Persus and the Dragon Slayer
THE NOVEL

Chapter One: The Siege:

The foul stench of smoke and sulphur was thick in the morning air over the
medieval village of Dunik, as the blood crimson sun steadily clawed upwards in
height, and a great battle between Men and Dragons raged below it. The
thunderous sound of cannon fire, soaring rocks and boulders set ablaze with oil and
flung across the gleaming skies, and the clash of cold, metal swords were all that
could be heard and seen by Persus, a young man no older than seventeen, as he
ascended the outer fortress wall with all haste to see the raging conflict just
outside of it. His ruff bear-fur cloak swung heavily behind him, as thump by thump
his feet in firm leather boots clambered up the stairs of grey paving tablets, the
steps winding skyward towards the highest parts of the Dunik Tower.

Persus’ breath was filled with fear, each gasp for air he took becoming heavier
than the last. But as he reached the arching balcony, the most outer walkway
along the wall, he could only fall silent at what he saw before him. A thousand
gallant soldiers, robed in royal, red cloaks, and shimmering armour that glistened
in the golden sunrise, were beset by the Man Armies of Avlar, one of the greatest
and most merciless Dragons to ever breathe fire upon Medieval Earth. The soldiers
of Dunik were brave and courageous, like lions against the mightiest of foes, but it
was not enough. As Persus watched in horror the commander of the Dunik army, a
fine young man with long, glistening, white hair that billowed in the war breeze
like a silk flag about his glowing, bronze breastplate, held a sword of golden
immaculacy and a broad silver shield firmly in his grasp and gazed around the
scarred battle grounds, realising that his greatest fears had come to pass; his
armies were doomed. The thousand valiant men serving with him were
outnumbered ten to one by the vicious warriors that served the Dragon, their
curved blades and metallic suits of a mysterious black linen too much for even the
most skilled human soldier. They were called the Man Army of Avlar and were even
like men, with two arms and two legs, and could even have been mistaken as men
by those who did not know better, but these warriors were far from the kin of
medieval men. They were Aondo; a savage servant race that long ago betrayed the
great Earth Alliance to join the Dragons as worshippers. Nothing but darkness could
be seen by those who dared to gaze into the eyes of an Aondo, and about each of
their kind dwelt a mist of shadowy blackness, which not even the brightest of
lights could repel. The Aondo were wrath filled, mindless monsters when it came
to doing the will of their masters, and if that were not enough the shroud about



them was like a suffocating hand, choking the very life out of those that breathed
it. So battle against these demons was like a futile struggle to hold back a sunset
and prevent the coming of the bitter cold on winter’s eve. It was said that the
light of wizard crystals were the only thing that could weaken the shroud about
them, but no force of Wizards had come close to the realms of the Bold Heart
Clans for at least a century. Firework signals and giant torches of flame and smoke
had been sent skyward weeks ago to call for help, but neither Wizards, nor
Humans, or any other strength in Medieval Earth had answered. Dunik was alone
and now its fate was sealed.

The army commander turned, his angelic face darkened with grime and ash from
war, and saw that for every one of the enemy soldiers to fall by a Dunik blade,
some dozen Dunik soldiers would fall by a single enemy blade. Tears began to
stream from his tiring eyes which burned in the heat of fire and ash. Whether they
were tears of sorrow or pain from battle Persus could not tell, but one thing he did
know as he peered over the smooth stone ridge to gaze below was this; that if
Captain Broaswil, the army commander, had realised that the candle of hope for
Dunik had already burnt out, there truly would be no survival for the city.

Suddenly the great stone wall of the tower shook, a violate shudder rocking it from
its very base all the way up to where Persus clung frightfully. The young lad was
almost thrown over the edge by the tremor, only to realise that from way off in
the distance, beyond the fallen Dunik soldiers, the raging battle, and the thin line
of burning trees at the edge of the scarred battlefield, catapults of gigantic size
were hurting colossal rocks, chipped and dented like the moon itself, straight into
the great wall that had withstood breech for over three thousand years. Persus
gasped with terror as his firm hands clenched the cold, stone blocks of the balcony
for balance. His golden hair and perfect, peach skin turned a murky brown in just
seconds as ash and dust rushed upwards from the trembling wall and engulfed him.
Coughing and spluttering like a child caught off guard in water, Persus stumbled
backwards, his body utterly shuddering in the chaos, as Captain Broaswil swiftly
swung around in shock to see over a mile of great wall suddenly reduced to nothing
but crumbling rubble. Panic almost took him, but just then an Aondo blade came
at him and forced him to hastily block it with his own sword. “We shall not survive
this...” he muttered to himself in total dismay as he cut aside his attacker.

