Unspoken Journey: Part I


He calmly sat in the small boat. The waves slowly rocked. The aroma of salt water filled the damp air. As he pushed the boat into the sea with his wooden cane, he wondered what destiny had in store for him. And as the shore disappeared behind the horizon, Ampen slowly read the letter again…

Chapter I


The common noise of the busy market filled the town as he walked out of the house. From the minute Ampen Cebell woke up and smelled the delicious breakfast cooking, he could tell that the new day held excitement and pleasance. Strolling down the dirt path, he greeted some of the passing people he knew. He then took note of his surroundings. The day was beautiful. It had clear, crisp skies with an occasional cloud here and there, and the sun shone brighter than ever. The smell of fresh grass dew livened the day.


“It sure wouldn’t be bad if I had a picnic with someone today…” He said to himself. “Hmm… maybe Seth would want to go? Wonder if he’s home?” Ampen hurried to get to Sethras’s mansion. When he finally arrived at the Rulls’ mansion, he knocked on the massive door. About a minute after he knocked, the door cracked open a small bit. Someone peered out at Ampen for a few seconds, and the door closed. From here, he knew what to do. Ampen meandered up to the overhang of a window as he searched for it. Then he looked over to and under the window next to him. “Ahhh, yes, there it is,” he whispered. He crept stealthily, watching out for passers-by, as he did not want anyone to see his friend’s secret. Slipping back into the newly-open stone passage,  Ampen watched Sethras guide the false stone wall back into place.


“Hey Amp! What’s up buddy?” greeted Sethras. “Nothin’… why use the secret entrance?”


“Umm… I guess I just felt like it. Let’s go to my room.” Climbing up the stairs to the fourth story, Ampen noticed that Sethras was acting a little odd. When they finally reached his room, Ampen asked about it. “Why are you acting so… cautious?”


“Hmm?”


“You know what I mean. You’re like afraid or something… of what though?”


Sethras sighed, as if the question was a burden. “Well, yesterday… a man came to our door. I couldn’t tell quite who he was, because he was wearing a cloak, and his hood shaded his eyes. I wasn’t the one that answered the door when he knocked, but I was coming down the stairs when my dad answered…”


“Yeah? Then what happened?”


“Well, I didn’t hear much… but the words I did hear – which were two – were ‘Sethras’ and… ‘die’.” 


Ampen sat on the bed, and he could feel his heart rate slowly increasing. Overcome by this news, Ampen stuttered out, “W… what?! What did your dad say to you?!”


“Nothing. All else I saw was… when the man left, my dad walked away with his head down, and… that’s it.”


Even though Ampen had utterly mixed feelings, he thought of a way to cheer Sethras up. “Well, I mean sure your family is rich and popular, but why would anyone want to kill you? I mean seriously, if anyone was going to, like they would tell your father. Just forget about it for now, I’m sure the words were mentioned in two totally unrelated topics.”


“Well, I guess you’re right but… I have been studying …” The two fifteen year-olds heard the large mansion doors close. “…umm, studying black magic.” Ampen’s astonishment returned once again. In Ensora Village, the study of such art was strictly forbidden, and belief of its existence was denied.


“You don’t really believe that stuff, do you?”


“Oh! Of course not! Actually I’m just looking into the history of it.”


“Hmm. Whatever you say… So anyway, I came to ask if you wanted to have a picnic with me. If you haven’t noticed, the day is quite nice!”


“Well, I haven’t been outside yet, but sure! Sounds good.” That’s it. Ampen’s psychological tactic stopped the subject from moving any further, as he had done many times. Although his wording was not very convincing, Ampen had expertise in changing the subject simply with his tone of voice.

Chapter II


Heading out with food to find a nice picnic spot, Ampen and Sethras talked about some current dealings with friends and family. Ampen easily kept the topic from shifting to the words of the mysterious cloaked man. Searching for a nice spot to sit down, he noticed something. Ampen scanned all the other picnickers sitting and lying on the grass, and he said under his breath, “Copycats.” Eventually, the two found a nice clear spot with no one around, and set up the food.


“Ugh that food looks nasty!” grunted Sethras.


