.

“The king and queen.”

It was a conversation that was often brought up between them but never concluded to anyone’s satisfaction. Still, they each gave their own conjectures as they ate greedily. 

“They probably take a percentage of the people’s hard-earned money,” Korey said through bouts of chewing. “Even if they might be lands away.”

“If they do,” Leidy interjected, “I haven’t seen any taxman. We must not be that important.”

Jennings yawned as he reached for another apple.

“Well, no one’s actually seen the king and queen for years.”

“So someone’s seen them?” James asked, intrigued.

“Oh, I’m just speculating. The way everyone’s so silent, I suspect as much.”

“There may be no one up there at all,” Leidy said. “And we’re all alone, governing ourselves.”

Leidy—always the realist.

“That’s scary,” James said.

“It would explain why no one’s kicked James’ dad off the farm,” Korey guffawed.

“Just imagine if that castle was empty,” Leidy continued. “Yeh know, we should check it out someday soon. If it’s empty, I’d like ta see if there’s anything valuable inside.”

“What if someone really is up there? We could be hanged,” Korey said. “No, I’m with James. It’s too scary. I’m sure there’s a reason no one’s talking and it might be best to keep it that way.”

“I’m not one to stay ignorant forever,” Jennings replied.

“Curiosity killed the cat.”

“Yea, but satisfaction brought him back,” Leidy interjected.

“Where did you hear that ridiculous line?”

“I think I heard it in a dream.”

“And this is where we get our proverbs and words of wisdom,” Jennings laughed. “Perfect.”

“Sure ain’t from our parents,” James muttered. 

“So it’s decided,” Leidy said in excitement. “We’ll check out the castle in a couple o’ days.”

“Who decided?” Jennings retorted. “You? Leidy, you’re forever deciding things for us to do.”

“If yeh don’t do as I say, who will get yeh free food?”

Dead silence. 

“Well played,” Jennings nodded. They all burst out laughing and James patted Leidy on the back. She was taken by surprise as she immediately jerked forward, almost dropping her banana in the fine manicured grass below. She came up quickly after retrieving it, but her curtain of red hair slapped James in the face on the return. He spat in a panic as some flew into his mouth and he threw up his hands to fight off the onslaught. It only got him more entangled. 

“I think that’s the closest thing to a kiss James is ever gonna get,” Jennings laughed. James glared at him and Leidy giggled as she picked strands of hair from his face.

“Geez, Leidy,” James whined. “It’s like a spider web. When was the last time you washed that thing?”

“Not trying ta impress no guy, so I figure why bother?”

“Doesn’t it smell?” Jennings asked.

“Yes,” James said quickly.

“Smells natural,” Leidy said as she took a handful of her hair and took a whiff. “Smells good ta me.”

“Wow,” Korey said with eyes wide open. “That is gross.”

“All these pixies running around trying ta get a bum to clean up after. I’m in no rush. Trying ta make something o’ myself first. All love brings you is heartache and headaches.”

“Says the girl who’s never been in love,” Jennings snickered. “You just wait. You’ll meet Mr. Right and then all of a sudden you’ll be in the hair salon getting bathed in...strawberry autumn blossom or whatever they call those fragrances.”

“I know ma priorities.”

“Sure you do.”

“Anyways,” Leidy said, putting an arm around James’ neck. “Now that James had his first hair kiss, we’re practically engaged. Surely he has ta come wit me on a castle expedition now. Our first date.”

“Wish I could,” James muttered, thinking of tomorrow. This was it. Now or never.

“What,” Korey replied. “You going on vacation for a few days?”

“I love how Korey’s acting like he’s going to the castle all of a sudden,” Jennings replied.

“You look glum, James,” Leidy ignored Korey and leaned into James’ face. “Not gettin enough sleep?”

Korey giggled and Jennings punched him in the arm.

“Let the man talk.”

“I’ll be leaving tomorrow,” James sighed, feeling a little embarrassed. “For the Academy.”

He let the information sink in as his friends looked at one another in horror.

“The Academy,” Jennings said in all seriousness, leaning towards him. “The Sentinel Academy?”

“Yeah. One and the same.”

“What’d you fill out an application while you were sleep walking?”

“My father,” he said. That was all that needed to be said. Jennings shook his head in disbelief.

“Oh,” Korey said quietly, looking out towards the castle.

“Oh!” Leidy cried as she wrapped her arms around James’ neck. She began to sob into his cheek and he immediately thrust her off violently.

“Geez, Leidy. I’m not dead yet.”

“But...no one comes back. No one, James.”

“I know,” he said firmly. If she didn’t shut up soon, he was going to start crying himself.

“I know he wants to motivate you,” Jennings said through a clenched jaw, “even make a man out of you. All that garbage. But this is ridiculous. He knows the statistics, the life expectancy. Does he want to get you killed?”

“You’re making me think he does.”

“There’s still some hope, isn’t there?” Korey asked.

“When yeh go to tha Academy,” Leidy sobbed. “It’s like a death sentence. Yeh know we’re a small Kingdom, and no one in r village knows basic combat. We’ve been in a bubble. The Academy trains lost souls, citizens of Allay that have nothin left ta lose. They train them ta die. Ta become sacrifices for whatever Kingdoms r out there so they’ll leave us alone.”

“Tell me something I don’t know!” James shouted at her.

“You don’t really think there are other Kingdoms out there, do you?” Korey inquired.

“We’ve all seen tha strange markin’s and scars o battle along tha Kingdom walls,” Leidy said assuredly. “Somethin went down around here. Coulda been a hundred years ago but there’s evidence of others out there.”

“So you don’t actually know?” Jennings asked.

“No.”

“Then why are you scaring him with stories of sacrificial offerings and death? All we know is that anyone who goes to the Academy never comes back, and is usually reported dead within a few months. We don’t actually know if they die. They may become ambassadors of Allay, negotiating for our safety instead of dying for it.”

“Regardless,” Leidy sobbed. “It’s a sacrifice.”

“Can his father just sign him up like that?’ Korey asked.

“Yeah,” Jennings said. “Unless he’s proven that he has a stable occupation that benefits the community, he can be drafted, so to speak.”

“Guess you should’ve gotten a job, James,” Korey said.

“It doesn’t matter,” Jennings smirked. “We all know James. First chance he gets, he’ll make his escape. He might be leaving us, but he’s not going to the Academy.”

James hated Jennings sometimes.

“Why would you say that?” James snapped at him. “You’re making me sound like a coward.”

Jennings got up and stared directly into his face, their noses nearly touching. Jennings knew to call his bluff.

“Because you are,” he whispered. James clenched his jaw, imagining scenarios in which he might be able to win against the athlete, but nothing came to mind. So he did what he was best at, regardless of what his friends thought of him.

He was going to leave.

“You never gave me a chance to say what I thought of the whole thing,” James said as he began backing away.

“Don’t have to,” Jennings said, his eyebrows lifting at seeing his friend starting to back off towards the village. “Your face says it all. The only reason you’d consider otherwise is because I’m making you think of it right now.”

James kept walking backwards.

“Well, it’s been fun,” he called. “But I gotta go. Have to become a soldier tomorrow.”

“Are you seriously going to the Academy? Don’t go just because I called you a wuss.”

“Guess you’ll find out.”

“We’ll be seein yeh, James,” Leidy cried, running forward and giving him a kiss on the cheek. She began crying loudly again so he turned away from her, in case he started getting emotional too. Korey gave him a lazy goodbye with a wave of the hand and a sunken expression on his face, and Jennings contributed with a head nod, his competitive spirit finally subsiding.

“See you, Jennings,” James said, turning to head back home. He was pissed. What right did Jennings have calling him out like that? Was he saying that if he was in the same situation, he would just go through with it like a mindless idiot? As much as James’ pride was wounded though, he couldn’t deny that Jennings was right. 

He would have to make his escape.

But he didn’t think running made him a coward. He just saw nothing positive about going through the Academy’s program. Even if he tried his best and ascended through the ranks, it would only bring him a quicker death as his graduation would send him straight to the battlefield. The only ones who never had to worry about anything were the King and Queen. All they had to do was survive their own birth. What else did they ever have to work for?

James made it home quickly, ready to go to bed early and face the next day as it arrived. But unfortunately, his father was already waiting, in the same position he had left him in—cooking on the stove. Probably ready to “share his wisdom” with his son.

Sure, James had his own beliefs and opinions, but he decided there was no point in relaying them to others. They’d either laugh and think that he was joking, or that he was really dumb. And it did sound ridiculous when it was said out loud. 

Laziness as a way of life? 

It made no sense to the logical mind. But James figured that it was better to stay still and wait for conflict to come to him than to go looking for it. People were too quick to act on impulse, to get themselves into messes they could’ve easily avoided. If only I had had the foresight to avoid this one, he thought.

“Hello,” James’ father said, with no hint of ulterior motive in his voice. James wasn’t fooled.

“Hey, dad,” he said flatly, taking a seat next to him as his father began eating a couple of fried eggs.

“Long day?” his father asked through bites.

“You know it...Jennings and the gang—we all had lunch in the meadow.”

“That’s good. Last moments together, huh?”

“More like last memories.”

“You’ll see them again someday.”

“Says who?” he raised his voice, wavering on the brink of disrespect.

“There’s no reason you can’t. When vacation break comes next summer, you can visit.”

“Nobody comes back over summer vacation, Dad. No one’s lived that long.”

“Just because no one comes back home doesn’t mean they all die. Maybe they go to the Academy and find something worth staying for. A sense of purpose.”

“Yeah, right,” James snapped. His dad gave him a glare.

“You believe what people say too much,” he said casually, keeping his gaze steady. “And you’re too lazy to see if it’s true. You fail to understand that anything worth knowing requires hard work. Not half stepping. I’m talking blood-coming-from-your-hands, sweat-blurring-your-vision kind of work.”

“Dad, Leidy cried today because I told them I’m leaving. She never cries. Never.”

“Crying when someone’s leaving is only natural.”

“Dad, but my friends—”

“—are overrated.”

“What?” James yelled back at him. He got up from the table and looked at his father angrily. His father barely moved.

“Friends come and go. When you go to the next grade in school. When you move. When you have a change in interests. There’s nothing wrong with friends. But you place too much value in them. When you leave, their lives will go on and slowly but surely, you will take up less and less of their thoughts. Someday you’ll understand, James. You have to be a man of principle, and live for yourself first. Get your act together. Then you can enjoy the pleasures of this life.”

“Just because you lost all your friends, that doesn’t mean I will.”

