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We all gasped, I in particular, wanted to laugh aloud, finding what was taking place already. I could only view the back of Leon‘s head but I didn’t have to see his face to know the anger that must’ve been pressed on it.

“How dare you...” 

The stranger held up his hand in front of him making Leon pause.

The fire beside us sparked for a brief moment, I flinched, it happened so abruptly, the flames rose into a blaze, like they had just been provoked and was fending the pest off with a roar. I peered at the amber flames their warmth was on cheeks and hands, while staring something odd came over me I felt something bubble deep inside my gut. This sudden sensation puzzled me, it wasn’t a bad, could say pleasant, but at same time, ominous.  “Rose, did you see that?” I asked. 

Her eyes tore away reluctantly. “Saw what?” 

“Oh, never mind,” I told her. I couldn’t hear what the stranger and Leon saying anymore their lips moved, their voices though were far too low. Everyone was so focused on the two of them listening carefully to try and overhear the rest of their conversation. I guess the fire would only matter if it caught one of our dresses. So, we sat anxiously waiting like, well, anxious children, precisely what we were. My gazes kept being drawn back to fire instant by instant. Maybe, I was just hungry I did always liked eating lunch earlier than noon. I eventually became irritated by the peculiar feeling and put my strength into ignoring it.

“Look,” said Lanz, as if we weren’t already.

The stranger had retrieved his spear from underneath the table Leon slowly stepped to the side letting him lead the way. He wasn’t so tall he stood stretching at the exact height as Leon instead of towering over him. He walked fast encouraging Leon to follow at quick pace. His black cape flew across our eyes us leaving the tent not bothering to even to lower a gaze at us. He passed us with no more interest than if we were four bugs crawling on the ground. “What was going on, what are they doing?” Anne uttered.

“Isn’t obvious, Anne,” said Lanz, who shook her by the shoulder like he was trying to wake her up. “He has agreed to have a match.” He gleamed at her with the broadest smile I’d ever seen on his face the very one he wore throughout his baby years. “Well, come on,” He then dragged Anne with me outside, but Rose and I were much faster, running out the tavern tent. We were all drowning in excitement by now.

At a normal tree length they positioned, Leon to the right, the stranger to the left. Both already had their weapons out and forward, though only Leon was a firm fighting stance. It was one customary for a swordsman, the legs apart with a tight grip made on the hilt.  The stranger stood plainly holding the spear upright the shining blade above his black hood. This offended Leon, he glowered at him grunting. 

“You can’t defend against an opponent by just lingering,” Leon told him.

We then heard a smirk release. He reached for the hood on his head and immediately we knew what he would do next so we snuck closer to get a good look. After he had unmasked himself I could honestly say we weren’t the least prepared for what we saw. I couldn’t have been further taken aback as my mouth hung open for the gasp come out when the boy, not man, has we’d believe tugged down the hood of his cape. He had raven dark that waved smooth to his ears, fair skin slightly blemished by cutting scars. He wore a smug grin. My lashes batted like wings of a butterfly, I blinked so many times to make sure I was imagining Leon about fight a different form of himself.

“Heavens, you’re...” Leon voice peeled then faded expressing his sheer shock.

“A boy of sixteen, I gather you’re the same,” he said, “my, such a fine stance. You really do want to be nobleman bad.” 

“Excuse me.”

The dark haired boy’s grin spread wider after seeing how Leon’s angry reaction. It should’ve been funny but I was doing too much pondering to be amused at the beads of sweat surfacing on Leon’s forehead. He was angry yet nervous. He might’ve actually been thinking what I was. Why was a boy of just sixteen traveling alone? And did he only accidently stumbled upon our village? Why wasn’t journey through up our clouded mist hills? It was simple unheard of for youngling having that kind of courage. My curiosity grew stronger while noticing confidence he had. His spear was still left upright, how he looked at Leon’s sword, as well as him, was astoundingly calm and fearless, like a boy not even afraid of getting hurt.

“I bet you sometimes wish you were born from a countess’ womb and not your mother’s. You’d be much more thankful for life as a young lord, wouldn’t you?”

“Dirty! Insolent! Vagabond,” Leon yelled enraged, charging at the boy with the fury of a wild boar. 

With the taunting grin stuck to his scarred face he remained where he stood until Leon came near enough. He swag a forward strike and swiftly the boy spun on his heel, cape floating in the breeze, while he dodged the strike before flipping the spear equally swift. The bottom end of the spear hit the back of Leon’s leg. “Whoa,” Lanz gaped astonished. That one hit ruined his balance causing him fall humiliatingly on his knees. The sword slipped from his hands which he hastened to regain, a clear blow to his pride than a leg. The four of us froze mirroring Lanz’s expression. Of course, the astonishment had mountains less to do with our disappointment in Leon and exceedingly centered on our overwhelmed amazement by the other boy’s sharp and quick deflection. He flicked the long weapon so brilliantly but still in a way that made it seem as if he was a child testing his new toy. It was raw visible to us that he wasn’t even being serious, or rather, wasn’t his neatly dressed, furious opponent serious.

“Uh, pitiful, pitiful...” He spat treading deviously around Leon, almost seemed to be enacting how a tiger playfully stalks its prey. The scarred boy maintained a joking stare above him. 

Teeth clenched savagely stabbing the sword into the earth, then using it to support his lift back onto his feet, Leon grumbled out as he now faced the boy from a change in their positions. There were words accompanying the loud grumble. The bitter noise just escaped him willfully. He might’ve been trying to swallow the shame and find the right demeaning insults to cast. Vagabond, was surely futile for him to spat now given the swift shift in circumstances, following his swift tumble to the ground. He struck again this time wasting not a moment on his stance or a second thought. Anger had driven him to make a vicious slash of the sword without any regard for the agonizing injuries he could’ve caused on his opponent. We saw the boy crouch thinking ahead of Leon for he slashed nothing but empty air almost appearing not to have any sense of aim. The next thing that he did wowed us beyond belief. The mysterious black cape boy delivered a single strong swipe to where Leon’s feet were placed, with the length of his spear combined with his virile movement sent him into behind flip then hitting the dirt flat on his ass.  “Incredible,” Anne coughed.

“He moves better than most men grown,” said Rose. “Impossible!” Lanz added.

Leon groaned, such a slamming fall was bound to hurt.  “Pitiful!” It was the final belittling sneer. The boy held the length with one hand the blade pressed to his reddened cheek. He was no match for the tiger he was dog without bite compared. The odd sensation inside me started twitching and tickling again. The first it had felt like something was warning me now it felt like something was changing. By that, I mean transforming. A silly thought soon banished while being amazed.  
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