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“HURRY, in here! You don’t have much time before they come!” 

The night was gloomy. Rain was pouring all over. The winds were fierce, blowing at speeds fast enough to blow down even the strongest of trees. 

“Thank you so much. My wife is going to be in labor any moment and we didn’t have a place to go. Sorry for the short notice. It really means a-” 
Cutting him off quickly, the friend replied ,“Hey what are friends for, eh? Help her to the bed and I will deal with these bastards outside.” As he was heading out, his friend, as grateful as any man could be, said quietly “Thanks MB…” 

The rain pouring down upon him, MB stepped outside to the steps of his house, with his trusty handmade sword made only a day before at his side. Fearless and bold, a true champion he was. People around considered him “a god among men”. Tall, strong, powerful, but even greater than all of that was his heart. Though a warrior, he was a gentleman through and through. 

Galloping through the town, terrorizing house after house, slaying family after family, the bandits made their way towards MB’s house. The group was stopped by their leader only a few feet away. MB’s and his eyes met, striking a bit of fear in his heart. The leader was a scruffy, ugly little brute. He looked as dirty as a beggar on the streets, obviously one that does not know of the word “hygiene”. He got off of his steed and told his men to stay. Though frightened by MB and his stature, he walked towards him anyways, proving to his men why he was their leader. 

“Kind of an odd night to be galloping through the town, don’t you think? You guys have an emergency? I see that you are covered in blood, mind telling me why?”, said MB with a smirk. Playing oblivious, MB knew exactly what the man’s intentions were. MB was not known to strike first, so if the man truly treasured his life, he would be smart enough to just leave, but of course if he were to do that, the rest of his crew would see him as a coward. Shaking, the man walked closer to MB. 

“You know what I be after, so stand down less ye wishing to go to hell early”, said the bandit, shaking with fear filling him. 

“Oh, is that so? Well, I am sorry but I cannot allow you to come inside. You see, my friend here is having himself a baby. I could tell him you give them your blessings if you would like”, said MB smiling. He moved his hand toward the hilt of his sword, ready to strike if needed. 

Angered and having his patience lost, the bandit unsheathed his sword and jumped at MB. With such speed, MB unsheathed his sword, swung at the bandit, and sheathed it away again. Seeing their leader fallen, the other bandits pulled the reigns on their horses and ran off in fear. MB sighed, looking at the bloody mess on his newly redone steps. “I just got the blood off from the last time someone tried something foolish. Oh well, I will have my squire clean them up tomorrow, hahahah”. MB went back inside and closed the door behind him. 

“Push, push! You are doing great. Just a bit more,” said the husband, not knowing what else he could say to his wife that would make her experience any less painful. 

“PUSH? HOW ABOUT YOU TRY THIS THEN TELL ME TO PUSH! GGGOOOOOOD,” screamed the wife. Though she was in pain, she knew it was worth it. She was about to bring their child into the world. 
Hearing the wife’s scream as he re entered the house, MB rushed back to where the couple was, tripping on the rug as he entered the room. 
“Oh shit, she’s already in labor?”, he said, stating the obvious. He then ran up to the husband and pushed him to the side. “Grab her hand and I will do the rest”, he shouted. Confused, the husband repeated “Just grab her…..AAAAAAAAAAAAAGH”. As he put her hand upon hers, she squeezed with such force that he could have sworn she had broken his hand in two. 

“Heheh, there you are. You got yourself a darlin boy,” happily said as he handed over the child to the newly made mother. The wife smiled as she cradled her baby in her hands. She couldn’t stop staring into the babies cute little eyes. She marveled at the fact that after 8 months of waiting, their child finally entered the world. Her dream finally came true, for ever since she was a child, she dreamed of being a mother. The husband, now newly made father, smiled as he stood next to her, massaging his hand, still feeling the pain of the “males” part of labor. 

As he was cleaning up, MB looked at the mother, then noticed that she was bleeding out a large amount of blood from her lower region. As quickly as he could, he rushed to the mother, gently grabbed the child and handed him over to the husband. Trying whatever he could, he tried to stop the bleeding, but with no luck. Tears forming in his eyes, he knew that there was nothing he could do. In the event of something beautiful, darkness wished to show it’s cruel face as well. Understanding exactly what was happening, she wished to hold her child once more, knowing that she was not much longer for this world. Heartbroken, she started to cry, but she at the same time she was so full of joy, knowing that she at least was able to bring the child into the world, leaving a bit of her left in the world as well. 

Wiping his eyes, MB took the father outside, him being oblivious to what was going on. Embracing him, MB explained to the father the tragic news. 

“I am sorry….I tried all that I could. I really am sorry, but there is nothing we can do.” 
“Are you certain? I mean have you tried everything? No, I won’t accept this! This is impossible. We were supposed to live happily together. No….no! This isn’t right. You are joking with me. Enough MB, this isn’t funny. MB….no…no…..”. 
Overflowing with sadness, the husband began to shout out and fell to his knees, tears flowing from his eyes. All MB could do was just repeat “I am sorry…” 
After gathering enough strength to enter the house again and see his wife, the husband slowly walked back to his wife, head held low knowing about what her fate was to be. He finally entered the room, only to see that his wife had already passed on. Their child was with her, asleep in her arms Not able to bear the pain of grief, the husband collapsed on to the floor, breaking down in tears. MB walked over to the wife, slowly grabbed the child from her hands, and kissed him on the forehead. 