“I know...but like I said. Lives go on. Even if you’re still committed to them, they may grow well accustomed to life without you.”

“There’s no point in talking about this right now. We’ll see when the time comes.”

“Fine, but there is one more thing I wanted to talk to you about.”

“What is it?” James sighed through his restrained emotions.

“I know you’re not happy about this whole Academy thing, but I really do think it’s in your best interests to give it a shot. Don’t run away from this. This is an opportunity to make something of yourself.”

“Who says I want to be a soldier?”

“No one. But you may find the discipline and resolve necessary to carry you into what you actually want in life. You can be whatever you want to be, James. But you need to grow up.”

“That’s a lie all parents say, but it doesn’t line up with the conditions around us. It’s not reality.”

“It’s true.”

“What if I wanted to fly? That’s impossible.”

“Not necessarily. You might have to study the physics. Maybe understand how birds fly in the first place. After all, a lot of our inventions and infrastructures are based off of ideas that were taken from examining nature.”

“What if I wanted to be king?”

“Might have to become devoted to that goal completely. Pursue and devote your very life to a princess or queen. Show you’re the best man for the job and that you’re not in it for the wrong reasons.”

“What about the Maker?”

“...James.”

“What? I can be anything, right?”

“You might be able to convince some that you’re him,” his father sighed. “People tend to be gullible. But don’t be surprised if the consequences of such an act aren’t what you intended.”

“One more question then. If I can be anything...why are you nothing?”

His father laughed heartily. Not at all what James was expecting. But before he could recover from the surprise, his father leapt out of his chair and lunged at him. In a second, James was backed up against the wall. The force of the slam caused several spices and pots from the counter to fall to their feet as his father made him suddenly realize that under his grip, he was still just a child.

“A sniveling, pompous little brat to the end,” he breathed heavily in his son’s face. James didn’t dare move. “You drone on and on about what you believe in but at the first sign of trouble I know you’ll run. Just like your mother. You stand there and say I’m nothing, but then what does that make you? So what if your father’s not what you want him to be? So what if your momma ran out on you? So what? You’re the problem. Just you. At the end of the day, we choose what we are, and what you are is a coward.”

James gulped down his fear and balled up a fist. His father looked down at it and then back up and into his son’s eyes, chuckling from within and giving him a smirk of superiority.

“Am I making you mad? Am I finally getting a rise out of you? Or are you too lazy to take action?”

He chuckled and let his son loose from his grip. Brushing himself off, James continued to stare at his father in disdain as the man marched away, still confident, and silently reveling in the fact that he was still the alpha male. James sneered and spat out the words he had been holding back for years. It was the only attack that could hit its mark with deadly, painful accuracy.

“She left because of you!”

His father stopped in his tracks, sighed heavily and turned his head, his lips barely visible as he spoke.  

“Get out of my house...tonight. You have ten minutes to gather your things.”

“Where am I supposed to go?” James asked in shock.

“The Academy. You wanted to get there early, didn’t you?”

“I need more than ten minutes.”

“Any longer and your stuff goes in the burn barrel.”

And without another word, he stormed out of the house, giving his son the space to gather his belongings. James huffed as soon as the door closed, feeling like flipping the kitchen table over. So that’s going to be the good-bye of my old man, he thought. One last kick to the groin.

“Fine,” he muttered to himself and headed upstairs to his bedroom for the last time. He was barely aware of what he was doing, just throwing a bunch of clothes into a satchel, too angry to think straight.

He finally stomped downstairs with his satchel over his shoulder, deciding to raid the ice box one last time, grabbing everything he could carry and making sure to break his dad’s precious eggs on the way out. He barely looked back when he headed out the door.

Thankfully it was still warm outside so he wouldn’t have to fight the climate, but where was he going to go on such short notice? Jennings’s parents were clinically insane and would probably end up giving him a beat down just for interrupting their beauty rest. Korey’s parents were no better and Leidy would hurt him personally, especially since she had to wake up early in the morning to open the store. She might forgive him this once and let him stay the night since he was on his way out, but he really didn’t want to bother her. Once more, his father’s words had gotten through to him...as they always did. Suddenly, he felt utterly alone.

There were no benches or conveniently flat boulders to lie on so James knew that he would have to settle for the ground, ladled with hay, mud, and hungry critters on the hunt...which also meant he wasn’t going to get any sleep that night. Best to just stay up. 

But what was he going to do so late at night? What was his plan anyway? He had never actually thought about where he was going to go instead of the Academy. He had heard there were other Kingdoms but he had no clue of which direction they were in, and the people in the village were so scared of going outside the borders that he figured there had to be something dangerous. 

Wouldn’t that be ironic? he thought. Abandon the Academy because I would get killed there, only to be killed because I didn’t go.

James sighed and started walking toward the carriage hut. Wherever he was eventually headed, it was best to start there. It was only a five minute walk, and it was well past dark so no one was up in the village to catch his movements. 

No one to watch my leaving, he said to himself. No one to weep over my departure.

When he arrived at the hut, the driver was sleeping, snoring and nearly toppling over onto his horses. It must have been a light doze, however, for when James came near, he turned to him as if they had already exchanged pleasantries.

“Where to, young one?” he asked, steadying the reins in his hand. One horse neighed as if to wake the other.

“I’m not sure,” James said. “But I want to go somewhere far. Are there any Kingdoms you can take me to?”

“Now why would you want to go do a thing like that? Those other Kingdoms will kill you on sight, just for being part of Allay.”

“Why’s that?”

“I don’t know. The boss says I have to tell anyone that asks. Never been too far outside the walls myself.”

“Okay...so where can I go? What’s the farthest you’ll take me?”

“Edge of the forest. You’d be on your own from there though. It’s pretty dangerous. I hear there’s poisonous snakes by the thousands.”

“Okay,” James shrugged. Supposedly, no place was safe. “I’ll go there.”

“That will be hundred shell.”

“A HUNDRED SHELL?” he yelled. The driver twisted a finger in his right ear.

“That’s right. Times are tough. Nobody travels outside the village anymore.”

“That’s most people’s annual salary!”

“Well, I can drop it to eighty shell if that helps.”

“I barely have five.”

“Wow. Geez. Sorry, son. You’re out of luck then.”

“Where can I go for that price?”

“The Academy. It’s not that far from where we sit.”

“The Academy? Seriously?”

“It’s actually a free ride if that interests you. All those who sign up for the place aren’t charged. Got to be some perks to throwing your life away, right?...but, if you want to hand me the five shell anyways, you know, I do have a wife and child to feed.”

James sighed and closed his eyes, weighing his options. He could always walk to wherever this forest was...but, he honestly had no idea what lay in store. The driver did say it was dangerous...so maybe, just maybe, the Academy was best...for now. It would have a bed and some food waiting for him if he went, and that didn’t sound so bad. Perhaps he could stay for a month or so and then try his hand at the forest. No one said he had to stay at the Academy against his will. And in the meantime, he could find out more about which direction the other Kingdoms were in.

But was this really the right answer?

“To the Academy it is,” he found himself saying. The driver nodded and motioned for him to get into the stagecoach. 

“I hear there’s a storm coming in, so I hope you don’t mind if I take it slow. Should be there in no more than a few hours.”

“Thank you,” he sighed and then he climbed into the back of the wooden structure. 

For the first time in his adolescence, there was no flood of thoughts rushing into James’ mind once he laid his head down.

But it might have been because he had no pillow.
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Chapter 2 – Orientation
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James moped over the previous day’s events as he stepped lazily off the carriage. The horses whinnied towards him, as if they were annoyed with his hesitation, and he suddenly understood why. The climate itself had transformed completely over the course of their journey. Warmth had completely succumbed to violently strong and cold winds, howling like banshees all around them—cutting through his clothes like they were made of string and shrieking in his ears like raging ghosts.

The horses whinnied again. The longer he stayed in the wagon, the longer they would have to endure the skin-piercing winds, mysteriously cutting through their thick hides. At least when they were moving, they found some solace. James rolled his eyes at them and half-stepped, half-jumped onto the wet slush below.

Wait. Snow? When did that happen?

“How long was I asleep?” he asked the driver. It was still dark so it couldn’t have been too long of a ride. 

“Just a couple of hours. I know things look strange, but the weather’s different over here.”

“I see,” he said. James handed him the five shell. It was the least he could do.

James clutched the collar of his coat and tried blowing a ring of vapor from his mouth as the driver nodded in his direction. With barely a wave, the driver snapped the reins and wasted no time in heading back to the village. James didn’t blame him. Being in the presence of the Academy itself had to make anyone uncomfortable, and he was doing his absolute best to not think about its intimidating presence.

He blew another ring of vapor, still in awe over how cold it had gotten. Then he decided to blow another, and for a moment, he mused over what the record for blowing vapor rings was when he suddenly shook his head to get rid of the thought. He couldn’t afford to be distracted, not at a place like this. He had to learn how to focus and stop playing so much. 

He looked around, realizing for the first time how still the atmosphere was. There was no welcoming party. No one to greet his arrival. Not even a doorman. Just the eerie feeling that he was being watched. The wind died down as he glanced up at the colossal steel door towering over him.

He grabbed his satchel and adjusted it over his shoulder until he was comfortable, his thoughts already trailing off. He tried to decide whether to enter the Academy doors looking scared or like he was a force to be reckoned with. After all, first impressions were everything. 

He could probably get some sympathy by looking like the scared new kid, but then again, there was no guarantee he wouldn’t be made fun of, so that option was out. 

Bad boy it is, he decided.

He lowered his eyes to appear bored and tensed his jaw as if he were constantly angry. Swinging his satchel over his other shoulder, he tilted his head slightly to the left. Pushing the rusted steel door entrance door to the side, he stepped through, trying not to snicker at the thought of what he must look like. 

I’ll just need a chump to be my lackey and I’m good to go, he thought as he surveyed the empty courtyard beyond the doors, flat and barren with only the slush providing contours in the landscape.

Enormous pillars made of white stone extended down to the main Academy building in two parallel straight lines, lanterns hanging from each one, barely lit. Though the yard had no roof over it, it was somehow darker than when he had been outside its doors, creating an effect that screamed out it was haunted.

Suddenly he was thankful no one was there to greet him. They might catch the fear creeping onto his face.  

At least he thought that no one was there.

He didn’t see the open palm swinging toward his mouth. 

As it struck, he cried out in shock, swinging his satchel in retaliation at the attacker, but missing horribly. He heard the culprit snicker from the shadows as he grabbed James’ satchel with little effort. James stood there dumbstruck, and watched as the mysterious attacker used his own possessions against him, swiping his legs from underneath him and forcing him into the wet slush below. The attacker chuckled from underneath his coat as he stepped further into the light. 

