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IN MEDIEVAL ENGLAND, chivalry shone brightly, and justice and courage were the guiding lights of the people's hearts. Arthur Stanley and Oliver Green, two young knights, set out on a perilous journey to save the city of Boston, which was shrouded in darkness.
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Chapter 1: Summoning from Afar
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IN MEDIEVAL ENGLAND, the sun shone down on the vast land, reflecting a peaceful and serene scene. However, beneath the appearance of calm, there were many undercurrents. In a scenic countryside in England, there stood the ancient Stanley family manor, a magnificent building made of grey boulders. The towering tower seemed to be telling of the family's past glory and splendour.

Arthur Stanley, the leader of the younger generation of the family, is standing in the martial arts field of the manor, holding the sword passed down from his ancestors in his hand. The sun reflects off the blade, sparkling with a cold light. He is tall and straight, with blonde hair blowing in the breeze. His deep blue eyes show determination and resolution, the result of years of training as a knight.

This morning, Arthur was carrying out his usual morning training routine. First, he galloped his horse several times around the training ground, kicking up clouds of dust with his hooves. Then he dismounted and began practising swordplay. He took every movement and stance very seriously, wielding his sword with power and precision, as if he were splitting the surrounding air. The attendants on the sidelines watched respectfully, their eyes full of admiration.

Just as Arthur was in the middle of his training, a sudden burst of hooves broke the silence. A knight dressed as a royal messenger galloped up, reined in his horse in front of the manor, and the horse neighed, raising its front hooves high into the air. The messenger then dismounted neatly and walked quickly towards the training ground where Arthur was.

‘Sir Arthur Stanley, I have been charged by the royal court to deliver an urgent message to you.’ The messenger knelt on one knee, hands together, solemnly and seriously presenting a letter with the royal seal.

Arthur frowned slightly, put down his sword, took the letter, used the dagger he carried to break the wax seal, and unfolded the letter to read it carefully. As his eyes moved across the letter, his face gradually became solemn. What was written in the letter was indeed worrying. It turned out that in Boston, a British colony across the ocean, a mysterious and dark force was plaguing the city. The letter described that recently strange noises had been heard in Boston, and every night the streets seemed to be shrouded in a layer of gloom. The residents were terrified and did not dare to go out at will. What's more, people keep disappearing at night for no apparent reason, and strange symbols are left behind in their homes, as if a declaration from some kind of evil force. The local magistrates are at a loss as to what to do, and the stability of the colony is under great threat. The royal family, having heard of Arthur's heroic deeds and his outstanding knightly skills, has summoned him to Boston to investigate the matter and do his best to eliminate the dark forces and restore order to the region.

Arthur knew the difficulty of this task, but as a knight with family honour, he never had the slightest thought of backing down. ‘I will do my best and live up to the trust of the royal family,’ Arthur firmly told the messenger, who, upon hearing this, gave a smile of relief. He stood up, bowed to Arthur, and then left, preparing to report back.

Arthur turned and returned to the main building of the manor, walking straight to his father's study. In the study, Sir Stanley was sitting at his desk, flipping through an ancient family book. When he saw Arthur enter, he looked up, his gaze full of inquiry.

‘Father, I have received a summons from the royal family. I need to go to Boston, USA, where a mysterious dark force has appeared, endangering the stability of the colony,’ Arthur said directly.

Sir Stanley Senior nodded slightly. Although there was concern on his face, there was also more trust and pride in his son. ‘Arthur, you have received rigorous knightly training since childhood, in order to serve the family and the royal family one day. Now the opportunity has come, don't let down this trust. But the United States is far across the ocean, a long and uncertain journey. You need to be fully prepared.’

‘Father, don't worry, I will be careful and return safely to uphold the family's honour,’ Arthur replied.

Over the next few days, Arthur began preparing the items he would need for the journey. First, he selected his most capable warhorse, a black horse with strong, powerful hooves that was his most beloved companion. He named the horse “Shadow”. He then carefully organised his weapons and armour. In addition to his sword, he took a spare dagger, a sturdy shield and a suit of finely crafted chainmail armour, which had been carefully crafted by the family's craftsmen. Each link was tightly connected, providing good protection without being too bulky and affecting movement.