“What?! You have to be kidding; I spent almost an hour preparing this!”


“Hey take it easy! I was just playin’ around you know.”


“Hahaha! I can’t believe you fell for that!” Ampen thought, “You and your jokes, Seth.”

“Yeah right. Like I’m gonna believe you meant to do that. You should’ve heard yourself!” Ampen rolled his eyes and said, “Allright, lets eat before we start fighting over it.”


“Allright, fine.” Sethras muttered as he caught an apple he had thrown in the air.


After eating, the two boys reclined in the grass, and slowly drifted off.

*************************************************************


“Amp! Wake up! The sun is almost set!” Seth exclaimed, sitting up suddenly.


“Yeah, yeah sure…” Ampen mumbled lazily.


“No seriously! We completely overslept!” Ampen opened his right eye just a bit to see what time it really was.


“Agh!” Scuttling to gather all of the picnic materials, he kept stumbling on his left leg, which had fallen asleep and become numb. “See ya Amp, I’ll pray for an on-time dinner arrival as long as you return the favor.” 


“Yeah, sure. Later Seth… wait a second…”


“Huh?”


“What if you run into that guy again?” Ampen said. He truly didn’t want to remind Sethras about the cloaked man, but he didn’t want anything to happen to Sethras either.


“I don’t know… could you maybe escort me to my place? “


“Sure I guess.” So, as the sky slowly darkened, the two headed off toward the Rulls’ Mansion.


After walking a while, Sethras and Ampen stopped at the edge of a cornfield. “Here’s my family’s cornfield, Amp. Believe it or not, this is actually a shortcut. Watch.” Sethras took two fingers and whistled. Somehow the whistle had an eerie diversity that set it apart from any average whistle. Ampen could not quite put his finger on the difference though. Then, as if out of nowhere, a white, well-groomed horse burst out through the cornfield and slowed to a trot. As it halted, Sethras mounted it, and signaled for Ampen to climb on too.


Right as he  was about to mount the horse, something caught Ampen’s attention. The echo of a galloping horse.


“What the heck is going on Seth?”


“I don’t know, but it does not sound cool. We had better get going!”


The galloping got closer and closer. The noise was approaching from behind the two boys. “Ya!” Sethras yelled, tugging on the reigns of the horse. They shot off and hastened with each of Sethras’s shouts. Then deafening blast came from behind us. I could see people lying on the ground and screaming in terror as a black horse ripped through one of many destroyed huts behind it. “Its him!” Ampen shouted as the white horse got even faster.

“Don’t worry, Amp! We’re almost to the end of the field!” But that did not matter. The cloaked man’s horse somehow was gaining momentum. Ampen thought. He wanted to unearth something that might stop the horse, and there it was. In his hand the whole time, Ampen threw the blanket of picnic gatherings at the black horse’s legs. That’s all it took, and the horse collapsed, sliding into the clearing of Sethras’s back yard. Ampen had guessed that it broke one of its legs, but no matter. They had another problem to worry about: the cloaked man. He slowly strode out of the cornfield from where he had fallen off. Then, just as Ampen remembered the swift horse they could escape on, it too collapsed. “Ampen, what are we gonna do?!”

“I… don’t know.”

Then, as if nothing more terrible could occur, the hooded man withdrew a sword from his cloak. A steel, sharp gleaming blade – long and broad. Ampen and Sethras had no idea what to do, and he was closing in quick. “Graaaa!” Came a roar behind the two. “Move it, boys!” It was Mr. Rulls! The boys turned quickly and parted to see him, with a gigantic sword in his hand. Mr. Rulls, somehow managing an unbelievable speed with an unbelievable sword, jolted between his son and Ampen. The mysterious man raised his sword in order to defend, but…

Ending


Clang! The two swords collided together, and both men were clenching their teeth. Then, almost unbelievable to the boys, the struggle ended. Right there and then, Mr. Rulls broke through the man’s sword with a loud crash, and thrust his sword into the man’s heart. Then, the cloaked man turned black, and vanished like dust. Ampen and Sethras, wide eyed, were confused. The only thing anyone said was, “Father, who was he?”