“You would have gotten more of a welcome acting like the new kid.” 

The stranger was tall and skinny, but not lanky. Jet black hair flowed down from the crown of his head like it had life of its own, with a thick layer of hair covering his left eye as if he was trying to hide something in the retina. The eye that did reveal itself was piercing, intense, and full of life, but not of excitement. It was searching for something, with an intensity that advised caution to anyone who stepped in his path. And James had no doubt that this stranger sought to match his wardrobe with the darkness in his stare. A long, black coat draped his body, finely pressed and only accentuating his cold demeanor. With the dark fabrics clothing him, the stranger’s right eye was only further intensified as it was the first thing anyone saw beyond the black void.  

“Who are you?” James demanded cautiously. This was not his father. He couldn’t just say anything that popped into his mind.

“If I tell you my name, you’ll be obligated to tell me yours, and then I might get sentimental when you’re killed in the field, so if it’s all right with you, I’d rather skip the introductions.” 

The stranger stared him down, waiting for a reply as James stood up uncomfortably and brushed himself off. Was this a teacher here? Or someone playing a cruel joke? His voice was so foreboding and threatening that it bordered on the line of scary and entertaining. 

“So, what do I call you in the mean time?” 

“Just call him Kyran,” a deep, gruff and intellectual voice stated behind them. James instantly figured that the new figure arriving had to be an actual teacher. His voice begged to be heard. 

“You’re no fun, Arimus. I wanted to greet this one.” Kyran said with no excitement whatsoever. Every sentence that came out of his mouth was monotone and just as sinister as his visage.

“You have odd tactics, my friend,” Arimus said. “But I must ask you to spare our company of what you would have dared to call yourself.” 

Kyran didn’t say a word and handed James the satchel. 

“Make no mistake,” Kyran said to him, leaning into his face. “Arimus is tougher than I am. Under that soothing temperament is the grace of a sledgehammer. Mind your tongue in his presence.” 

James nodded nervously as Kyran studied his reaction. When he was satisfied, he walked off into the darkness like he was part of its ambience, his dark hair and black coat melting into the shadows. 

“I know what you’re thinking, James,” Arimus said. “He looks like a black cat.” 

He snorted at the thought but then he immediately gathered his composure in front of his superior. It was best to go through the motions and wait to see what was acceptable or not before he started playing around. Suddenly, a thought occurred to him.

“You know my name,” he blurted out. It was probably not the most militaristic response, but Arimus didn’t seem to notice. Instead he motioned for James to walk with him as they traveled across the stretch of courtyard to the entrance of the school itself. James couldn’t help but be in awe over the man. He had to be about seven feet tall, with a build that was desperately trying to match his height in width. Behind the ancient, wool cloak that covered his body, James had no doubts that this man had muscles as big as his head underneath. There was not a shred of evidence indicating he was fat. Add this intimidating fact to the rugged gray beard shrouding most of his face and his steel blue eyes overflowing with wisdom, and James suddenly found himself listening intently before he realized it. He wasn’t sure why, but this man, in seconds, had gained his respect.

“It was not hard to figure out,” Arimus said assuredly. “Considering only one recruit was to arrive today, and his name was James.” 

“True, sir,” he stated mindlessly, not sure what to say. 

“You may call me by my proper name. Arimus. You will find that there are few formalities here.” 

“R-uh-moss?” he mouthed, like there was a bad taste in his mouth. 

“Close. It’s pronounced air-a-muhs.” 

“Ah.” 

“And the soldier you had the pleasure of meeting a moment ago was Kyran. A little off-putting at times, but one you can trust with your life. After all, that is one of the requisites of becoming a full-fledged soldier. You must be reliable on all accounts.” 

“You trust me with your life, Arimus?” 

“No, James,” he stated flatly. ”Not yet. But that is one of the purposes of the Academy. To see if we can. Come, I will show you to your room. There you will find some food and the rest of the night is yours to do as you please. But tomorrow at dawn, the training begins.” 

“Can I ask you something?” James said as they reached the end of the courtyard. The winds died down suddenly to a whisper. 

“Of course.” 

“Where is everyone? I can’t be the only one. Am I?” 

“No, of course not. There are others, but before you can join the general class, you have to pass the preliminary course. It won’t take long. Until then, you will remain in solitude.” 

“And what is the preliminary course?” 

“That,” Arimus mused behind his scraggly beard, “will have to remain a mystery. An important part of the course is its uncertainty, designed to keep you up all night with wild notions and visions of deadly scenarios.” 

“How is keeping me up all night supposed to help?” 

“So you won’t have the clarity and dexterity you will need tomorrow. If you can’t pass this, there is no point in going further. It would be wise of you to take every test at the Academy as if your life depends on it.” 

James regretted asking. The last thing he needed was to stay up all night wondering what he’d have to endure the next day, but now that was exactly what he was sure to do. Only one thing comforted him and gave him a sliver of hope. The fatherly tone in Arimus’s voice. From the sound of it, Arimus would be giving him the course in the morning, and he didn’t seem like a cutthroat proctor. Of course, that could all be a part of the façade, but there was still something trustworthy emanating from him. James had no doubt the mysterious test would be hard, but he figured that at the least, his life wasn’t in danger.

“I’ll take it seriously,” he said. Arimus glanced up at the entrance to the fortress that was the Sentinel Academy. The creaking oak doors opened for a second under a gust of wind and Arimus immediately shut it, giving James just enough time to see that the building inside looked more like a prison than a school. He felt his stomach knot up. 

“This will not be a vacation,” Arimus confirmed. “But we do have the bare essentials.” 

“I couldn’t have put it any better,” James said under his breath, recalling the abundance of grey colors and dreary decorations. 

“This is actually not the original academy building, in case you are wondering. That was destroyed in the siege of ’88. I assume you know a little about our history.” 

“My father tells me nothing.” 

“You didn’t learn anything in school about the Kingdom? Particularly the siege of ‘88?” 

“I can’t say I was an avid listener.” 

“Then I will settle with telling you a little about the layout of this Academy. We’ll discuss history at a later date. However, if your mind strays, I will bring it back. Agreed?” 

James took a deep breath, concentrating on the words that came out of Arimus’s mouth. He didn’t feel like getting slapped twice in the same night. 

“I’m ready.” 

“Well, as I hope you know, the Kingdom as a whole is not without its share of defenses. Besides its walls, it is also surrounded by a thick wall of vegetation, filled to the brink with lethal creatures and animals. If an enemy happened to survive the sixty mile hike through the forest, then they would have to somehow make their way through the shield of fog that circles the outer perimeter. Most of the fog is due to the heavy precipitation we receive and the condensation caused by the forest swamps.” 

“Is that why it’s so gloomy around here?” 

“Mostly. This training facility happens to be right on the edge of the fog shield.” 

“Why?” 

“This facility is the first line of defense in case of an attack. The south side, where we now stand, is the only entrance that faces out toward the other Kingdoms. The other sides are quite guarded, so unless they are very resourceful, the enemy must enter here, which for them is a very bad thing. The first thing they see as their vision slowly clears is the tint of our blades and their blood violently spilling to the ground.” 

James followed Arimus’s eyes back to the colossal steel doors that he had come through earlier. 

“The other three entrances are guarded on the outside by graduated sentinel armies. And climbing one of the high walls that surround us is physically impossible, and quite impractical, for even if someone had the dexterity and will to do so, we have archers at the ready at all times, hidden,   and in waiting.” 

“What else is there to stop the enemy?” James asked in awe. He had never realized how protected the Kingdom of Allay really was. And the graduates had to be the best there was. How could someone guard a post for years without ever breaking cover? Without revealing themselves to a single villager?

“We have high sounding brass and copper instruments to accompany our first wave into battle. Due to a shortage of men, strategy is all we have. We cannot afford to go out into battle as some Kingdoms do, able to lose man for man, only winning simply because we have quantity. It is quality that we possess here, James. This is embodied in our motto: ‘We are not many, but they are few.’”

“So when they come out of the fog, the instruments are there to make the enemy think there are more than there really are,” James clarified.

“Yes. It is more of a fear of the unknown that betrays them more than anything else. We use that to our advantage. Every one of the four great Kingdoms have their own strategies when it comes to dealing with invading enemies.” 

“What are the four Kingdoms? What are their strategies?” he inquired, very intrigued, and feeling ashamed that he hadn’t focused in school. Of course, teachers didn’t threaten to slap you for not paying attention there. 

“That is for another time, James. As it is, there is little time to tell you of this one.” 

“Fine,” he sighed. “But I do have one more question. Why does the only gateway to the south side lead first into an empty courtyard? There are no weapons on the pillars, or places an archer can shoot an arrow from except for the balcony I noticed above us. There’s no incline or low ground to give us one advantage or another. It’s all just flat ground under an open sky. There isn’t even a soldier on guard here.” 

“Not to mention the lack of space,” Arimus continued. “There’s barely enough room to line up fifty men from one end to the other, let alone hundreds or thousands. Our infantry would be quite cramped and actually at quite the disadvantage.” 

“Exactly.” 

“James, do you know what the Sentinel Academy produces?” 

“The Academy is kind of like the recruitment center for an army. This is where our infantry receive their training before going out into the world.” 

“Very good. I see you have paid at least a tolerable amount of attention.” 

“I have my moments.” 

“James, the Sentinel Academy produces some of the finest men on the face of the planet. But where it truly shines is not through our infantry. You see, out of a hundred thousand students that step through our walls...a Sage emerges.” 

“A Sage?” 

“A Sage is usually defined as someone who is very wise, but there is more to it than that. When one becomes a Sage, they gain knowledge so profound, most faint at its very whisper. They acquire power that can rip an entire army in half with techniques, and skills forbidden to and hidden from the common man. A paradoxical creature that is both mighty and servile. Fearless yet kind. These few become the strong arm of our Kingdom. They are actually the sole reason the Kingdom of Allay still exists today. If you could only see the brutal yet elegant swing of a Sage’s sword as he battles hundreds of men pouring in ten by ten through this very courtyard...you would believe your own eyes were lying to you. A Sage could not do his or her job surrounded by thousands of liabilities. That is why this courtyard was made for the Sage and the Sage alone. There is hardly a watchman at this entrance, yet it is arguably the most guarded place in the entire Kingdom.” 