While preparing the supplies, Arthur thought that he needed a resourceful assistant who could help him with the many chores on the trip. The first person to come to mind was Oliver Green. Oliver came from an ordinary merchant family in London. The two met by chance when Arthur got into some trouble in the city and Oliver helped him out with his wit and intelligence. Since then, the two have formed a deep friendship. Although Oliver had not received knightly training, he was extremely well informed about news from all over the world, good at observing the situation, and always came up with good ideas at critical moments. He was a rare and valuable assistant.

Arthur came to London and found Oliver's home in a lively market in the city. After hearing the reason for Arthur's visit, a flash of excitement appeared in Oliver's eyes. He was already full of curiosity and longing for the outside world, and now he had the opportunity to embark on such a challenging adventure with Arthur, so naturally he did not hesitate to say yes.

‘Arthur, don't worry, I'll be there for you. I'll take care of all the details, like finding out what's going on and arranging supplies, so you won't be distracted.’ Oliver assured him, patting his chest.

Once everything was ready, Arthur and Oliver went to the port in London. The port was bustling with activity, with sailing ships docked along the shore and workers busily loading and unloading goods. The air was filled with the salty smell of the sea breeze. They boarded a large merchant ship bound for Boston, USA. The ship was sturdy, its sails flapping in the wind. The captain was an experienced old sailor named Tom Brown, who travelled between Britain and the USA all the time and knew the route well.

‘Welcome aboard, young gentlemen. This is going to be a long voyage, but I hope you'll enjoy yourselves,’ Captain Tom warmly greeted Arthur and Oliver, and then instructed the crew to prepare for departure.

With a long blast from the horn, the merchant ship slowly sailed away from the port. Standing on the deck, Arthur and Oliver looked at the city of London receding into the distance, their hearts filled with both trepidation about the unknown journey and anticipation of the challenges that lay ahead.

The merchant ship sailed on the vast Atlantic Ocean. The weather was fine for the first few days, with calm seas and a gentle breeze. Arthur and Oliver walked around the ship, getting acquainted with the environment, chatting with the crew and learning some knowledge about sailing and interesting maritime anecdotes. However, the good times didn't last long. Soon after, they encountered a fierce storm.

That night, the calm sea suddenly became stormy, dark clouds gathered, and raindrops the size of beans pelted down, making cracking sounds as they hit the deck. The merchant ship swayed violently in the rough waves, as if it were a leaf about to be swallowed by the sea at any moment. The crew members were all busy, some tightening the sails, others reinforcing the ropes. Captain Tom shouted instructions from the wheelhouse, trying to keep the merchant ship stable in the storm.

Arthur and Oliver were also busy. They ignored their own safety and helped the crew members secure the cargo to prevent it from falling and injuring anyone during the shaking. Arthur, with his strong physique, walked on the slippery deck as if he were on flat land, repeatedly re-tying the loose ropes. Oliver, although not as strong as Arthur, his mind came in very handy at this time. He quickly calculated the placement of the cargo and directed the crew to make reasonable adjustments to maintain the balance of the ship.

Thanks to the concerted efforts of everyone, the merchant ship finally survived the storm. Although some parts of the hull were slightly damaged, it was not serious and the ship was still able to continue sailing. After drifting at sea for several weeks, the food on board gradually became scarce. The crew had to start rationing the food. Everyone endured the torment of hunger, but their eyes still showed determination, hoping to arrive in Boston as soon as possible.

Finally, on a sunny morning, the crew on the lookout platform shouted, ‘Land! Land is in sight!’ Everyone heard this and rushed onto the deck to look in the distance. At the end of the sea, faintly appeared the outline of a landmass. That was their destination, Boston, USA.

