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The mighty birds rushed forward and Emanon ordered his archers to fire at will. Their arrows disappeared into the shapeless wall of beaks and feathers. Emanon couldn't even tell if they were hitting anything. The birds got closer, and closer, until all was darkness! The birds flew all around Emanon and his men pecking, scratching, and clawing. Emanon could barely breath amongst all the feathers much less think! By now all his men had received their fair share of wounds and were ready to retreat. Emanon had to act fast. He had to lead his men out of this. 

“Soldiers, assemble closed ranks!” Emanon yelled louder than he thought possible. 

The platoon joined together in a tight square. The birds flew out and prepared to swoop around again. Emanon whispered to his men hurriedly. Just as the birds were about to crash into the platoon again Emanon yelled out. 

“Soldiers! Break ranks!” 

The men all rushed forward in different directions. The birds flew around looking for targets to take advantage of. As the swordsmen and spear men desperately fended them off in a semi-circle, Emanon quickly led his archers in a retreat. Atomic Dog 's officers looked on with full confidence that they had won the day. As the archers disbanded and ran in different directions, the birds concentrated on the remaining soldiers. They began to fly high in the air for what they knew would be preparation for the kill. Just as they all descended in unison, Emanon and his archers came bounding into view. 

“Archers! Fire!” 

With a mighty shower of arrows, the archers plucked the falcons out of the sky one by one. Emanon fired with what seemed like super-natural speed. The flock became dismayed, especially once they realized that even the other soldiers were quite capable of defending themselves properly. The few that remained flew back to their master wounded and exhausted. 

------- 

“Damn them to hell!” Screamed the Chicken Warlord. His chance at regaining dignity and respect from the other officers was lost that day. 

“Oh well, guess we'll have to use more conventional means.” Said Ganemi. 

“Damn you as well...” Mumbled the Chicken Warlord. 

Ace-of-War looked disapprovingly at both of them. 

“Enough! Ganemi, lead the remaining troops into battle.” 

“Yes sir!” Ganemi saluted and charged forward to lead his men. 

--------- 

Emanon was tired and wounded. All his men were panting and breathing heavily. He looked at the enemy troops and realized that they were already half-way across the small river. One of the more able bodied officers was leading them. Eighteen in all. He did a quick head count of his own men. Five were dead on the ground. The others were badly scratched with gashes on their limbs and faces. He decided to pick up where they had left off. 

“Archers! In front now! The rest of you! Defensive positions!” 

Emanon formed up his archers and began preparations for firing at the oncoming enemy. AD's men had their shields up with their commanding officer shouting behind them. Emanon took no notice. 

“Archers! Fire at will!” 

Emanon and his archers let loose their arrows with little effect. One soldier fell, but the rest continued on. Emanon soon realized that his men had ceased firing. 

“What is the meaning of this?” 

“Sir,” one archer piped up. “We're out of arrows. Those birds completely spent our supply!” 

Damn! 

“Alright men, to the back of the line with you. Prepare your swords!” 

Emanon fired off the rest of his arrows and succeeded in picking off two more soldiers. 

Fifteen left. 

Emanon trotted back to his men and drew his sword. 

“All swordsmen up front! Spear men! Support them upon contact! Now, Everyone! For DJP and for Gen Disc! Chaaarrrge! 

Emanon lead his men as they rushed toward the oncoming enemy. The gap between them was soon closed and Emanon was the first to make contact. He slashed down at every enemy head he saw. Their leader chose to hang back. The enemy had thirty-six men versus his fifteen. He was smart enough to not get directly involved in a skirmish of this sort. Atomic Dog's soldiers were slowly pushed back further and further until they found themselves dying in the river. Emanon's men had strength in numbers and they were using it well. 

------------------ 

“Retreat!” Shouted Ganemi. 

What was left of his men began to slowly wade through the water and back to the other side. Few of them made it alive. 

“Damn it...” muttered Ace-of-War. He had hoped it wouldn't come to this. They would have to return to Atomic Dog and tell him they had failed their search. It was not a meeting he looked forward to. 

The Chicken Warlord, on the other hand, was quite pleased. To see Ganemi floundering was oh-so amusing. Perhaps he would even be killed! Wouldn't that be a treat. 

Ganemi galloped his horse back to the officers. 

“We have to retreat. Now!” He yelled. 

Ace-of-War sighed. “Let's go then.” 

As they galloped off, Ace-of-War began a rather rehearsed speech. 

“But I'll be damned if I'm blamed for this. I told both of you and Atomic Dog that we would need more men for this mission! We should have brought a full army! ” 

Ace-of-War continued yelling at the pair, but they were too preoccupied with their own troubles. 

--------------- 

Emanon rounded up his men and prepared them to return to camp. He figured they could bury the dead and take turns scouting the country for any more invasions afterward. All-in-all, he hoped to return back to the capitol in a fortnight. 

He breathed in deeply and exhaled. He felt something.... he felt purpose. This was his role in life now. This was who he was. Lieutenant Emanon of his Majesty DJP's army. For the first time in a long time, it felt good to be alive. 

And so ended the beginning of the largest war to engulf OCR.
