Chapter 1

It takes a strong man to exceed his limits, but a smart man to know them.

Kralian stood in the smoldering pasture. What had once been beautiful farmland was now ablaze. Smoke poured into the sky. The noxious scent of burning timber filled Kralian’s nostrils. Either smoke or exhaustion or both caused Kralian to collapse, his knees buckling beneath him. Kralian was asleep, and while he slept, he dreamed.

His dream was about the battle he waged with Duke Lithgow of Ask’zar. Duke Lithgow was a sinister dictator who was hated in his own land; not that his people could escape his unquestionable laws.

Although his dream was about the battle, it was not about him fighting; he was seeing the battle from the dukes eyes. Kralian speculated on whether the duke was having this same dream. 

Kralian watched as the endless battle unfolded; as he himself stopped the duke; as Duke Lithgow began to argue, and Kralian argued back; as the Duke made the first move and sent Kralian flying (this part made Kralian cringe as he watched). And worst of all, when Kralian was brought to his knees at Duke Lithgow’s hand, and as the Duke set fire to the pasture. 

And when all had been seen, Kralian’s mind went blank and he slept.

The moon was beginning to set when Kralian stirred. His eyes opened a sliver, and finally opened wide. Kralian sat up. His body trembled as his sore limbs heaved him upward. He sat and thought for a few minutes before getting up to go home.

Kralian’s mind went blank for the time that he walked; he had neither the energy nor the will to think about all that had happened.

The walk back to his village gave him the awareness to think. As he walked, more complex thoughts entered his head. Why would Duke Lithgow be here? Why did he want to burn the plains? Why couldn’t he just have left? It was not long before Kralian knew that he wouldn’t get any answers.

When he got home, Kralian started a lamp and took out some parchment. After inking a pen, he began to write a letter to the king. Kralian knew that if something was to be done about Duke Lithgow, it would need to be done by the one person with the right power.

To The Court of His Royal Highness,


Duke Lithgow recently entered Dirzonian land and destroyed quite a bit of a particular farmer’s crops. I am unaware of whether or not this news has come to your attention yet, or if you have already taken proper measures by the time you receive this letter. I am notifying you in case word has not spread.







Kralian

Kralian looked down on his letter. Apparently satisfied, Kralian rolled the letter and tied it with a length of twine.

The letter was sent that day. And Kralian waited, though he did not know whether he expected a reply or not. He waited regardless.

And on the fifth day a reply came. But not as he expected, For the note brought by the messenger was minimal in size, and was written in a scrawl hardly legible you would hardly believe the King had written it. But the messenger confirmed that it was indeed from the castle. There were only four words on the paper;

The King Summons You.