Arthur felt a surge of excitement in his heart. He knew that the real challenge was about to begin, and that he, as a knight, would shoulder the responsibility of protecting Boston and dispelling the darkness. The merchant ship slowly sailed into the port of Boston. The city, full of a sense of newness but shrouded in a mysterious shadow, gradually became clear as they sailed in, waiting for Arthur and Oliver to uncover the truth behind the darkness.
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Chapter 2: First arrival in Boston
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AS THE MERCHANT SHIP slowly sailed into the port of Boston, the sea breeze, mixed with the smell of fish, sea salt and a hint of decay, was the first thing to hit them, as if it were the first low sound greeting from the city shrouded in mystery. Boston, this up-and-coming place on the other side of the ocean, should be like a bright pearl rising on the American continent, exuding the vitality of vigorous development and the light of hope. However, at this moment, in the eyes of Arthur Stanley and Oliver Green, it seems to be covered by a black veil woven with a layer of gloom, exuding an elusive and treacherous atmosphere.

The port is a noisy and bustling scene, but it somehow exudes a sense of oppression. The porters hang their heads as they mechanically load and unload the goods. The energetic shouts of the past have now become weak and feeble, as if their souls have been sucked out. The fishermen mend their fishing nets, their eyes glancing around warily from time to time, as if something terrible will jump out of the shadows at any moment. The masts of the ships stood in a forest, and the ropes whined in the wind, like the low wailing of vengeful spirits, sending a chill down one's spine.

Arthur and Oliver stepped off the merchant ship and onto this strange land that exuded a sense of danger. The dull sound of their boots on the wet planks seemed to ask the city's hidden secrets with every step. Arthur was wearing the chain mail that symbolised the family's glory and knighthood. It should have shone with remarkable brilliance in the sunlight, but at the moment, that brilliance seemed to have been swallowed up by the surrounding grey, leaving only a few scattered glimmers of light, like fireflies struggling in the dark. His hand is on his sword, his gaze sharp as a hawk, scanning the surroundings warily. His deep blue eyes are full of caution for the unknown challenges ahead.

Oliver followed Arthur. Although he was not as tall and imposing as the knight, his intelligent eyes never stopped observing the people and things around him. His head was like a sophisticated abacus, quickly analysing everything he saw and heard. He carried a knapsack on his back, containing the important items for their journey. At the moment, the knapsack seemed to have also become heavy, carrying the many difficulties they were about to face.

‘Arthur, this place gives off an evil vibe. It's nothing like the Boston I imagined,‘ Oliver said in a low voice, with an imperceptible hint of tension.

‘Well, it is very strange, but since we're here, we must root out the dark forces and restore peace to the city,’ Arthur said firmly, his tone as unwavering as the sword he held in his hand.

They walked along the harbour towards the city. There were few people on the streets, and the few who passed by were in a hurry, with fear in their eyes, and no time to spare. Most of the houses on the street looked old and dilapidated, with moss growing on the walls, as if the scars of time told the story of the city's suffering. Some doors and windows were tightly shut, as if desperately trying to ward off an invisible threat from the outside world, or hiding some kind of secret.

As they passed a tavern, they could faintly hear the noise of people inside. Arthur and Oliver glanced at each other and walked towards the tavern in tacit agreement. When they opened the door, a foul smell of alcohol and sweat hit them in the face, making them want to cough. The tavern was dimly lit, with a few oil lamps flickering in the corner, giving off a yellowish light that seemed like it would be swallowed up by the darkness at any moment. The patrons sat around the worn tables, some whispering in low voices, their faces full of fear; others sipping their drinks alone, as if they wanted to numb themselves with alcohol and forget this terrible reality.

Arthur and Oliver walked up to the bar. Oliver greeted the bartender, ‘Hey, friend, give us two glasses of ale. By the way, what's going on in this town lately? Why does everyone look like they're facing a major crisis?’

The bartender was a burly man with a full beard and tired, watchful eyes. He poured the two drinks and said in a low voice, ‘You are from out of town, aren't you? I advise you to mind your own business. Things are not peaceful in the city these days. Every night, strange noises come from every corner. The sounds are like the devil whispering in your ear, creepy and frightening. And every now and then someone goes missing, never to be seen again. They just leave behind strange symbols in their homes, as if they were under some kind of evil spell.’