James stared at the courtyard with newfound awe and respect. He had read of such men in the few books he had managed to read, but he never would have thought they actually existed. And to think, there was an Academy, only a few hours from the house he grew up in, that could train a boy to become one of those men. It was not a question of chance, or whether you were born into royalty. It was about dedication and hard work. 

Something, he knew, that he did not possess. 

Yet, here he was, taking that first step in the right direction, standing on the very gravel of countless battles, gazing upon the marks of mysterious blades scarred into the courtyard pillars. He could see those men, fighting their once proud enemies, now falling in both fear and reverence to what they had once dismissed as mere myth. A Sage standing before them, cool, tranquil, waiting—not for his enemy to strike, but for his own adrenaline to reach its peak. For the moment his blood ran cold and his muscles methodically moved with the blade that had become one with his hand. Quick, and so hideously precise, the Sage would take his next breath and a Kingdom’s army would fall to its knees. 

For the first time in his life, James was filled with a sense of breathtaking awe, and he never wanted to forget the feeling. He wanted more, and there was only one way to get it.

“Arimus,” he said firmly.

“Yes?” 

“I want to be a Sage.” 

“Oh?” Arimus replied, looking curiously at the young recruit. James stood resolutely, unwavering in his declaration.

“I’m serious,” he said.

“You and every other student that has or will enter that gate,” Arimus said, refusing to sugarcoat his words. “James, I do not mean to crush your spirits, but even the strongest of the infantry fall short of a Sage’s status. If you can’t even beat one such as Kyran, for example, you have no hope.” 

“Kyran is part of the infantry?” 

“Yes, but his position is not something to gawk at. He is a brigadier general in the highest division of the infantry. Not a Sage, but still very formidable.” 

“And what about you?” he asked quickly. “Are you a Sage?” 

Arimus lowered his eyes in sorrow and rubbed the back of his neck. 

“I wish I could say I was. Nothing would be a greater honor, but unfortunately, I am not.” 

James looked away from Arimus in disgust, not because his new mentor hadn’t reached the coveted rank that so many strived for, but for the revelation that, in order to even think about becoming a Sage, he would have to defeat Kyran and Arimus in battle—two men that he figured could take decades to surpass. 

“Your visage betrays you,” Arimus said. “I know exactly what you are thinking.” 

“Arimus, why couldn’t you be a Sage?” James cried out. “Did you not pass the test?” 

He was practically yelling, but he couldn’t restrain himself. He just couldn’t come to terms that this man—the first he believed that he could actually look up to and aspire to become, could not have reached the height of power. What went wrong?

“It’s not like I lacked the ambition. It was simply a matter of order. I was not destined to be a Sage, so I did not become one.” 

Arimus’s mind trailed off, recalling past events. He came back to the present as soon as he could, and an amused smirk came over his face. He placed a firm and calloused hand on James’ head, who simply stood in awe at how the palm covered his entire crown. James glanced shamefully down at his own smooth, delicate hands, and scowled. They were so pristine, so inexperienced in all things known as work. 

He could not become a Sage with such hands.

“Few are able to keep me talking this long,” Arimus replied. “You must have a gift...but, it is getting late and you must retire for the night. Your questions will be answered as all things are...in time.” 

Arimus opened the Academy door and pushed the new student gently inside. 

“Your temporary room is straight ahead beyond the winding stairs. You can’t miss it, and I must add one more thing. Tonight you do not get the privilege of exploration. Understood?” 

“Sure,” James replied, unsure of what his words really meant. 

“I would escort you, but I have some business to attend to. Good night.” 

“Good night, Arimus.” 

Arimus turned around and swiftly ran toward and out the steel courtyard doors before James could blink, opening their massive exterior with a simple, effortless shove and disappearing like a phantom into the night. 

James watched until he was out of sight, and then turned to enter the building, wondering just how Arimus looked so young yet had such gray hair. The closing of the oak doors behind him broke his thoughts and he sighed and looked around. There wasn’t much to see. 

The most impressive feature of the gigantic lobby was the winding stairs that came from the east and west sides of the building. They spiraled downward and diagonally until they nearly touched in the center. Between them was an entrance, leading to a narrow hallway through which he couldn’t make out whether there was actually a room or even a door at the other end. The respective destinations at the top of the winding stairs were also invisible from where he stood. But it seemed like they led into grand halls of stadium or arena-like size. He surmised that the Academy as a whole was a lot bigger than he had previously speculated. 

One of the more interesting features of the lobby (and it wasn’t saying much), were the various scratched-out and destroyed paintings that hung on each side wall, ten in total. For a moment, James considered checking out each of the paintings, thinking that maybe, just maybe, there was a picture of a Sage gracing the canvases, but he dismissed it almost immediately. The disappointment of finding there was none would be too depressing. 

Other than the paintings, there was nothing noticeable in James’ surroundings, like statues or chandeliers, beautiful tapestries or intimate candles. All that stood out was the dreary grey that inhabited the room like a foggy odor. The room was painted grey. The paintings were framed in grey. The stairs were grey, the floor was tiled in grey, the walls were for some odd reason painted in grey. To be honest, his mood was starting to turn grey by the second. 

He sighed in disgust and started heading through the winding stairs, through the narrow hallway that would lead to the infamous “room” Arimus spoke of. 

He decided to just jog to the door and burst through. When he did, he was surprised by what he saw. There were no windows (which he noted even prisoners received), but the room was humongous. About a fourth of the size of the courtyard in width, and with a ceiling that reached stories above him. He could only wonder at the room’s true purpose. A pastel blue, the room was much more inviting than the lobby, especially with the recently prepared fire that lapped at the back of his legs from the brick fireplace. He stretched and yawned and decided to allow himself a little time to relax, a feat he had accomplished many times over. Strolling over to the only two items in the room—a bookcase and a bed—he rummaged through the book selections, careful to actually take the time to fully read the titles. One in particular caught his interest: How to become a Sage. 

He squealed in delight but then quickly covered his mouth, hoping no one had heard him. Even though he had decided to bury the bad boy image, there was no need to cremate it. He waited a moment for laughter, but heard only the crackling wood under the might of the flames. Satisfied he was in the clear, he tried maintaining his composure as he opened the leather bound gargantuan. Opening it slowly, as if it contained hidden treasure, his eyes widened as he saw the inside of the book carved out; in its place, only a tiny note remained, reading: HAHAHA. Psych! There is no book on becoming a Sage, idiot. Love, Kyran. 

James grunted in annoyance and plopped down on the wooden bed. He was done looking for reading material. What he really needed was a good night’s sleep if he was going to survive whatever test Arimus had for him in the morning. He yawned again and decided he would dream about becoming a Sage.

But he didn’t get the chance. 

Just as he hit the edge of dreaming, he heard a bloodcurdling scream that broke through his consciousness. Waking up at full alert, he strained his ears and gawked in horror as he heard faint laughing and giggling following the wakeup call. Confined to his room and surrounded by the unknown, it was no time to be a hero, but...if someone was in trouble, he should do something. 

Already sweating through his clothes, he stood up and neglected his shoes, racing out the door to discover the source. He wasn’t sure of which way to go when he reached the lobby, as it was dead silent, but he figured he had a 50/50 chance of choosing correctly so he guessed. Deciding to pick the west side of the stairs, he took the steps two-by-two, desperately trying to maintain his balance. Sweating and heaving, he turned into a large assembly hall of some kind. Over the entrance read the word: GYMNASIUM. He wasn’t sure what it meant, but it gave him the impression that it was of great importance. The entire room was brightly lit by hundreds of lanterns that hung from the ceiling like stars, and banners graced each of the walls like a king’s wardrobe, showing off a display of bright colors he had only seen in a rainbow. But that wasn’t what really caught his attention. 

It was the people. 

Young adults like himself, both boys and girls, running around the hall, giggling and tripping over one another as they avoided one particular girl who was running back and forth and trying to catch them. At first, he thought it was a game of tag until he saw the girl that appeared to be “it” reaching toward one boy and starting to swing her arms toward his face with focused precision. It was obvious she had been trained in some type of hand-to-hand combat with how she tried to hit him, but what made it even stranger was that she was blindfolded while she was doing it. Surprisingly, the boy laughed and blocked her incoming blows with ease, running away after one particularly heavy swing knocked the girl off balance. She caught herself on the way down and immediately lunged toward the next girl she happened to hear pass by, but she missed her too. It was pure chaos, but they were all enjoying it. James had to know what was going on.

“What is going on in here?” he yelled to no one specifically as he looked down at his bare feet, suddenly feeling the cold tiled floor beneath him. James raised his head just in time to catch a fist to his left cheek. He cried out sharply as he tumbled over his own feet and skidded to the floor below, hitting the back of his head with all the grace of a rock. The laughing stopped immediately. 

“I’m not getting in trouble,” one boy yelled out as he sprinted past James and out the door. 

The crowd agreed with the assessment and everyone began scurrying out of the room. James tried to say something, but his head hurt too much. In seconds, no one remained but him and the girl who had struck him. James moaned and squinted at her. She was standing still above him, trying to hold back feelings of contempt for interrupting their fun, but then she smiled, finally sighing in acceptance that the night was over. Her smile became even warmer as she reached out her hand. 

“I honestly didn’t think I hit you that hard,” she said, helping to to pull him up.

“Well, it wasn’t so much the force as it was the surprise,” he commented, rubbing his cheek.

“So you’re saying that I have no oomph? No strength?” she asked, pulling off a wig of jet black hair from her head and revealing a full head of curly, light brown hair. 

“Um, I wouldn’t say all that...” James muttered as she began wiping her face with her sleeve, revealing a very different face than the one she had been sporting a couple of seconds ago. Whoever she was, she sure caked on the make-up.

“But you are thinking it,” the girl commented. “Why don’t my punches hurt? I’m curious to know.”

“Tell me something,” he said, ignoring her, touching the back of his head and sighing in relief when he found no blood.  “What is all this?”

“What is all of what?” 

“The running around hitting people blindfolded thing.” 

“We were playing tag.” 

“Tag? That was tag? I mean, I’m no expert at how games should be played, but that didn’t look like tag to me.” 

“Did you hit your head that hard, or do you always talk so strange?” 

“Well I think it’s safe to say it wasn’t the punch to the face that jumbled my brain.” 

The brown-haired girl shook her head in amusement and stared at her soft, olive-skinned hands. James cut off the quip he was about to pull out when he remembered what Arimus had said earlier: You and every other student that has or will enter that gate. 

He cleared his throat and decided not to bring down her spirits any further. 

“I’m sorry I said all that about your strength. I mean, you did knock me down.” 

