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“This is a sword!” Amets beamed as he waved about a short gladius in front of Raewas’ 

face. For once, Raewas remained silent; his eyes were blank, and his face was flushed and 

sweaty. Of the whole group, Amets was the only one enjoying himself; the rest of us were 

leaning against the wall and wishing that we could lie down and rest. 

After dropping the gladius back into the barrel of dull training weapons, Amets selected a 

standard long sword and flourished it in from of my face. “This is also a sword!” Hiding a groan, 

I let my face fall into my hand. Amets is an idiot and a boisterously playful one at that.  

“This is a sword, but it is almost completely useless.” Amets tossed a gleaming rapier 

across the training yard where it clanked against the stone wall. Baehur jumped, his eyes 

growing wide, and he now watched Amets with caution. 

“Rapiers aren’t completely useless,” Raewas objected seeming to find his energy for a 

moment. “I’ve known men who can dance around their enemy’s blade and pierce through the 

links in their armor with one.” 

“Well, I don’t plan on teaching you how to dance. Anyways, it takes a lot of talent—far 

more than you lords and ladies have, and what talent you do have can be put to better use 

elsewhere. Rapiers take too long to learn how to use properly.” Amets quipped as he drew out a 

large broadsword with a maniacal grin. “And this is a big sword! So who wants what to start out 

with? We will all take turns like good little children!” 

And how did this boy beat the Etsaem chief and become the most famous Etsaem knight 

of our time? And why did Captain Karlik think that having him train us was a good idea? I 



sighed and stepped forward, feeling my legs protest every moment after the long run. “I’ll take 

broadsword.” 

“Marvelous!” Amets held out the smallest sword in the barrel besides the rapier. 

“This is a gladius.” I stared at the handle and refused to take it. 

Again pushing the sword in my direct, Amets nodded. “Yes. I’ve already seen you fight 

with a version of the broadsword—if you remember, my lady. So you already started with that. 

Now, you will move onto the gladius! 

Wrapping my fingers around the sword’s cold handle, I glared, but Amets continued 

undeterred, “And since, the rest of you have not spoken up. I will assign weapons. My lady, Mar, 

please take this gladius; Baehur I would like to see you fight with the broadsword. And Raewas 

and Zeroah, you will take these two long swords. 

“Now go fight each other!” 

Staring at each other, we stood in a rough circle. Was this truly all the instruction we 

were to get? We did not even have similar weapons, and the advantage would lie with Baehur 

and his lengthy blade if he could figure out how to lift it—which was doubtful. “Sir Amets,” I 

frowned and turned my face from my companions, “Do you truly believe that this is the best 

method for—“ 

A blurred flash of gray caught my attention in the corner of my eye before I felt the sharp 

stink of the flat of Raewas’ blade across my face. Stumbling backwards, I cursed and turned on 

the grinning elf as he flipped his silver hair out of his eyes. “Why you cowardly son of a dog! 

How dare you attack me while my back was turned?” 



Waving his sword in front of him, Raewas danced from foot to foot and swung again for 

my side. This time, I jumped out of the way, landing a blow on his back as he stumbled past. As 

he tried to regain his balance and turn around, I jabbed the short gladius at him again, but he 

batted it away with his longer blade simultaneously opening up a scratch on my left arm. Curse 

this short blade. I could barely only jab with the infernal thing while the asinine fool in front of 

me had all the advantages. 

The next swing which came at me, I met and attempted to twist my sword around his. 

However, the pieces of metal slipped, and I was unable to get my sword’s point under his cross 

guard. Our swords fell apart. Before I could make another useless jab, Raewas sliced his sword 

at my legs. Leaping up and forwards to avoid the sword, I crashed into the boy, sending my 

elbow into his face.  

At some point, I must have dropped the useless gladius, and I believe that Raewas lost 

hold on his long sword soon after I crashed into him. Then it was all fists, elbows, and kicking. 

For a moment, I was on top, and then Raewas had a death grip on my hair, yanking my head 

backwards. Failing my elbow out, I caught him in the side, and though I heard his intake of 

breath, I yelped as my bone slammed against chain mail. A second later, I was trapped under his 

leg.  

“Get off of me you filthy cur!”  

Raewas started to laugh, but my foot caught him in his mouth. Yelping, he lashed out 

with his own feet, and I felt pain shoot up my side, even as I scrambled out of the mess. Kneeling 

a few feet away, I clutched my side, glaring at Raewas. Rolling to his own knees, Raewas 

coughed and wiped a bit of blood from his swelling mouth.  



Amets was laughing. 

Glancing up, I clenched my teeth as I watched the black skinned elf spin his sword 

playful as he tried to catch his breath between loud laughter. Off to the side, Mar and Baehur 

were exchanging halfhearted blows, all the while, eyeing Raewas and myself. Zeroah had moved 

to the corner and had her hand covering her mouth in an expression of horror. 

After sending one last death glare at Raewas, I snatched up my gladius from the ground. 

Struggling to my feet, I threw the sword down in front of Amets. “This is absolutely useless! I 

couldn’t take any offensive measures! What even is this fight supposed to achieve?” My voice 

raised into a scream as I stalked up to Amets, stopping only a few inches from his face. “There is 

absolutely no organization and no instruction. How are we supposed to learn anything?” 

Raewas spit as he stood up. “I have to agree with the fire witch on this one, Amets. As 

much fun as this is--” he winked impertinently at me before continuing, “I’ve fought before—

with fists and with swords, and I don’t see why this is different.” 

 