‘So the constables aren't doing anything about it?’ Arthur asked, frowning. He really couldn't stand the idea of letting the forces of darkness run wild.

The bartender sneered, his voice full of resignation and indignation: ‘Hmph, the sheriff? They're so scared themselves that they don't care about this. Besides, this is a very strange thing, and it's not something that can be solved by ordinary means.’

Arthur clenched his fists, a surge of anger welling up in his heart. As a knight, it was his duty to protect the peace of the people, and now that he saw the city enveloped in fear, and the people who were supposed to maintain order doing nothing, how could he not be angry.

‘Do you know anything specific, such as where this strange thing first started?’ Oliver continued to press, knowing that to solve the mystery, he had to start with these clues.

The bartender hesitated for a moment, looked around to make sure no one was paying attention to them, and then said slowly, ‘I heard that there is an abandoned ancient castle on the outskirts of the city. That place has been deserted for many years, but recently, some people have seen strange lights shining from the ancient castle from time to time at night, as well as strange shadows moving around. It seems that the strange things in the city began to appear around that ancient castle. But I advise you not to go near that place. It is an ominous place, and once you go in, you won't be able to get out.’

Arthur and Oliver thanked the bartender and left the pub. At that moment, the sky gradually darkened, and the setting sun, like blood, dyed the entire city an eerie red, as if heralding the impending danger of the night.

‘Arthur, the castle seems to be the key. Should we go and have a look?‘ Oliver asked. Although he was a little scared, he was willing to take the risk with Arthur to find out the truth.

‘Of course we should go. Now that we've found a clue, we can't let it go. Even if it's a den of dragons, I'm going to take a stab at it.’ Arthur's eyes were determined. He would never be daunted by the fear of the unknown.

Just as they were about to set off towards the outskirts of the city, they suddenly heard a piercing scream coming from an alley. Without a word, Arthur unsheathed his sword and charged towards the direction of the sound, and Oliver hurriedly followed suit, gripping the short knife he carried with him in his hand, ready to deal with any danger that might arise.

Rushing into the alley, they saw a ragged woman sitting on the ground, her face full of fear, pointing at the front and shouting, ‘Demon, it's a demon!’ Arthur looked in the direction she was pointing, but all he saw was a dark shadow flash past, extremely fast, and disappear into the darkness in the blink of an eye.

‘What did you see? Tell me!’ Arthur asked, anxiously, as he helped the woman to her feet.

The woman trembled and her voice broke as she said, ’I was just passing by here when I saw something black with sharp claws and green eyes. It... it pounced at me. I thought I was a dead man, but fortunately you came along.’

Arthur frowned. He knew that this must be the work of the dark forces, and it seemed that this evil force was becoming more and more unrestrained. He reassured the woman, asked Oliver to escort her home, and stood still, looking in the direction the dark figure had disappeared. He vowed secretly that he would find out who was behind this and bring light back to Boston.

When Oliver returned, the two of them continued walking towards the outskirts of the city. Along the way, they felt the oppressive atmosphere getting more and more suffocating. The night was as dark as ink, enveloping the entire world. Only the torches in their hands were swaying in the wind, barely illuminating a small path ahead. The scattered flickers of light were like glimmers of hope struggling in the abyss of darkness, ready to be extinguished at any moment.

Finally, the abandoned ancient castle appeared before their eyes. The ancient castle was tall and eerie, with vines crawling all over the walls, like huge, menacing serpents, trying to wrap the castle in a tight embrace. The door of the ancient castle was tightly shut, and the iron nails on the door were covered in rust, as if they were the tears shed by the passage of time, exuding a sense of vicissitude and sadness. There was dead silence all around, only the occasional screech of a night owl, which sounded especially harsh in the silence of the night, as if it were a warning from the ancient castle, driving away anyone who wanted to get close.