“Why the sudden apology? Feel bad because I’m a woman?” 

“No, that’s not it at all, I just...” he stared at her open palms and then back at his, noticing how even her hands had seen more action than he had. 

“It’s not like graduation is tomorrow,” she said, realizing what he was thinking. “We still have plenty of time to become a Sage.” 

He nodded, unsure of what to say. 

“Anyways, my name is Catherine, 5th class.” 

“Class?” 

“You must be new here. Our class tells us how far along we are. There are ten classes. Number one being the highest. Once you get past that, you’re into becoming lieutenants and generals and all that. You’re probably a grunt 10th class right now or something.” 

“Gee, thanks.” 

“You’ll find out your class tomorrow after Arimus is done with your initiation. Unless you fail of course—then this will probably be our last conversation together.” 

“Otherwise it won’t be?” James grinned, trying to put on the façade of a ladies’ man. 

Catherine raised an eyebrow and laughed as she walked around him to leave the hall. 

“Get some sleep,” she chuckled as he studied her. 

“But I didn’t tell you my name!” he exclaimed.

“I don’t care yet!” she called back, disappearing into the grey. The throbbing of his wound increased as he smiled uneasily, hoping he had made a friend despite the rocky start. He could already hear his father’s words.

Maybe you can finally get a girlfriend, he thought to himself.

James shook the notion out of his mind as he slowly made his way back to his temporary room. It was true that she was cute, but nothing like the angel he had envisioned his wife would be. His wife was supposed to be a voluptuous beauty of divine stature with mesmerizing eyes and a smile that could melt any man’s heart, yet out of all the suitors that came her way, she would decide to be with James and James alone—partly due to his stunning charisma and striking good looks. The other reason—a very recently acquired reason—would be because James was a Sage. A man radiating with power, strength, and rippling muscles that would make any woman swoon. A perfect match. 

And this was something Catherine was not. Especially with the amount of freckles he had seen covering her cheeks after the make-up was removed. He also wasn’t a fan of curly hair, and she was a little feisty—something his dream girl couldn’t possibly be. Then again, he had never really put much thought into the actual personality of his dream girl, but, that was a project for another time. 

Still, all dreams aside, he had work to do if he was going to become a Sage. His father had sent him to join the infantry, but he didn’t care anymore for being second tier. A Sage was cool, and sounded like something to aspire to—an infantryman did not. That just sounded like death. James chuckled as he decided that if he didn’t become a Sage, he would just quit the Academy and try a life elsewhere, like he had originally planned all along. As far as he was concerned, it was top notch or nothing at all. 

Top notch or nothing at all...

James liked the sound of that, and he smiled as he drifted off to sleep. 

Don’t get ahead of yourself, James, he thought. First things first. You have to prove to Arimus tomorrow you deserve to be here. 

James fell asleep with confidence, unaware of Kyran’s presence, hovering on the rafters above with a predator’s glare in his eye.
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Chapter 3 - Tests
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James woke up with a pounding headache, but otherwise he was in a chipper mood. Eager to begin the day, he was about to rush off and look for the cafeteria when he nearly bumped into a plate of scrambled eggs and sausage, sitting on the book case next to the bed. Where did that come from? James wondered as he sniffed it suspiciously. He decided that he hadn’t made any enemies yet, and so he proceeded to wolf down the plate’s contents. 

As he ate, James looked around the room, realizing that he must’ve slept hard. The fire had long gone out of the fireplace so it was cold now, and not even one ember was left glowing in its stead. James quickly gobbled up the breakfast, warming his stomach and satisfying his appetite as he dwelled on the previous night’s game. 

The nerve of that girl, he thought. Didn’t even want my name.

James shook his head and chuckled as he thought of Leidy and how aggressive she could be. She and Catherine were so similar in attitude that they would probably be the best of friends.

Two Leidys, he chuckled to himself. That’s a scary thought...but at least Catherine smells nice. And she’s a lot cuter. Of course, you can barely see what Leidy really looks like through the grime.

As he quickly put on his shoes, James made a note to one day throw Leidy into a river so he could see her true features. Arimus suddenly burst into the room, interrupting his thoughts. James jumped in surprise and stood at attention to his superior. 

“Right on time, I see,” Arimus said, examining the empty breakfast plate. “If you were still sleeping when I arrived, I was going to throw you into the swamp.” 

“The way I smell, that might have been a good thing.” 

“Indeed...” Arimus replied, raising an eyebrow. “Come along.”

James followed nervously as he listened for signs of life coming from the west wing. Was what happened last night just a dream? On cue, the throbbing in his head started back up and reminded him it wasn’t. Arimus opened the massive oak doors to the courtyard while he hummed a tune. James shivered, remembering he left his coat behind in his quarters. 

“Arimus? Can I go get my coat? I left it on the bed.” 

“No you cannot. One thing you will learn here is that preparation is an obligation, not a privilege. If you are not ready for what’s to come, you must face it as is.” 

“But I’m cold.” 

“Then the memory of your frostbitten bones will serve as a reminder for the future.” 

“Fine,” James sulked as he and Arimus crossed their arms for entirely different reasons. James was already thinking of his warm bed back home. He wouldn’t be up yet, but in several more hours, he, Jennings, and Korey would be heading over to the meadow for sparring practice. Or they would be seeing what Leidy was up to. It felt like years ago, but it had literally only been yesterday. 

“Now, we will begin our first test,” Arimus said, grabbing James’ attention. 

James sighed loudly in anticipation. This was it. This was where he was to test his mettle. Arimus began explaining the test as if his voice was on automatic. No doubt he had said these words countless times to new, doe-eyed students. 

“The first test is of loyalty, James. As you know, a Kingdom divided cannot stand. Like a plague, one infected person can cause a ripple effect on others, creating an epidemic of the soul. No man lives their life without affecting countless others before and after him. And no matter what you believe, this is a fact. When we are born, we immediately inherit a family we did not choose, and a life we have no control over. However, as we grow, we make decisions that have a profound effect on everyone we meet. You are probably wondering what the point of this lecture is. The point is that a group, no matter how massive, is only as strong as its weakest member. If a group is in sync, all with one goal, and one purpose—that unit will be very powerful indeed. But the smallest dissent can cause a fissure that will weaken the group, and inevitably lead to their destruction.” 

“So if someone had different motives separate from the common goal...” 

“Precisely. This is nothing you didn’t already know, I’m sure. However, it is good to remind you of such things throughout your tests and your future training. In our code, the first rule is that loyalty is everything. Everything, James. You must ground that into your very bones. Loyalty. With every breath you take, loyalty must be there. With every thought—remember that you are not your own. Do you understand what I am saying?” 

“Yes.” 

“Good...now...I will ask you for formalities sake, and I will ask you only once. Do you belong to another Kingdom?” 

“What?” James asked in confusion. What kind of a question was that? Of course he was of Allay. Perhaps he didn’t hear him right.

“Liars hesitate, James—to come up with tall tales,” Arimus placed a firm hand on the hilt of his blade, resting just underneath his cloak. It was the first time James had noticed anyone carrying a sword. Had it been there last night too? No, he thought. It doesn’t matter. James figured he’d better answer, and quickly, for if Arimus wanted him dead, he soon would be. 

“I’m not, Arimus! I’m not!” James cried, waving his hands frantically at Arimus’s grip on the hilt of his sword. Arimus did not relax his hold. 

“How do I know you’re not lying?” 

“I—I don’t know. I just—my father was born here, and I was born here, and—”

“—what of your mother?” 

“My mother? She was born elsewhere, but that’s just what my father’s told me. I don’t actually know if it’s true!” 

“Which Kingdom, James?” 

“I don’t know! He’s never told me more than that!” 

Arimus studied him carefully as James felt his own pulse racing, to the point it felt like the veins in his forehead were about to burst. James’ mind told him to strike at Arimus—maybe catch him off guard and run away before he was killed, but he knew that wouldn’t happen. He had never seen Arimus in action, but his very aura radiated danger. He was calm, but he was also like the quiet kid in school that no one messed with. Sure, he looked harmless, but like everyone else, he too had a past behind that cold glare. Such a look did not come without experience.

James shuddered, hoping Arimus would arrive at the right conclusion. He knew he wasn’t guilty, but he was sure he looked the part. The sweat and the shaking probably weren’t helping. 

“Okay, James. Calm down. I believe you,” Arimus stated finally. James noticed he still hadn’t relaxed his grip. 

“What does it matter if my mother was from another Kingdom or not?” 

“Nothing in and of itself. I have no prejudices, but people tend to have a strong sense of culture and family. Someone could be traveling with a person they hate for years. All of a sudden they find out they’re cousins and they become best friends, or they suddenly feel protective of one another. Should we meet your mother’s kin, the fact that they are related to you by blood should have no bearing on the fact that they may be our enemy. I expect you to do your duty and follow orders if the occasion arises. I’ve seen many give up their allegiances in the name of blood.” 

“Did that ever happen to you?” 

“You really have no tact when it comes to personal questions, do you?” Arimus replied. James decided he wasn’t going to ask another question after that. He also realized that Arimus wasn’t going to answer the question. Arimus merely sighed upon seeing James’ disappointment and continued. “To answer your question, no, it didn’t happen to me personally.” 

“Oh.” 

“So now that that’s out of the way, this first test can continue.” 

“I thought that was the test.” 

“James, I believe your words, but that doesn’t mean you’re not lying. We must know for sure.” 

“I’m not lying.” 

“I know,” Arimus said matter-of-factly. James threw up his hands incredulously. 

“Then why do we need to test my loyalties further?” 

“James, don’t be so defensive. If you have nothing to hide, then relax. The fact of the matter is, we don’t know who you are. It would be different if we’d served together side by side for years and suddenly I questioned you. Your wounded emotions would be warranted.” 

“I guess so.” 

“Now,” Arimus began, raising a hand toward the Academy entrance.” I would like to introduce to you one of the generals in the highest division—”

“—like Kyran?” 

“Yes, like Kyran. General—”

“—what rank?” 

“What do you mean rank?” 

James eyed Arimus oddly. Did Catherine lie to him last night about the ranks? Otherwise, how could Arimus look at him with such confusion?

“You know, rank,” James stressed, as if that explained everything. 

“Oh yes, rank. General of the 8th class,” he spat out as if he were making it up. “General—”

“—do you even know?” 

