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Dismounting from his tired horse, the cook and criminal Martin Penwald looked sadly at the ruins of the town in front of him. The free town of Sigg, which he had visited often in the past, had once been a thriving place, but shortly after the beginning of the war, it met its demise. Once, it was a bustling town filled with artists producing beautiful pictures of mysterious women, amazing works of minimalist art and other wonders that were unique. But then, the army of faggots came to town. They did not understand anything about art and were only interested in strange drawings of people whose physiognomy and facial proportions were completely off. Not understanding what they saw, the army of faggots soon started to run amok, not only destroying the artworks but also attacking the townsfolk. The knights and volunteers fought bravely, but it in the end, it was futile. Most of the town lay in ruins, and the people who were able to move did so. 

Shaking his head to get rid of those thoughts, Martin looked at the entrance to the town. He couldn’t see anyone, but he knew that the last survivor of the fighters was still there, guarding his hometown. 

As he approached the ruins of the gate, a person stepped out of the shadows. 

“Who are you? “ 

Martin turned his head. This has to be Bummerdude, the last surviving fighter, he thought to himself, looking at the one who called out. Once an impressive appearance, Bummerdude looked quite ragged now, but there was still a fire burning in his eyes. A fire telling everyone to not mess with this town. 

“I’m just a traveller, visiting this town to do some business“, Martin replied after a moment of silence. 

“Business? There’s not much business to do here anymore“, said the guard with a sad tone in his voice. “Where do you come from? “ 

Martin did not see any necessity to lie. 

“I travel all over the world, but I’ve spent a great deal of time in the badlands of Numod“. Judging by his facial expression, Bummerdude didn’t react at all, but there was a subtle shift in his posture. He became tense – not really surprising; both men knew that hardly anything good had ever come from Numod. 

Eventually, Bummerdude just nodded heavily, and Martin entered the town. According to his memory, there used to be a restaurant close to the centre of the town, and this was were he was headed. 

“Rain’s coming”, Martin mumbled. He looked at the sky wearily, rubbing his right elbow with his left hand. Wielding heavy pots and pans for half of his live had given him quite some muscles, but it had also stressed his wrists, elbows and his back. He could feel weather changes in his bones. 

After some minutes, he arrived at the former restaurant. The building had survived the horde of faggots, but it wasn’t in good shape anymore. Empty windows overlooked the street, and the formerly white colour of the facade was peeling off in big chunks. Martin stopped his horse, took off some of his belongings and headed up the stairs towards the entrance. Half of the door was missing, but he was able to push the remains out of his way easily. Suddenly, he heard a voice from the left. 

“What took you so goddamn long? “ 

A big grin showed on Martins face as he turned towards the direction of the voice. A young guy, 20 years or even younger, was sitting in a halfway rotten chair, his feet up on one oft the last remaining intact tables. 

“Hey Fang, what’s up? Haven’t seen you in a while, how are things in Numod? “ 

“The usual, the usual“, the young man answered as he got up. He came around the table, and they shook hands. “The Khan defiler Neko spends most of his time in his castle, not showing his face to anyone. The Dark Lord took over most of the business.“ Fang lowered his voice. “There are even people who claim that Neko is dead, and that The Dark Lord just uses Nekos name as he sees fit.“ They looked at each other in silence. 

“You believe that? “ asked the cook. 

“Nah“, replied his young friend smiling. “You don’t get rid of Neko just like that. He’ll probably live forever.” He suddenly became serious. “Listen, I’m sorry, but I don’t have that much time. Do you have the information I asked for?“ 

Martin nodded. 

“My girls got a bunch of information about the recent troop movements. Soldiers can become quite talkative once they are tired from fucking and feel safe“, the older man said in a disgusted tone. He went through his belongings and finally found the notes he had made. Fang took them and paid him. 

“What are you going to do now?”, he asked the cook. Martin looked around. 

“I think I’ll take over this building. It looks horrible, but it’s not falling apart.” 

“Really?” asked Fang a little surprised. “This town is a mess; you think you’ll have any customers?” 

“Maybe not now, but the town will come back to live.” There was a certainty in Martin’s voice that Fang didn’t expect. “The location close to Jendisc as well as P’Piar is way too good to not be used. Hell, just take a look around on your way out of this town; I bet you’ll find the first people already starting to rebuild things.” 

“Hm, I guess you’re right” nodded Fang. “It’s been a pleasure to do business with you. As always. Good bye.” They shook hands again, knowing that they would meet again somewhere. 

“Come by any time you want. Next time, I’ll probably be able to offer you a bed by then. And some company”, Martin said with a smile. “For free, of course.” 

After Fang left, the cook stood outside for a while, looking at the town. And it was just as he had said to his friend; there already were some people roaming the streets, looking for material they could use to rebuild their homes or the places they had taken over. A fine drizzle started to come down, and Martin went back into the former restaurant. 

“This town will come back to life” he said to himself. “Plus ça change, plus c'est la même chose” he mumbled, remembering the proverb he had learned from another cook a long time ago. 

The more changes, the more stays the same. Time to get to business
