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​1 – A Siege of Boredom
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Peter Godfried walked from his tent to see the King’s army camped outside the castle for yet another day, the cool morning mist already giving way to the first rays of the sun. And what the sun shone down on were the soldiers, listless and bored.

“Up early,” Hark Reece said from beside the tent flap.

Peter looked over to the older soldier, the man that was more like a father to him than a friend. He was whittling away on a stick as usual, casting his old and tired eyes up at the castle ramparts from time to time.

“Aye,” Peter replied as he moved over to the large barrel of rain water and took a ladleful.

“Not that there’s any reason to be, of course,” Hark said, his eyes still on the stick. “How can soldiers be expected to fight if they don’t have ale?”

“It’ll come,” Peter said as he surveyed the large camp. 

Tents were placed here and there in a haphazard fashion. It hadn’t been that way when the king’s army had arrived three months ago, but then that was when things had been orderly and routine. Discipline had fallen off considerably since then.

Hark shrugged his shoulders and tilted his head to one side.

“Even if it does come, no amount of ale is going to fix the kingdom’s or the army’s problems.”

Peter narrowed his eyes at the man. “And why do you say that? Do you know something that I–”

“Thomas!”

Peter and Hark both ripped their eyes to where the shout had come from, and which was now being called out by others.

“Sir Thomas! Thomas has been hit!”

“No!” Peter said, nearly bolting away before looking back at Hark.

“Go!” the old soldier said. “You can tell me later!”

Peter nodded and took off at a run toward the commotion.
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​2 – A Shot Messenger
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“Thomas...Sir Thomas...Thomas has been hit!”

Those were the murmurings Peter heard as he drew closer to the tent with Sir Thomas Rutland in it, the king’s main messenger. Peter shook his head – if Thomas had been shot, or God forbid killed, then the army was in serious trouble indeed.

“How bad is it?” many were shouting as Peter made his way through the throng of soldiers. 

The siege camp was a rather drab and boring place, and there hadn’t been a major engagement in months – seeing someone get shot was therefore a big deal, and more than they’d experienced in weeks.

“Will he live?” another voice called out, and that raised the murmurings up more.

“Clear the way!” Peter shouted. A few people turned back to see the tall soldier with the firm and chiseled face coming, and they stepped back. Most however, didn’t register anything at all, other than the fact that something different and interesting was happening. If that broke up the monotony of the siege camp, then so much the better.

“Sir Peter!” someone called out, and Peter’s eyes shot above a few heads to Argyle Tattersall, one of the king’s main men. They narrowed in scorn, and Argyle frowned.

“Sorry,” he said, “it’s just that...well...I forgot.”

Peter said nothing as the old soldier spluttered on beside him. It was no secret that Peter hated being called ‘sir,’ but there was really nothing he could do for it – ever since he’d single-handedly stopped the enemy’s breakout two months before he’d had the esteem of his peers and the respect of his king. So why did he just want to crawl off and die? God, I hate attention! Peter thought as Argyle continued to frown beside him.

“Forget about it,” Peter said through clenched teeth. “Now, what’s going on with Thomas.”

Argyle nodded. “He’s right up here, but I’m warning you Sir...er, Peter...that it’s not good.”

Peter nodded, and so did Argyle. Within moments they were pushing through the crowd of bodies once again, and in another moment they came to a small huddle.

“Make way for Sir Peter!” Argyle shouted, and several of the people popped their heads up. When they saw it was the hero of a few months earlier coming they moved out of the way quickly.

Peter frowned when he saw Thomas. There the king’s messenger was, an arrow jutting from his chest, just inches above his heart. Another stuck out from his right shoulder, the shaft broken off just above the point of entry.

“I’ve really done it good this time, ain’t I?’ Thomas said with a laugh when he saw Peter, although on the third laugh more blood came out than hot air.

“You’re gonna be alright,” Peter said soothingly as he placed his hand on Thomas’s forehead.

“Don’t lie to a liar!” Thomas said gruffly. “I’m dyin’ here, we all know it.”

“There’s still a chance–”

“Peter,” Thomas said sternly, drawing Peter’s eyes to him, “I’m not stupid, so don’t try to treat me like I am, alright?” 

Peter nodded. Nothing much ever got past Thomas, and even as he lay there with an arrow leeching his life away that was unchanged.

“That arrow’s got to be brushing up against your heart,” Peter said. “I’m afraid if we tried to pull it out it’d kill you.”

Thomas nodded. “Knew that the moment I saw her sticking from me. Oh well, I always said I never wanted to die on me bed!”

He started to laugh again, but more blood shot from his mouth.