A roaring cry of frustration echoed throughout the courtyard from the Academy entrance as the oak doors slammed open and a short but menacing-looking woman stormed toward them like they were about to engage in battle. Her violent red-purple hair swung in the wind as if it was a whip, swatting at the air like there was a swarm of gnats present. Her thin scarlet breastplate had the symbol of an orange-red flame, and her sword’s sheath glistened despite the lack of sunlight. But besides some steel knee pads and forearm gauntlets, it didn’t look like she had any other armor on, and from how furious she looked, James could only imagine why she didn’t need it. 

“Who’s this lady?” James asked abruptly. She immediately thrust her nose into his.

“My name is Scarlet, okay? Scarlet: scar—let, with a scar in there. Got it? GOT IT!?” Spit sprayed in James’ face and he tried to decide whether to wipe it away or not. He raised a hand to do so but he quickly let it back down out of fear. 

This lady is nuts, his mind blared. 

Scarlet lifted her head back toward the sky and screamed again in frustration. Arimus struggled not to smile. 

“What’s so funny, Arimus?” she demanded, turning to face him. He smiled warmly.

“It was just cute the way you stormed out here, all—”

Scarlet smacked him across the cheek and then immediately put her hands to her hips. She was about to say something when she suddenly changed her mind and slapped him again even harder. She huffed and puffed as Arimus cupped his mouth. 

“I told you! I told you not to call me cute! You never learn! I don’t care who you are, you still have to respect me! Think about it—you’re standing here calling me cute in front of a recruit! How is he going to respect me!” 

“You didn’t have to slap me twice,” Arimus stated calmly. “One was sufficient.”

“Two for flinching!” she retorted.

James gulped as she shook her head in amazement and began calming herself down, muttering little prayers to herself. Arimus almost let a grin slip but Scarlet had already raised a hand in anticipation. Arimus cleared his throat and patted Scarlet on the shoulder lightly. 

“This is General Scarlet, James. Although you can address her as Scarlet the same way you would address me or Kyran. She is here to continue the first test. I also apologize,” Arimus stressed as he glanced at Scarlet’s turned back out of the corner of his eye, “for not introducing her properly. She is your superior after all, and she deserves all aspects of the word: respect. She does get fired up when you mention the forbidden word which you now know, but otherwise she is a well-tempered, level-headed individual.” 

“Thank you, Arimus,” she said. James realized she wasn’t so evil-looking when she was calmed down. 

“You’re James, right?” she asked him. James wasn’t sure what to say. 

“Correct.” 

“Now this is nothing out of the ordinary. I just have an innate ability to sense if someone is from another Kingdom.” 

“Oh.” Nothing out of the ordinary she says... 

“Just relax,” she whispered as she placed a hand on his forehead. James didn’t know what to expect, whether there was going to be some pain involved or if she was reading his thoughts, which was the last thing he wanted since he was trying not to think about how lovely her hair smelled. He knew calling her cute was heresy. What other offenses were there?  

“He’s clean,” she said matter-of-factly before backing away. “Well, not in every sense of the word.” Scarlet wrinkled her nose. 

“Thank you, Scarlet. James, you’re free to go for the day.” 

“That was it? Seriously?” 

Arimus chuckled. 

“I know what you’re thinking, but believe me, this was as serious a test as any other. If you were from another Kingdom, I would have killed you seconds ago.” 

“Besides,” Scarlet chipped in. “This test is nothing. All it determines is where you come from. The second test won’t let you down, rest assured.” 

“I’m ecstatic.” 

“Okay, well since my job is done, I’m off...Arimus—always a pleasure. Make sure you see me by the end of the day.” And with her message sent, Scarlet jogged through the courtyard gates rather than the Academy doors.

“Why is she going that way?” James asked. “Wouldn’t it be easier to go through the main building?” 

“We all do it. Not only is it great exercise, but occasionally you come across a stray beast from the forest which makes the walk even more exhilarating.” 

“Naturally.” 

“James, I want to also let you know that your solitude is now over, though I heard you cut it short anyways.” 

James gulped. Was there a reprimand for that? 

“You heard about that, huh?” 

“Yes, Catherine told me.” 

“Oh. So she knows who I am?” 

“Not exactly. She just said there was a new recruit that talked too much and he had a gigantic bump on the back of his head. She also added that you were quite ugly.” 

“I didn’t know the bump was that visible,” James muttered, trying to ignore the last insult. 

“I assumed it wasn’t your brain expanding from a wealth of newfound knowledge.” 

“Did she say anything else?” 

“She said she’ll see you tonight in the east wing where your new room is. The east wing is where the cafeteria and the dorms can also be found.” 

“So that means she wants to see me.” 

“Sure,” Arimus said flatly. “But don’t get too attached to Catherine. Relationships are strictly prohibited in the Academy. They’re too distracting from the task at hand. If you wanted love, you should have stayed with the commoners.” 

“So you and Scarlet...” 

“No,” he stated very firmly. “We entered the Academy together long ago. We’re old friends—which explains our banter. But that’s all.” 

“It looked like it could be more than that.” 

Arimus scowled. 

“Run along. You don’t want to miss lunch. The cafeteria is on a tight schedule.” 

“Why didn’t you say so?!” James exclaimed as his stomach roared. He ran quickly through the Academy entrance, oblivious to the thoughtful stare Arimus gave him. 

***
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HE DIDN’T MAKE IT TO lunch, and he had been so close too. The cafeteria door, just beyond the east stairs had a sign posted in bold black letters: 

Sorry latecomers. The Cafeteria is closed. If you took this long to arrive, you probably need to lose some weight anyways. Love, Kyran. 

James decided that Kyran was an asshole. 

He’s probably just mad because he’s the lunch lady. James laughed internally, envisioning Kyran with a hairnet—his dark clothes masked by a white apron, trying to look cool while serving steamed vegetables and roasted duck. 

“What’s so funny?” Kyran asked curiously as James’ throat closed up. He hadn’t heard Kyran sneak up from behind. He unwillingly thought about the sword that probably lay under Kyran’s coat. “You wouldn’t be laughing at my expense, would you?” 

James stood motionless. 

“What is it? Cat got your tongue?”

James tried his very best not to smirk as he thought about Arimus’s quip yesterday.

“I can see you still don’t grasp the extent of what you’ve gotten yourself into,” Kyran muttered. “How serious...this Academy is.” 

James found a bit of courage and turned around. 

“None of the other recruits take it seriously,” he said, thinking of last night’s game. “Why should I?” 

“Half of the recruits will be dead in a month.” 

He said it with such surety and such conviction that James knew Kyran believed his words. And with the way he spoke them, James also knew it would do him well to heed them. James stared at Kyran accusingly, wondering if he would have something to do with the deaths of so many. 

“What do you mean by that statement? ‘They’ll be dead.’” 

“I see no need to repeat myself. They are naïve. They’re having too much fun while they forget their purpose. Their ignorance will cut their lives short.” 

“And what about me? Why do you feel the need to tell me and not all of us?” 

“You were late and happened to be here. I was locking up. Don’t think you’re anything special.”

“That’s a horrible thing to say.”

“Why? You’ll probably be the first to die out of all of them. You play too much,” Kyran turned around and strolled off, hands thrust into his pockets as his coat glided with his every footstep. James grabbed the note off the cafeteria door. 

“And what’s with the creepy notes?!” 

Kyran disappeared into the shadows as he always did and James threw the note down in disgust. Continuing down the hall, he was suddenly aware that Arimus had never told him which room was his. 

Maybe it’s labeled, he thought as he heard laughs and excited giggles coming from further down the hall. Apparently, the cafeteria was conveniently placed next to the dorms. It didn’t completely solve his room problem but at least he was on the right track.

James looked at every door he passed by, noticing that they were all blank. He began to get discouraged but fortunately, when he made it to the end of the hall, there was a tiny note attached to the last door with his name on it inscribed in cursive. Grateful it wasn’t from Kyran, James opened the door to what would become his new residence. He was surprised to see how small it was. 

Boasting the same grey color as the lobby and having nothing but a bed, a small desk, and a chair, the downgrade from what he was used to was shocking to him. Shrugging his shoulders nonchalantly, he plopped down on the bed and closed his eyes, wondering what new tests awaited him the next day. But then he found himself thinking of Kyran’s words. What exactly did he mean when he said that half of the students would die within a month? Was the training really that hard, or would they be journeying outside the Kingdom? It could be fun leaving home and seeing how other people lived for a change. He wasn’t afraid. 

Not with the likes of Kyran lurking around, who came off as a complete psycho. It was really the only way to describe him. And then, on top of that, the notes he was leaving around only served to further prove that he really, really, really was a psycho. What could possibly be more intimidating than him?

“I’ll tell you!” a melodious voice screamed into his face. James opened his eyes in horror to see Catherine grinning from ear to ear. James scowled at her presence, wondering how she had gotten in, but then he let it go and sat up to attention. She giggled. 

She must really like me, he thought. He couldn’t help but feel a sense of pride. I wonder what it is about me. 

“What are you doing here?” he asked.

“I heard you talking to yourself. I was thinking that maybe you had a concussion.” 

“My head is a lot harder than that.” 

“Oh I’m sure it is,” she giggled. 

“So what do you want?” 

“I was just seeing if you finally realized who I was yet.” 

“What are you talking about?” 

“Sometimes I wonder if it’s even worth talking to you. You seem so clueless, but honestly, I think this is just a façade. Am I right? Tell me the truth. You’ve been playing with me all along.” 

“I am really confused right now.” 

“Okay, I’ll give you a hint. I’m something of a celebrity. Ring a bell? No? Okay, my father was part of the castle. You know, the castle. Where the king and queen were?” 

“Was he like a servant or something?” 

“C’mon...” 

“The court jester?”

“Really?” she asked sweetly. Her voice was so soothing. For some reason, James was beginning to feel a little uneasy. What was it about this girl that made him feel so strange? 

“I honestly don’t know who you are,” he said truthfully. “Why don’t you just tell me?” 

“That’s no fun...” she remarked. Catherine looked up to the ceiling and thought of her next words. “Well, I guess I’ll enjoy your ignorance while it lasts, because when you finally learn who I am, you won’t want to hang out with me anymore.” 

“What, you got cooties or something?” 

Catherine laughed and shook her head. 

“People act like I do, but I can understand why...when I look at it from their perspective.” 

“Last night everyone was having a great time being chased by you.” 

“They didn’t know who I was last night. You probably noticed the mountain of make-up I had on...but word travels fast. Of course, you were in solitude so you didn’t catch it at breakfast.” 