“The wall is falling, sir,” came a shaky voice from behind him. Its owner was an
older soldier, crowned with grey hair and a wrinkled face, but he was far from
frail. As one of his powerful arms swung about to smash an Aondo warrior straight
in the face, his other arm, bearing a broad and unyielding axe, shot forward and
slashed aside two more warriors at the same time. “We can’t hold here!” he then
bellowed forcefully.

“We must, Caleb!” answered Captain Broaswil, a deep yet soft voice that was
surprisingly loud above the noise of smashing metal, fire, and the groaning



wounded. Suddenly an Aondo warrior emerged beside him, his mouth snarling with
an unnatural hatred, and his sword rising to cut the captain in half. Captain
Broaswil did not see him, but as Caleb cried out in warning an arrow, as swift as
the wind itself, shot across the captain’s breastplate and plunged straight into the
Aondo trooper, killing him instantly.

“You can thank me later,” came a new and much prettier voice from across the
battlefield. Just then Captain Broaswil’s gaze fixed upon a young and attractive
woman, dressed in the armour that all the men of Dunik wore, but instead of a
sword held a glistening silver bow and arrow. She gave a short nod of
acknowledgement as the captain stood gaping at her skill for a moment, but was
quick to shoot three more arrows soon after that took out twice as many enemy
soldiers.

“If the wall falls so will Dunik. We can’t repel such force!” Caleb continued
urgently as another Aondo was smashed down by his axe.

“By the time the wall falls we will be long dead!” Captain Broaswil cried as he
turned around to fight another wave of adversaries, shattered blades and splashes
of blood flaring around him like water. He may have accepted that his fate was to
die in this conflict that could not be called a battle, but a slaughter, but Captain
Broaswil was not about to go down with out a fight!

From the smoke on the balcony Persus forced himself forwards to peer over the
edge again, this time more cautiously than before. For miles around all he could
see was clay coloured smoke, as though the wall were evaporating for miles
around. Where Persus clung was still intact but the great wall had clearly suffered
great damage along its length, and Persus was desperate to see whether the
enemy were coming to enter the city. But as he squinted urgently to see through
the dust suddenly a large hand smacked down on his shoulder, like a weight of lead
or iron, which sent a forceful blow straight through him and made him give a yelp
of shock. In an instant, as though his reflexes and training just took control of him,
Persus spun out from under the grasping palm and drew a small blade to defend
himself. “Stay back!” he shouted as fiercely as his soft, husky voice would allow,
but as he did he saw who the owner of the hand was and sighed in relief. “Oh it’s
you, Adaeus!” he laughed. “You gave me a fright!” Persus was grinning
welcomingly at the figure that stood nearby, but suddenly the arm that had
pounded his shoulder swung again, and before he knew it a force that was as
strong as a horse itself sent Persus flying to the ground with a thud. The figure
stepped closer, bulky with muscles and domineeringly tall with a presence that
dwarfed that of most men and even the Aondo. The same striking hand seized
Persus from the floor ruthlessly and flung him into the air so fast that he didn’t
even have time to react to being knocked to the ground.



“Folly, boy! Utter folly!” Adaeus’ booming shout thundered in sheer rage. “Are you
trying to get yourself killed?!”

“Adaeus!” Persus cried despairingly, as the hand that held him by the throat high
in the air suddenly released him, sending him crashing back down to the stone
paving again. Adaeus seized Persus’ blade which had fallen to the ground and held
it to the sunlight.

“First you come and stand on the very spot that giant catapults are trying to blast
away, and then you arm yourself with nothing but a needle!” he hissed angrily.
“Have | taught you nothing?!” Adaeus cast the little blade away as though it were
rubbish.

“l wasn’t expecting to have to use it!” Persus called out in an offended and
defensive cry, as he vigorously pulled himself to his feet to try and face off with
his mentor and guardian. But as he stood panting with rage he realised that he had
to practically look skyward just to see Adaeus’ broad face and gleaming green
eyes, and this made him feel even more inferior. Suddenly Adaeus seized him by
the scruff of his neck, like a puppy or cub thrust upwards by its mother, and force
him back towards the balcony edge.