The rain let up the next morning, and they gave the wife a proper burial. The three went back into the house, MB closing the door behind them. 
“So…what did you think of naming the boy, eh Flankingline?” 
Sighing, Flankingline kissed the child and replied, “ Well…she has had this name on her mind for a while. Heven though I personally am not to partial to it….he shall be named Arek…in memory of my dear wife…” 
“Arek, huh? That name seems to suit him well. Alright, Arek it shall be!” 

The sun illuminated the room after the child’s name was given, as though the wife was watching from heaven, smiling at the fact that the name was given to her son. 

Smiling, Flankingline held his son close to his heart and said, “See that? Mommy is always going to be watching you. She will always be there for you….Arek….”. He then looked at MB, smiled a little bit, tears forming in his eyes from remembering his wife, and said “I would like to be Arek’s godfather, if that is alright with you.”. Touched from the request, MB looked straight into Flankingline’s eyes and slowly nodded, teary eyed as well.. He then picked up Arek from Flankingline and held him close. 

Since that day, Flankingline raised the child as best as a father could, teaching him all that he knew. MB, however, disappeared while Arek was still an infant and wasn’t heard from for quite some time. 

Time flew by, and seventeen years passed by. Arek, now a grown man, believed that he was finally ready to explore the world. Flankingline, feeling as though he was ready to see his sone leave the house and become a man, was reluctant but was for it. Flankingline helped Arek pack his things up and helped him to his horse, Pavo. They embraced each other, then Arek mounted his horse. As he was about to leave, Flankingline said to his son, “Remember that your mother is always with you. If you ever lose hope, she will be there for you.”. Smiling, Arek looked at his father and nodded, then road off. Head held high, he was ready to explore the world. 

Days started to pass as he explored the country. Feeling a bit nervous about his adventure, he pushed himself forward. After a week or so about traveling without finding a town or any rest stops, he started to feel nervous. 
“Maybe father was right? I should have waited a few years. I am not ready for this…well….at least I saw some of the world….right?”. Laughing at himself, he pushed on. 

Days continued to come and go, but finally luck seemed to smile upon him. Doubting what he saw at first, he rubbed his eyes. “No way, is that realllllly what I think it is, or is my mind starting to play tricks on me. I mean, last night wasn’t cool either, when I thought I saw this really sexy naked chick laying there calling my name, only to find out that it was just a cactus.” 

He got off of Pavo and walked towards it, to find that it actually was what he saw, an oasis. Full of glee, he jumped right into the water. Feeling refreshed, he jumped back out and brought his horse over so it could drink. He filled his canteens to the top, and drank to his heart’s content. Exhausted from the journey, he liad down and took a nap next to the water, only to be awaken by a rather odd sounding voice. 

“Well well, lookie what we gots here ladies” 
Arek opened his eyes to find a rather odd dressed man going through his possessions. Confused as to what was going on, he tried to get up, only to find that he was pinned down by two females. Looking around, he couldn’t help but think to himself and laugh. “Man, of all the people I could have gotten robbed from, I am glad I got the hot chicks.” 

The male bandit looked down at him and spat at his face. “Today is your unlucky day, my friend. Now why don’t you sit quietly and let us do our thing?” 
Arek looked at the two females holding down and jokingly replied “I’d let them do their thing with me any day”, which resulted in him getting slapped by one of them. 

Traveling around, a man who knew this territory well wandered to the oasis to refill up his canteens and have his horse drink some water. Noticing Arek’s situation, the man laughed, thinking how unfortunate the lad was to be mugged by beauties like them rather than having them in his bed. Figuring that he might as well save the poor lad, the man rode up to the bandits and asked looked at the male bandit. “Is there a problem here fellas?”, the man asked. Arek, laughed and replied, “No no, nothing at all, just living out one of my more personal fantasies, that is all.” 

The male bandit laughed, then looked at the man on the horse and said to him “Ya, so why don’t you just head out on your marry way and leave us be, eh?” 

The man on the horse smirked, then unsheathed his sword and pointed it at the two females. “Why don’t you let the boy go now, before any more trouble is caused?”, said the man on the horse to the bandits. 
The male bandit grabbed Arek’s sword that was among the other stuff that they have stolen and lunged at the man on the horse, barely missing the man on the horse’s neck. The man on the horse jumped off and kicked the male bandit down, causing him to drop Arek’s sword. The man caught it on the hilt of his sword and grabbed it with his other hand. The two female bandits realized that it was a futile effort and ran off, leaving their male friend behind. The man then tossed Arek’s sword to Arek, and helped him up. Seeing this as a window of opportunity, the bandit unsheathed his sword and charged at the man. Arek, seeing this from the corner of his eye, pushed the man away, parried the bandits sword with the backside of his, kicked him in the chest, and stabbed his chest. Arek, using his new sword for the first time, was caught in the moment. 

“Ya, that is right! Don’t mess with me punk cause I will go all crazy on your ass like whoa!”. Arek then looked at his sword and noticed that it was covered in blood. He sighed and went to the water to wash it off. “Man, father gave me this sword only a little while ago and it already has blood on it.”. The man got back on his horse and laughed. “You got everything? Why don’t you check that fool’s pockets to see if he had any money?” Arek walked up to him only to find that they were empty. 

“Some bandit. Must have been his first attempt at robbery”, said Arek to the man. The man laughed, then started to head off on his way, but before he could, Arek stopped him. 

“Hey, I didn’t catch your name”, Arek said to his new friend. 
The man turned his neck, looked at Arek and smiled. “The name’s Wacky”.
