
A great black dragon danced in the flames, and Torian squealed aloud in fear, bringing forth a grim guffaw from the samurai.  For his part, the black smith simply worked on, bringing metal upon metal, ringing metal upon metal, in a great rolling wave of muscles, steel, and fire.  Torian blinked, and the dragon of his nightmare vanished. 

Just a day dream, a nightmare haunting the wake of his shriveling mind. A nightmare no more terrible then his day to day life.


The cavern, as always, was dark, and as he rose, Torian Abish, last of the Abishs, sighed, making the strange samurai grin and guffaw at the little humans weakness.  For weak he must seem to the half-elf.


The hammer came down again and again, and he listened to the strokes, remembering the blood and bodies of his mother and father. Sparks rose. He remember traveling with the man who claimed he was his uncle, until the all father slayed them all and it was revealed that his uncle had been long dead in a trunk carried by the imposter. His skin had been removed many days before, long ago now. The black smith hummed as he worked, as was his fashion, a jovial song of hope.  He remembered Cephelus sparring him execution, not once, but twice.  And the chaos. And the bodies. He looked at the flames and remembered the body of his mentor stiffing and then shuddering and screaming as the flesh all about blackened and one could hear a horrid poping and smell the stench everywhere. He remembered his mentors, and the stories, but, recently, he remember the anger of the all father.


“Teach me,” he asked of the samurai yet again.  It was not a new request. Many a time he had asked both the samurai, the dwarf, and then the black smith, but they saw him for what he was surely.  Maybe he had saved their lives.  The point was debatable.  But, regardless, he was thin and lanky, and the sword seemed impossibly heavy to him.  They saw and his requests fell numb.  And the droad were still out there, murdering away like some bad story set loose upon the world.

“Why? So that you can go fight the droad and full fill your pledge to the king?” the samurai asked. 


“Y-yes!” Torain squeked back.


“Bah.  I wonder what old man would say to such as you?” the samurai said.


“Ah, old man is probably on top of things right now. Don’t you worry about him none, lad,” the dwarf chipped in.


“But I’m supposed to be protecting him!!” the samurai returned with a bit of anger.


“So you say, seems more likely he’d be protecting you.  ‘Sides, we were all a wee bit of failures on the assassination mission.  Surely Deeken and his lot would still walk this plane if ye had been a wee bit better at this protecting that ye’re so proud o’.”


“Dwarf, I am warning you for the last time, I may have worked with your kind in the past but if you dare question my honor ever again, you will see just how well I can move my . . . “ his voice died down as his hand unconsciously moved to an empty scabbard.  In the haste to escape, all of their gear had been destroyed. 


“Oh, I’m not for wanting to see ye’re sword work, I’m just letting yee know that the old man needs no protection.”


“But it was my pledge.”


“A pledge that you will have to full fill in a different fashion.” 


The two continued conversing and Torian began to grow drowsy again, watching the steady rhythm of the hammer and the flow of the flames.   He missed his mother so much.  He missed his father.  He even missed his twice damned murderous uncle.  But most of all he missed his mentor, and the stories.  All dead stories filled with ash men and smoke women now.  Yet, he remembered a story or two.  He thought of the stories as he fell into a fitfull slumber, praying to the all father that somehow things would end up somehow alright, despite how bad things looked right then, like things were meant to turn out in the stories.  To bad, he reflected just before sleep caught him, that the all father was the god of destruction.

As always, he dreamed about the great black dragon, hissing his name, its ebony shape a mountain of scales so thick no blade could ever puncture their surface.  Sometimes droad and doppelgangers would dance around the great claws of the beast, calling his name, in the voice of the old man.  Torian, oh Torian.


“Wake up, if you really want it.”


“Huh?” Torian struggled to consciousness to see a sword fairly glowing in the near darkness nearly at his throat.  He threw himself backwards, shrieking.


“Easy lad,” the blacksmith said, ”Don’t wake the others.  This is my gift to you and you alone.”


“But I don’t want to d—,” he began.


“Stop it, or I be taking the blade back.”


“Wait. Gift, you said.”


“Ahye.  This is your sword, made of the finest materials.”