Arthur took a deep breath, gripped his sword tightly, and walked towards the castle gate. Oliver followed behind him. The heartbeat of the two men involuntarily quickened. They knew that stepping into this castle was equivalent to stepping into the unknown and danger, but for the sake of the city and justice in their hearts, they did not have the slightest thought of backing down.

When Arthur reached out to push the ancient castle gate, a gust of cold wind blew, and the torch swayed violently, almost going out. The wind seemed to carry a chill that went straight to the bones, making people shiver involuntarily. Arthur gritted his teeth and pushed open the door with all his strength. With a dull ‘crack’ sound, the long-forgotten interior of the castle was revealed before their eyes, and a pungent smell of decay came at them, as if it were the breath from hell, heralding the endless horrors and secrets hidden within. And here, they were about to uncover a corner of Boston's dark mystery and explore the truth behind it, even if it meant paying a huge price, they would never turn back.

Arthur and Oliver cautiously entered the ancient castle. The flagstones under their feet were uneven, and every step raised a little dust, which danced in the weak firelight, as if countless ghosts were floating about. There were some tattered portraits hanging on the walls. The faces in the portraits were blurry, but they exuded a strange expression, as if they were watching their every move, making people feel cold down the back.

Suddenly, Oliver felt something crunch under his foot, and he looked down to see a bone. He was so scared that he almost screamed. Arthur quickly covered his mouth, made a shushing gesture, and whispered, ‘Don't make a sound. The situation here is unclear, so we have to be careful.’

The two men continued walking deeper into the ancient castle, and with each room they passed through, they discovered more and more creepy signs. In some rooms, there were old tables and chairs, and unfinished wine glasses on the tables, as if a party that had been going on here had been suddenly interrupted, and the people had fled in a hurry, leaving behind these silent relics. In other rooms, there were piles of all kinds of strange miscellaneous objects, old suitcases, mouldy books, and some strange-looking dolls, whose eyes seemed to follow them, sending shivers down their spines.

Just as they rounded a corner, a low hum came from ahead, as if some giant insect was flapping its wings, or a warning from a monster hiding in the darkness. Arthur and Oliver glanced at each other, both seeing alarm and tension in the other's eyes. They slowed their pace and slowly approached the source of the sound.

Turning the corner, they saw a large hall in front of them, with a huge sarcophagus in the centre. The sarcophagus was covered in mysterious runes and patterns, and the runes gave off a faint, eerie glow, as if they had some kind of mysterious power. The humming sound came from the sarcophagus, and the lid seemed to be trembling slightly, as if something inside was trying to break free.

‘What... what is going on?’ Oliver's voice trembled a little. He had never seen such a strange scene before.

Arthur also felt a tingle down his spine, but as a knight, he must remain calm at this moment. He gripped his sword tightly and whispered, ’Don't be afraid. No matter what's inside, we have to find out. Maybe this is the key to solving the mystery of the darkness.’

With that, Arthur slowly walked towards the sarcophagus, taking every step with extreme caution, as if he were stepping on a slate floor rather than a barrel of gunpowder that could explode at any moment. When he reached the sarcophagus, the humming sound became louder, and the lid of the sarcophagus trembled more and more violently. Arthur took a deep breath and reached out to push the lid of the sarcophagus.

The instant his hand touched the sarcophagus lid, a dark figure sprang out of the sarcophagus and pounced on Arthur. Arthur reacted extremely quickly, sidestepping to avoid the dark figure's attack, while swinging his sword to slash at it. The black shadow deftly turned in the air, avoiding Arthur's sword, and landed on a stone pillar nearby. It was only then that they could see that it was actually a huge bat. Its eyes glowed with a strange red light, and it let out a shrill cry. Its sharp claws left deep marks on the stone pillar, as if the pillar were as fragile as tofu in its eyes.

‘What a huge bat! This must be something extraordinary, driven by that dark power.’ Arthur shouted, charging at the bat again. His sword flashed in the air as he engaged the bat in a fierce battle.
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