“Catherine, I don’t know what’s going on, but I do know one thing. I’m not just going to stop talking to you because your dad’s a dungeon keeper or something. My dad’s a farmer and he gets a lot of flak for it because he can’t grow anything to save his life. People are always saying he should just quit, but he likes his farm. He says it helps him build character. I can’t deny someone just because of who they or their family members choose to be.”

“It sounds like you admire your father.”

“No,” James laughed. “But, I am re-considering a lot of things I once believed in. After all, I can’t become a Sage being the way I was. That much I know for sure.”

“It’s only been a day since you’ve gotten here.”

“Who said I can’t decide to change? Why does it have to take years?”

“Well, I will say this. You’re saying that you won’t change our friendship, but I won’t hold you to it. People like making promises they can’t seem to keep.” 

“I am a man who keeps his word,” James declared, feeling proud. It was a complete lie, but she didn’t need to know that. It sounded awesome. “When I say something, I mean it.” 

“Is that you talking, or the Sage you want to be?” 

“Both,” James grinned as he heard a knocking at the door. “Come in.” 

A boy with hair like a dirty mop opened the door and looked in. 

“Hey new guy, I just wanted to let you know that Dominic is telling some of his Academy stories eight doors down, okay?” His voice trailed off immediately once he saw Catherine. Catherine pursed her lips, wanting to speak, but she waited for him to say something first. The boy simply nodded his head in her direction and closed the door. James raised an eyebrow at Catherine suspiciously.

“That was strange,” James said.

“You would think I was a monster.” 

James laughed and punched her lightly in the arm. 

“The way you hit, I think he’s safe.” 

“Such a gentleman,” she laughed, as she started for the door. “I’ll see you later. I’m supposed to take my next test now. But it was nice talking with you.” 

“Hey, I have to know something. How did you find out my name?” 

“Arimus told me.” 

“So you actually liked me enough to ask, huh?” 

“Don’t flatter yourself,” she chuckled sweetly. “I just needed to know what to tell the medic next time you fall like a sack of potatoes after being hit by a girl.” 

“Ouch,” James chuckled.

“Why don’t you go to Dominic’s room?” she asked, holding the door. “I’m sure you’ll be very interested to hear what he has to say. He hasn’t graduated yet, but he is of the 1st Class.” That got his attention. James sat up on the bed and waited to hear more. “He’s a little zealous about his standing though, so don’t start any trouble. He’s a lot more experienced than you are. I don’t want you getting hurt.” 

“I’m not afraid of him.” 

“You don’t even know him.” 

“Doesn’t matter. I can take him down.” 

She snickered and walked out the door, wishing James luck. She knew that before the end of the night, he might be complaining about a new bruise. 

James left the room too. As he did so, he noticed Catherine strolling to the left of his door and somehow around the corner. 

I thought there was no more to this hall, he thought. That’s strange.

But then his attention turned elsewhere...back to the strange girl that had broken into his room. He couldn’t understand for the life of him why people avoided her. It wasn’t like she was hideous or anything. She did talk pretty vague though, like she was being secretive for no reason. That was getting annoying for sure...but it wasn’t enough to outright avoid her like she had been describing. Was she just making up stuff to keep his interest?

James hardly realized he had been walking away from his room, and before he knew it, he had reached Dominic’s door. Immediately, he was forced to become aware of his surroundings. He stood in awe at the massive number of recruits standing in front of the upperclassman’s door and he had to admit this much: Dominic was definitely popular. 

All the more reason to let myself shine now, he thought. In order to become a Sage, I’ll have to defeat him someday too. 

James tried glancing over some of his classmates’ heads, but to no avail. People were clamoring over each other, pushing and shoving to get a glimpse of the senior class-man. Finally disgusted and frustrated with not being able to see, James turned to leave when Dominic suddenly spoke out from the inside. 

“Is that the new kid I see back there?” Dominic called in excitement. “Let him on through.” 

The recruits reluctantly obeyed, letting James pass through to their idol and giving him a front row seat. James let a smile slip, thinking that someday people would let him pass not because of his ignorance, but his power. 

Dominic was in the corner of the room, sitting on the bed with his legs crossed and looking like he had just finished telling an epic story. Several young men and women sat at his feet like children, waiting hungrily for the next tale. Dominic beamed in delight at the sight of James and offered him the coveted seat by his side. James sat down obediently, not looking to cause any riffs in the room. He was ready to see what made the senior so impressive.

“So what’s your name, kid?” the upperclassman asked coolly.

“James,” he replied, fully aware that Dominic was no more than a year or two older than himself. 

“James, I’m Dominic, and let me tell you, you are in for a treat. It’s not every day you get to meet a walking legend.” 

“What makes you a legend?” 

People began whispering in anticipation. The story of Dominic was coming. James was already sure it was anti-climactic and over-exaggerated. 

“It all starts in ‘88. Surely you know what happened in that year.” 

“The siege of our castle,” James said, remembering Arimus’s words. 

“Well, I’ll have you know that I was there.” 

“What were you, a drummer boy? You’re barely three years older than me.” 

Gasps went throughout the room. 

“You wish. The fact of the matter is that I was a recruit like all of you. Scared, nervous, unsure of what difference I could make in the world. Still, I had a mind to—no—I knew that I would become a great and powerful warrior someday—a Sage of great power.” 

James scoffed and Dominic frowned at his reaction. 

“You’re a Sage?” 

“That’s what I’m saying.” 

“How could you possibly be a Sage?” 

“Would you shut up and let me finish my story?” 

“I’m sorry. I just can’t see how that’s possible.” 

Dominic glared at James and quickly grabbed his shoulder. James barely saw him move. Instinctively he noticed the sheathed sword lying on the bed by Dominic’s side.

“We can settle this right now if you want. It’s a little unconventional, but at least you’ll be humbled.” Dominic spoke so confidently that James didn’t know what to think. All he could do was follow the upperclassman as he grabbed his sword from the bed and made his way out of the dorm. The sea of students parted instinctively, letting him pass through like he was their savior, but James followed more out of curiosity than obedience. There was no way he could be a Sage. How could someone so vain, so pompous and arrogant—be a legend? How could he have achieved the rank of Sage? 

“I thought you were just 1st Class,” James spat at Dominic as they walked. “Not even an infantryman.” 

“I’m skipping all that now,” Dominic replied calmly.

James shuddered at the thought. Staring at Dominic’s cool composure, he suddenly realized that if this fool was a Sage, Arimus would’ve mentioned it to him. Wouldn’t he? 

Dominic walked slowly in stride as if he were a king, leading James to where the west wing gymnasium lay. James couldn’t deny that he was beginning to get nervous.  

“So I’m going to get a demonstration?” 

“You could say that,” Dominic said slyly, throwing the sword he held at his side to James. “Here, take this. I won’t need it.” 

“What are you planning to do?” 

“I’m going to prove—” 

“—what, exactly?” Arimus boomed as he stepped from beyond the crowd. Everyone stopped talking as he stared down at Dominic with his steel blue eyes. Dominic’s resolve wavered but he still made no motion to answer the teacher. 

“I asked you a question.” 

“I was only going to show James here what it means to be a Sage.” 

Arimus laughed heartily, the echo bouncing off the farthest walls. Somehow it only made James more nervous.

“Dominic, this is why I advised you to keep your ego subdued. Your delusions never cease to amaze me.” 

Dominic’s smile faded as Arimus motioned for the mob of recruits to leave. They left sorrowfully, taking each step slowly so that they could catch as much entertainment as possible on their way out. But Arimus eventually grew weary of them and growled; then they dispersed quickly. The mentor turned around and shook his head in amazement. 

“I dismissed your fans so that I can speak without restraint. I don’t want to embarrass you in front of them, but if you continue to lie that way in the Academy, there will be disciplinary action, understood?” 

Dominic nodded shamefully as Arimus turned to James. 

“James, you will keep this a secret. But Dominic is, in fact, not a Sage.” 

“HA!” James retorted. Dominic shoved his face away with an open palm. James almost managed to punch him, but Arimus caught his arm at the last second. Dominic barely noticed the retaliation.

“Why did you have to tell the new guy, Arimus?” 

“And why do I have to keep this a secret?” James cried, backing away. “Don’t the students have the right to know?”

“The students look up to Dominic,” Arimus stated. “And believe it or not, he has inspired many of them to overcome obstacles that they previously struggled with. Nevertheless, the primary reason for my intrusion is because he will be the proctor of your second test, and I didn’t want you to get a head start.” 

“Second test?” 

“Which will begin immediately as a matter of fact. The sword in your right hand will suffice. We were supposed to wait until tomorrow, but considering the situation before us, we can begin. Prior preparation is unnecessary.” 

“I never heard anything about having to give a test,” Dominic protested. “But if I am, then he fails—right now. Whatever it is I am proctoring, he’s not passing it.” 

“That’s awfully mature of you,” Arimus stated. 

“Thank you,” Dominic said, not smiling one bit. 

“Regardless of your prejudices, however, the test will be given. I know what you are thinking. Why is James given special treatment? Well, let me tell you...he is not. This test, also known as the Sage preliminary test, is always the second to be given. It is just that students receive it by different proctors so there is little discussion on the matter. You were given this kind of test by someone else, were you not?” 

Dominic nodded, his spirits rising again. 

“Then James will receive the same. Though the tests are all handled differently, the desired outcome must be achieved in order to pass. This test will be no easier or harder than the one you took.”

“Fine,” Dominic muttered, partly satisfied with the explanation.

“I thought you said he wasn’t a Sage,” James retorted. Arimus nodded.

“He’s not. The Sage preliminary test examines a person’s ability to become a Sage, nothing more. If you do not pass this, you are still able to go on to the third exam, which will evaluate your eligibility to stay in this Academy, but it would be better for you personally if that doesn’t happen. Should you make it through the second exam, you will go immediately on to Sage training, accomplishing the goal you have set for yourself. But if you fail, you will have no hope whatsoever.”

“So Dominic passed?” James asked humbly.

“Dominic is the only recruit I have seen pass this test since I became a proctor. Everyone else has failed, and that is why we do not discuss it openly. It is too shameful to reveal that they will never reach their dreams...” 

“So Dominic is taking Sage tests right now?” 

“Yes, and he is doing adequately.” 

“Who is his teacher?”

“That’s irrelevant right now. But should you pass the test, I will reveal it to you. This is not a light matter, I’m afraid. There are not many Sages at this Academy. So little, in fact, that most students are given the Sage preliminary tests by those who are not Sages themselves. It is an unfortunate circumstance but necessary. Even Dominic’s original proctor was killed in battle a few months back. Make no mistake, James. Even Sages have a long road to traverse.”