“You didn’t expect to have to use it?!” Adaeus yelled furiously. The lesson that
Persus was in need of learning was extremely apparent at the sight of the raging
battle below. Feeling even more foolish Persus bit his bottom lip in heated
frustrated, only to have Adaeus’ mighty hand dash him back down to his feet and
strike him on his face harshly. “Think, boy! Think!”

“Well they haven’t breeched the wall yet!” Persus argued in his defence. Though
he was currently correct he knew he had still been foolish in equipping himself for
battle and in coming up to the balcony. As usual Adaeus was right, and Persus
knew it.

“Why did you come here? To give Avlar and his Aondo a clear shot at you? | told
you to stay hidden in the underground barracks!” Adaeus whispered in a patient
plead that even though harsh still showed his care for Persus.

“I’m sorry, Adaeus. | only wanted to see the battle,” Persus sighed as he
surrendered and accepted his folly.

“Like the company of death, do you?” his mentor asked in disappointment, as he
turned his attention to what he had already realised was going to be a massacre.
“The armies of the Dragon will soon conquer Captain Broaswil’s troops. The wall is
already broken. Once the Aondo reach it the city will be theirs for the taking. We
must meet the other Strong Men of Dunik in the lower fort. Lion Lord Godar will
soon call for us, either to lead a defence or evacuate the civilians.”



“We should fight!” Persus demanded. “That’s the gallant thing to do!” Persus
exclaimed adamantly.

“There’s no bravery in suicide, Persus. There are others who need us, and we are
not here to simply satisfy our own pride.” Adaeus answered wisely.

“Then why would you have me cower away in empty barracks and not come up
here?” Persus asked in confusion.

“Because the battle is out there! Up here you’re likely to just get crushed by the
enemy catapult fire, and that would end your gallant, littlewar effort very quickly,
wouldn’t it?!”

“Alright,” Persus sighed once more. “What would you have me do now?”

Adaeus paused to think as thick, black smoke rose from the holes in the lower
levels of the wall; the city of Dunik was beginning to burn and soon nothing would
be left of the outer wall.

“There’s no time to go back down to the barracks. If we don’t do something then
this place will be nothing but a foundation for the new Dragon kingdom that Avlar
will build on top of it. We need to find help,” Adaeus answered.

“What help could possibly repel such a force? No one answered Lion Lord Godar’s
calls for aid,” stressed Persus fretfully.

“There is the Wizard...” Adaeus muttered hesitantly. It sounded as though he were
afraid of what Persus would think of his answer, but it was in fact the words of
reply that he knew Persus would give that caused him so much concern.

“We would have to disobey the royal command of Lion Lord Godar...”Persus
muttered. At first his tone suggested that he was startled by Adaeus’ proposal to
free a convicted enemy of Dunik, but the more he thought about it the more he
liked the idea. You see Adaeus knew all to well the look on Persus face. It was one
that showed his adventurous spirit of youth, and Adaeus could tell that Persus was
already planning how to accomplish such a rash, dishonourable, yet most necessary
prison break. “l have an idea!” Persus exclaimed with a cunning grin that stretched
from one cheek to the next.

“l knew you would say that,” Adaeus sighed as though he really didn’t want to hear
it. Adaeus was a gallant, respected warrior in Dunik, but every now and then he
would be forced to make use of ‘less than respectful’ means to achieve what his
people needed the most. That’s where Persus came in. He could always be relied
on for unpredictable, wacky, totally absurd, and most foolish plans, which
somehow always seemed to work. He was the most dangerous Clansman that
Adaeus had ever had to mentor, yet his reckless nature had proved invaluable time
and time again; and that’s what made Adaeus so annoyed.
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“We must hurry if we are to save our kingdom, Persus,” Adaeus muttered, his
words carrying a heavy weight of duty with them.

“l can get us to the Wizard and get us out of the city, Master, but | don’t know how
that will help us. The Wizard isn’t powerful enough to bring us victory, and if
you’re thinking that he can convince some of the other races to come and help us
then | think that’s a mistake. If our King could not get help to us then how will a
fallen and disgraced Wizard?” Persus asked hopelessly.

“The Wizard has one thing we can use, Persus... Knowledge,” Adaeus answered
softly.

“How will knowledge help us win this war?” Persus questioned in confusion.






