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The deer casually rooted for food amongst some leaves, taking no notice of the stalking figure behind it. For one second the poor animal looked up and was rewarded with an arrow through the skull. Emanon had grown to love hunting. Scratch that. He had grown to love archery. It was the only thing he knew had to do besides love his family and they were dead. Shooting, searching, and killing were what he loved now. Occasionally he would practice with his newly acquired short sword, but it just didn't hold the same exhilaration. Also, there was something about using an item taken from a man you killed that didn't sit well. 

Emanon began cleaning up the dead animal and preparing it for the trip back to his camp site. 

“How long have I been living like this?”, he asked himself. 
“It's been what, ten years, maybe more? My God, ten years of nothing but hunting and killing! Maybe I should do something else with my life. But what? I already tried tracking down the bastards who stole my family and all I got was some new corpses to add to my list. 

He began bundling the meat and started marching back to his tent. 

“I suppose I could become a mercenary or a bowman for hire. But in today's world that makes a man little more than a murderer.” 

Emanon eventually found himself in what had been home for the last eight years. After having spent a couple of months tracking down Nekofrog's mercenaries, he had spent a few years spending all his money on booze and the occasional night's lodging. Those years hadn't been kind to him (he had the scars to prove it) and he looked considerably older than his former self. Once an idealistic young man of 28, he had been thinner and much more agile. Now he was old, tired, and getting fat. Emanon looked down at his slowly developing gut. It only reminded him of his graying blond hair. He knew he wasn't handsome, but then again how many woodland hermits were? 

“Well, guess that rules out whoring myself for gold!” 

Emanon allowed himself a short laugh as he prepared his meat for cooking. After he got a fire going and settled down his mind began to wonder. He had no family, no name, and no role in society. Did he even exist? 

“What am I going to do...” 

A loud and unfamiliar sound snapped him out of his musings. Four horsemen burst out of the brush and surrounded Emanon's camp. They each bore the royal symbol of OCR. 

“You, peasant!” said their rather fat leader. 

“Yes, sir.” Emanon replied. 

“Do you know the penalty for living and hunting in his royal majesty DJP's forest?” 

“I was not aware that there was any such penalty, nor indeed did I even know that this land belonged to his lordship.” 

The soldier laughed obnoxiously, “ You didn't know! As if anyone could not know. It was decreed five years ago and has been revived each year since! You are either a liar or an imbecile and I'm willing to lay my money on both.” 

“My apologies sir, I've been living out here for longer than that. I receive no news of the land out here, as you might imagine.” 

“Swine! Ignorance is no excuse. Either way, you've just admitted to a severe crime against his majesty and thus your life is forfeit!” 

The soldiers began to draw their swords in unison. Before they could remove their weapons from their scabbards, Emanon had his bow and arrow trained on the speaker in a flash. 

“I'm sorry sir, but I'm not willing to die just yet. Come back in another ten years and maybe I'll be ready then. Hell, I might just invite you!” 

“You insolent bastard! How dare you draw a weapon against a lieutenant of OCR?” 

“I'm sorry sir, but I have no qualms about taking the life of someone who threatens mine. Regardless of their rank.” 

The lieutenant looked at his men as if expecting them to charge forward, but seeing as no reaction was forthcoming he decided to yell. 

“Atta—hurk!” 

The lieutenant fail dead to the ground, an arrow protruding through his mouth. 

“I have no fight with the rest of you. You may leave now if you wish. If not,” 

Emanon drew another arrow. 

“Well then I'm sure I can find some way to accommodate you.” 

The three remaining soldiers thought it prudent to make a tactical withdrawal. They took their fearless leader with them. 

The next day Emanon sat at his camp eating the remainder of his deer meat. The sun was out and he was in a particularly good mood that day. He had just finished his meal when he heard that noise again. 

“Wonder if they brought reinforcements this time.” 

Surprisingly, only two men rode into his camp. One of them he remembered from yesterday, but the other one was new to him. 

“Sir,” said the newcomer, “did you happen to kill a pudgy and rather ill-mannered soldier yesterday?” 

“I'm sorry to say that yes, I did. He claimed that my life was forfeit. I thought it best to inform him otherwise.” 

“Well spoken, good sir. Tell me, what is it you do exactly?” 

“That's an interesting question. Truth be told, I don't have an occupation at this current time. I've lived out here for the last ten years or so, hunting and surviving. Apparently those things are no longer allowed under the current OCR regime.” 

“Well that isn't an unfortunate truth, at least as far as these forests are concerned. You see, good sir, I am King DJP and I have cornered off these lands as my personal hunting grounds. And, as I prefer to hunt animals and not peasants, I have forbidden anyone from living in them.” 

“Your majesty,” Emanon bowed, “I'm sorry to have displeased you. I assure you that I shall remove myself at once. I have no where else to go, but I'm sure I can find somewhere else to live if I look hard enough.” 

“What is your name bowman?” 

“I call myself Emanon, your majesty.” 

“Well Emanon, I have a problem. You see, I recently lost a lieutenant and I find myself lacking any suitable replacements. Perhaps we could help each other with our individual predicaments?” 

“What exactly would you have me do, my lord?” 

“I would have you fight for me. Serve me as my loyal lieutenant and I will serve you as your King and employer.” 

“My lord, I find your offer most intriguing. Shall we discuss it on our way back to the castle?” 

As they traveled through the trees, Emanon found himself highly satisfied. 

“Finally, a purpose.”