Peter put his hand back on Thomas’s forehead, just as the man’s eyes turned from humorous to frantic. Peter didn’t want the men gathered around to see.

Thomas’s breathing became more pronounced, then ragged. After another few moments he shook a bit, then became still. Peter could see from below his hand that the messenger’s eyes were now staring out at nothing.

“Is he...” one soldier said.

“Aye,” Peter nodded.

“Those bastards!” another soldier shouted, pointing his sword at the castle. “Let’s mount a charge right now and–”

“And end up like Thomas here?” Peter cut him off. “Don’t be stupid – there’s no getting past those defenses.” He frowned and looked down at Thomas again. “What was he doing within arrow range anyway?”

“Well, he...”

“C’mon, out with it!” Peter said.

“He was–”

“Whoa!”

The men turned around to see one of the king’s advisors, Herbert Leighton, coming up on horseback.

“What’s going on here?” Herbert asked, staring down at Peter.

“Thomas has been killed,” Peter said.

Herbert’s face went white and he looked about ready to fall from his horse.

“No!” he shouted.

Peter put his arms up and motioned for everyone to give him room. Within a few moments Herbert could see Thomas’s body lying down on the ground.

“Oh my!” he said, putting his hand up to his forehead. “When did this happen?”

“Just minutes ago,” Peter said. “Maybe we should head to the king’s tent, huh?”

Herbert nodded and patted the back of his horse. “Hop on.”
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​3 – Meeting with the King
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“Ah, Sir Peter, so glad you could join us!” Dillon Digby said as soon as Peter entered the tent.

Dillon was another of the king’s personal advisors and attendants, and he had a monkish haircut and brown clothes that looked like they belonged in the nearest monastery.

Peter gave him a hard look. “How many times do I got to tell you about this ‘sir’ nonsense?”

Dillon’s face went red. “Er...sorry, Peter.”

Herbert came into the tent a moment later.

“Where’s the king?” he asked quickly.

“The king, well, he went to...well...”

“Spit it out man!” Herbert shouted.

“He’s visiting the camps!” Dillon said.

“Visiting...which one this time?” Herbert asked as he shook his head.

Dillon’s face began to turn red. “Some woman he saw washing in the river the other day, how do I know?”

“Because it’s your job to keep him away from the camp whores!” Herbert said, moving up to Dillon and smacking him upside the head.

“I thought that was only when the queen was around!”

“Ha!” Herbert laughed. “The queen’s been back in the capital for the past three months. That’s where you want to be looking out for him, not here on the edge of the kingdom!”

“Why don’t we just go get him?” Peter said.

Herbert and Dillon frowned at one another, then nodded.

“I’ll get the mules,” Dillon said.

“Mules?” Herbert said with a frown. “Dillon, we’ve got a horse!”

“I don’t ride those devilish creatures, and you know it!”

Herbert shook his head and looked at Peter with a look that said ‘kill me now’ as Dillon headed past them and out the tent.

“Well, ready for a ride to the camps?” he asked Peter.

Peter frowned. “Do we have a choice?”

~~~
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They headed outside and got on the mules, then began moving around the camp. It was no secret the king enjoyed sitting down by the small stream away from the siege, and most days could find him there.

“Looks quiet,” Peter said as they started to draw near.

“That’s odd,” Dillon said, “usually when the king’s down here there are a lot more people rushing about.”

“Or pretty young women trying to rush away!” Herbert laughed.

They continued on and eventually got down to the small cluster of large tents on the side of a small copse of trees. They dismounted and headed toward the largest, that usually reserved for the king.

Dillon moved in first, pulling the tent flap aside, and Peter headed in after him followed by Herbert.

“Ah, Dillon...and Sir Peter!” a voice called out as soon as they’d entered. “What do I owe such an honor?”

Peter frowned and looked over at Sir Hayden Hayes sitting on the cushioned floor of the tent. The older knight had jet-black hair now peppered with gray, and a chiseled face now deeply-lined. It’d been he who’d elevated Peter to Knightly status, and now each place he went he had to have that damn ‘sir’ in front of his name, just like some royal horse’s ass.

“We’re here to see–”

“Sir Thomas has been shot,” Peter said, cutting Dillon off.

“No!” Hayden nearly shouted. “How...when...why?”

Peter scoffed. “Probably because we’re in the middle of a war siege, that’s why!”

“It happened not an hour ago at the main camp,” Herbert continued, “he was struck by an enemy arrow.”

“Is he alright?” Hayden asked.

“He’s dead,” Peter said.

“Oh my!” Hayden said, his hand going up to his mouth.
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