“Then why am I given this privilege? To face someone who’s passed the tests?”

“Circumstance. Believe me, you are not the only one. There are fifteen others that Dominic will proctor after you are done. Do not think you’re special.”

Why was everyone saying that?

“You never told me that!” Dominic exclaimed, pointing a finger in Arimus’s face. “I never agreed to become a teacher.”

“Yet you will if you desire to continue your training,” Arimus said firmly. Dominic sucked his teeth but otherwise remained silent.

“So...” James continued. “Does that mean Dominic is stronger than you?” 

“Enough with the questions, James. The test will now begin.” 

Dominic smirked and jumped back into an offensive stance, placing his right fist on top of his left shoulder, as if he had a blade concealed there. 

“So what am I supposed to do, just hit him with this sword?” James mused, turning the blade over and over in his hand. “That hardly seems fair.” 

“Trust me, I’m more than prepared for you, rookie.” 

“Here is the exam,” Arimus announced. “All you have to do is cut Dominic. Even if it’s the slightest nick. If you manage this within three days, you are eligible to begin Sage training. If not, your dreams will sadly end here.” 

“That shouldn’t be too hard considering he’s unarmed. He’s gotta tire out sooner or later. Then I’ll slice him up.” 

“You’re so confident, James,” Dominic mused. “But I think that’s the fear talking. You can’t imagine not being a Sage. No one can. Especially once Arimus tells you the legend. And you’re no different. So we’re going to see if you’ve got what it takes. Despite what your eyes tell you, I’m a lot more armed than you are.” 

“What are you talking about, gabby?” James mocked, his hand snapping open and close as if it were talking.  

“Dominic,” Arimus bellowed. “Reveal your eidolon edge.” 

“His what?” James began, but Dominic cut him off. 

“—gladly,” Dominic said, and in an instant, a flash of blinding light erupted from Dominic’s body, filling the entire room, and knocking James unconscious. 



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 4 - Eidolon
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“Did I kill him?” Dominic laughed as Arimus shook James’ shoulder. Arimus gave Dominic a disapproving look and shook James again. 

“Man, that was embarrassing,” James muttered as he came to. Waving Arimus’s hand away, he climbed to his feet. 

“You’re telling me,” Dominic said in disappointment. “I didn’t even do anything. If this is a preview of things to come, I have to say, you’re just wasting my time.” 

“Whatever, you mouth,” James snapped in disgust as he picked up the fallen sword. “I get three days to make one incision. Keep talking like that, and I’ll be aiming for your tongue.” 

“What a temper,” Arimus commented. 

“What garbage,” Dominic chuckled. “Anyone can talk big. Problem is, if you don’t make the cut, you’ll be just another infantryman, stuck in depression over what could have been.” 

“Shut up!” James screamed as he lunged toward Dominic. James’ mind was racing.

With him talking so much, he’s bound to be distracted. I don’t know what an eidolon is or how he was able to knock me out so easily, but I won’t let him unleash it again. The sooner I cut him, the more potential I’ll prove to have.

Dominic pivoted backward as the sword that was aimed for his stomach went to the side. Securely out of the sword’s way, Dominic clasped James’ wrist and bent it to the right. James cried out as he dropped the sword and swung a random left hook—which was blocked easily. James couldn’t believe his eyes when his body was picked up and flipped over Dominic’s shoulder, right onto his back. Dominic punched at an imaginary opponent in the air as he danced in front of James’ fallen body. James tried desperately to catch the wind that was knocked out of him.

“A flip!” Dominic guffawed. “No one ever falls for a flip. It’s so juvenile!” 

“You have to have patience with James,” Arimus stated as he helped James to his feet. “He has had no prior training as you did. He comes from the village.” 

“What?!” Dominic yelled in shock. “He’s a walk-in? You mean he wasn’t invited to the Academy formally?” 

“We are running at low capacity. We turn no one away.” 

“Oh forget this. I only did that to play around. I was surprised myself when he actually fell for it, but now I see that he doesn’t have a lick of combat training. This trash doesn’t even deserve to see an eidolon.” 

James clutched his sword in anger and determination as the upperclassman spat words of distaste at him. He had been arrogant before, but now it was as if James was less than a human being, as if he were an insect that had tried joining the Academy, and now he had the audacity to think about becoming a Sage. Dominic found it ridiculous and disgusting—blasphemy against everything the Academy stood for, and therefore, he was going to let James feel every ounce of his hate. 

“I refuse to pull out my eidolon. I refuse, Arimus. I’m just going to fight him with my bare hands if that’s okay with you. He can keep the sword. I really don’t care.” 

“If that’s how you want it to go. I myself admit that if James cannot cut you while you’re unarmed, then he definitely isn’t worthy of becoming a Sage.” 

James winced. That definitely hurt. Coming from Arimus, the words pricked his heart like a poisoned arrow. 

“I still have three days! Remember?!” James yelled at them as he tried once again to pierce Dominic’s unmovable resolve. Dominic continued talking to Arimus, pushing James aside and sending him clamoring awkwardly to the floor. Again and again James lunged at his foe, each time thrusting weaker and weaker as every bit of strength and energy he threw at his opponent was turned aside with a simple parry. Hours went by, yet he was no closer to passing than when he had started.

“Let’s call it a day,” Dominic yawned finally as he kicked a heaving James to the side. “He didn’t even get close.” 

“It is getting late,” Arimus agreed as he put out his hand, motioning for James to give him the sword. James grit his teeth as he stared at the imprints of the hilt in his hand—his own steel grip being the cause as he had swung again and again at the upperclassman. It was pitiable. How could there be such a difference in their skill? How could Dominic have dodged his attacks for hours without breaking a sweat? 

What made it worse was that he hadn’t even fought back. Sure, he would throw him to the side or flip him to the ground, but he never threw a punch. It was like James was a child all over again, trying to damage the impenetrable wall that was his father. 

“You want to know something sad, James?” Dominic asked, snatching the blade out of James’ hand before he even saw him move. “If you can’t hit me, you’ll never—ever—ever—never—ever become a—”

“Don’t say it!” James screamed and began storming out of the hall. As he left he heard Dominic sneering behind him. 

“Tell me, Arimus, what is the disciplinary action for one having a temper tantrum?” 

Arimus didn’t smile as he stared at James’ back. 

“You know, I wonder...could I beat you, Arimus? I mean, you’re not a Sage either. You don’t have an eidolon.” 

Arimus turned slowly and glared at Dominic with calm yet warning eyes. 

“I know how you are, Dominic. You won’t rest until you know for yourself.” 

“I’m only curious.” 

“I don’t play games.” 

“It’s not a game, Arimus. I’m serious about this.” 

“If Scarlet hears of this—”

“Master Scarlet won’t know a thing, I promise. She’s always telling me not to involve myself with other teachers so I wouldn’t dare tell her. The punishment would be very severe.” 

“It is not a good idea.” 

Dominic was standing only a foot away from Arimus, plenty of space to make a move. 

So he did. 

His thrust was precise and calculated, straight and quick, but all it pierced was the air as a single gray strand of Arimus’s hair hovered before his eyes. As he exhaled—his initiative now over—he began calculating a defense when he realized the blade he had held in his hand was now at his throat. Arimus stood unmoving behind him, a powerful arm reaching around Dominic and gripping the entire fist that was enclosed around the hilt. 

“I trust you will not do that again. We are not in need of men...that badly.” 

Dominic felt the grip lighten and he turned quickly to catch a glimpse of Arimus’s face, but, as expected, he was already gone, out of the very room itself. 

“Arimus of the wind,” Dominic whispered. “You truly live up to your name.” 

Dominic left the hall, amused yet humbled. 

***
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JAMES WAS NOT IN THE mood to see Catherine as he power-walked down the east wing. But she was waiting for him by his room, leaning against the wall with legs crossed while deep in thought. He didn’t know what time it was, but he could tell that it was late by the lack of voices coming from the bedrooms. Catherine heard him grunt as he walked and she giggled at his approach. James waved a quick hi and stopped before her, but he wasn’t sure what to say. She waited for him to speak first as he tried to calm himself down, but he never was very good at that. Still, it was a good time to practice. It wouldn’t be right if he took his frustrations out on her. 

James attempted a smile and took a breath, noticing that in the dim hallway light he couldn’t see the small patches of freckles that lightly decorated her cheeks. 

“So how was your day?” she asked cautiously, tired of waiting for James to stop analyzing her and to actually speak. 

“I didn’t pass if that’s what you’re asking,” James muttered as he folded his arms across his chest. 

“At least you have two more days.” 

“Yeah, but trust me, it would take a miracle for me to improve enough to pass that test.” 

“Don’t give up yet. Just think about what you could do differently.” 

“I guess so.” 

“Wow, you really are bummed. You haven’t asked me one question yet. You’re usually so inquisitive.” 

James sighed and didn’t respond.

“So, if you don’t mind me asking...” Catherine continued. “What was your second test? I know everyone has a different one.” 

“I had to face Dominic.” 

Catherine’s eyes widened in surprise. 

“Wow. That must’ve been hard!” 

“He’s not that tough,” James muttered, sneering at the awe in her voice.  

“Oh no—no, I’m not saying he’s like the best or anything. Only it’s a little unusual to have to face a student for your test. Especially one that has an eidolon!” 

“Okay, you have to tell me, what is an eidolon exactly?” 

“You didn’t get a good look at Dominic’s?” she inquired, raising her eyebrows suspiciously. 

“I uh...” James stammered. “I was actually knocked unconscious by some blinding light when he supposedly pulled it out.” 

Catherine giggled in response and James scowled, nearly turning and storming into his dorm room. It took a lot of restraint to remain still. 

“I can’t believe you fell unconscious...” Catherine said. “I mean, that is impressive.” 

“Why?” 

“An eidolon edge is a sword, but not just any sword. It’s actually a person’s very soul manifested into the form of a blade. The very word eidolon means ideal, so when a person’s eidolon is released, it reveals the inner desires of a person, transformed into blade form.” 

“So you mean someone might pull out an eidolon that looks like a pink flamingo or something?” James said slyly, thinking of what ridiculous figure Dominic’s might take on. 

“Not exactly. If you were to see someone’s eidolon, it may take some thought and interpretation to figure out what desires their eidolon represents. Unless you really know a person, odds are, you probably won’t figure out what the blade is revealing to you, but all of that is irrelevant. What’s impressive is what the eidolon can do. Each one possesses abilities that can take out waves upon waves of armies with little effort. It is a Sage’s ultimate weapon.” 
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