
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Two Ghost's Salvation

Part One – Section Six

by S. H. Marpel



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      TWO GHOSTS SALVATION - SECTION 06

    

    
      First edition. June 24, 2018.

      Copyright © 2018 S. H. Marpel.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1386503477

    

    
    
      Written by S. H. Marpel.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


XXIII

[image: ]




BY THE END OF THAT day, we had a choice. Turn back, or become a criminal.

The King's forest was an island surrounded by three seas. Those were the lands deeded to nobles by the king. And the people who lived there belonged to that land. Entering another land without permission could get you instantly imprisoned or killed. No trial, no recourse. Just the way it was back then.

Da belonged to one of those land-holdings. His visitor, if actually a member of the King's court, was of course immune. But he was not wearing any of his rings, or any identification that would prove who he was. Just dressed as a peasant, and with a four-day growth of beard, he was beginning to look and smell like one as well. 

But that was all part of his teaching. 

Da and his visitor stopped at the border. Both sat on the treeless path, resting after a day's walk. There was a posted sign by the side of that foot path, too weathered to be read.

"Well, Watcher, what do you think we should do?"

"Why do you call me 'watcher'?" the visitor asked.

"Because you never told me your name, or at least what you want to be called," Da said.

Frowning, the watcher hesitated. Because the first thing he thought of was to apologize. But out here, that was wasted breath. This teacher of his already knew he was stupid to the ways of this world. "John. Call me John."

"OK, John. Call me Dan." Da said. "But that doesn't answer the question - what do you think we should do?"

"We should press on." John answered.

"Where?" Da asked.

John had to now think this over. That was probably his first lesson. His Court manners - or lack of them - were showing. "'Either way' would have been my first answer - but that couldn't be right. You have me dressed as a peasant, so if I cross the border into the neighboring fiefdom, we could both be caught trespassing. If we go into the King's forest, then you think I'll get you arrested and put in prison."

"And..." Da prompted.

John now sat and thought for a bit. There was probably no right answer. "Well, I came here to go into the forest and learn about it. So we should go there."

Da looked off into the skies above the tree line for awhile. Finally, he said, "Your first lesson is trust."

"Trust?" John asked.

"Sure. How can I trust you with either decision? How can you trust me?" With that, Da brought out a long. blackened steel hunting knife from his left boot. "What does this knife mean to you?"

John looked over the blade carefully. "It's a weapon or a tool. Not shiny like the metal of a military blade. So it was probably forged locally. But it's in your hand, and you already know I don't have a weapon. And that means you could kill me and push my body into that ravine. No one would ever know I'd been here."

Da then tossed the knife, at John's feet, landing hilt first by his knees. "Now what does it mean to you?"

"That I can now take that knife and possibly defend myself if you attacked me," replied John.

"Possibly?" Da asked.

"You are still larger and know this land better than I do. You are used to harsh weather, and are probably not soft like Court living leaves people. Even if I practiced with a broadsword daily, it wouldn't give me the ability to survive out here. Knife fights aren't the same as swordplay. You'd still win. So I shouldn't hardly have a reason to pick that knife up, other than to hand it back to you. My only real way to survive is to walk back to the tavern, collect my clothes and money and horse, then ride back to the Court." John looked at the knife for a while. Then picked it up and shoved it into his own boot top.

Da then pulled out another knife of about the same size. "And now what does this knife mean?"

John thought for a good while on this. "Same type of knife. You don't need me to give you that first knife back. But you gave me that knife for some reason." 

Da sheathed the knife in his hand back into the top of his right boot. Then looked off into the sky above the tree-line again.

John finally broke the long silence. "And what do two knives have to do with trust?"

Da sighed. "You can't do anything with that knife I gave you, well not much. A tool isn't valuable unless you know how to use it. At least you are here to learn, so I'll give you that much. A good first step."

"Yet my first lesson, you said, was trust. I still don't understand." John frowned at the puzzle.

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
Ghost Hunters Part.06
Section 06

TquhﬂSl'S ‘

Salvation
. H. Marpel





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





