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The Vagrant: Chapter Three


As the Shirand began its ascent, the people of Tyran Danya packed up their grounds and prepared for their return home. The pack animals stood ready to pull the carts through this new day and the villagers packed up what belongings they had. Sira, Ehren, VaMir, and Redan stood at the head of the group while the other two Shey'ranti flanked the group. A few people sat in the cages, dangling their feet over the sand. The fires had been cleared away, the corpses were disarmed, and the final evidence of their settlement vanished. Ehren waved forth her people and they moved out, leaving the land as if it had never felt a person's footsteps.


"Mr. Redan," VaMir began while pulling the hood of his cloak down to shield his eyes from the rays of the waking Shirand, "I need you to make me a map. I need to know where Genrah keeps his men during late hours around the village. Sira you can help him with the details in layout. And I need it finished before the Shirand sets. Can you do this?"


Redan nodded and scurried into the first cart to find parchment and a writing utensil. Two young teenagers followed him into the cart, curious to find the cause of his zeal. Their inquisitive voices carried over the dunes where they vanished beneath a loud screech from the north. Jïra swooped down gently to VaMir's shoulder and nipped at his hood. He caressed Jïra and smiled. It's nice to be in the company of trusted allies and old friends again. How I did miss this sensation. VaMir's mind fell down an old trail of memories from his days at the academy.


"You have no right to order me around. Why should I help that man rather than protect my clansmen? Just because the mercenary didn't come last night doesn't mean he's not still out there! I follow Ehren because her spouse is my mentor, I don't have to listen to your orders. You are not our leader, you know?"


"I know," VaMir said softly and walked ahead to reflect upon his past in peace – those memories still filled his just as much as his blood.


"What could you possibly know?" Sira asked deadened ears.


"Shhh. Calm down, Sira. He's no enemy of ours," Ehren told her. "He does not mean to burden you; no, not at all."


"I don't see why you trust him so much; we don't even know if he's really Shey'ranti," Sira rebutted. "We only met him hours ago and already you pledge your allegiance. How can we know that he is not as crooked as Genrah? How do we even know that he is not Genrah's mercenary? He killed the guards with no remorse. For the sake of our people we cannot let him live. Miran wouldn't trust him."


"Do not tell me what my husband would or would not do, Sira," Ehren shot back.  "Perhaps it will soothe you to know that I trust that man with my life," she censored her tone, "and Miran would as well. Miran would tear his eyes from his skull if VaMir only asked. He is our brother, he is Shey'ranti...perhaps one of the last."


Sira's blood turned cold with Ehren's last words. Sira deeply feared that Genrah had eliminated the rest of their clan and knowing that Ehren – whom she worshiped like a child to its mother – also feared it made the thought that much more powerful. The two continued on in silence with VaMir a good deal ahead of them. Sira continued to ask questions, determined to divulge the reason for Miran's and Ehren's great faith in this stranger, but to no avail. Ehren did not want to accidentally reveal VaMir's lineage, as he requested, during the explanation of their life-long friendship.

♦
Before the morning star had reached its full strength, one of the young Shey'ranti called out a victorious cry and made his way towards the group. The young man marched back triumphantly with a new blade in hand. Jïra circled over his head, escorting him back to the group. VaMir waved the other boy over from the opposite side and called Sira out from the cart. Ehren who had been just a few steps behind VaMir now stood by his side.

"A new course of action, my liege?" Ehren asked sarcastically and smiled.

"You have as much command as I do, Ehren," VaMir replied. "But it's not my fault that you lack the courage to act with it. You have always been some what of a coward."

Ehren punched him in the side with a grin and turned around to greet Sira. Sira took great joy in witnessing Ehren's strike; she smiled and laughed. The two boys had arrived and bowed respectfully.

"I killed the mercenary!" He reported ecstatically as they walked on with the caravan.

"It is a proud feat," Ehren said encouragingly. "With him dead, I think it is safe for us to part. How long would it take you two to return to your village?"

"Umm," the other boy began while looking across the terrain, "We could get there before the day's end."

"Alright, return to them at once and make it known that hostile elements traverse our northern deserts. After you tell them this, let them know what has gone on in Tyran Danya. Can you do this for me?"

The boys nodded, checked over their supplies, and began the walk home.

"Boys," VaMir said, halting them in their tracks, "If anyone volunteers to help us in Tyran Danya, make sure they come quickly." He paused for a moment and considered his next words carefully. "I plan to take back the village this night."

The two nodded again and began a strong run towards their village. Jïra turned and followed them across the sand. VaMir tapped the side of one of the pack animals and they quickened their pace.

"We should slow down so our brethren can meet us before we reach the village," Sira said in objection to their hastened strides.

"I do not expect anyone to come to our aid, Sira. Every village has sent its Shey'rantin deep into the mountains; those that remain will want to protect their home. I do not blame them – I support such a decision."

"You don't know that!" She said angrily. "If you knew they wouldn't return, then why did you send them away?"

"Because this is not their village; if they are to die in battle, they should do so defending their own loved ones. Let them protect their people and we shall protect ours."

"They aren't your people," she spat with weak anger, "and we're not going to die tonight." Her hands trembled from pride and fear.

"He is one of our own, Sira," Ehren told her softly. "This man holds a very special place in my heart and in Miran's. If it were not for VaMir I would not have Miran as my spouse. If it were not for VaMir neither I nor Miran would have become Shey'ranti. This is the young man that Miran and I have spoken of so often. He is an old friend and a devout Shey'ranti." She let out a small sigh, recalling years of worry and wonder regarding VaMir's whereabouts and looked Sira in the eyes, "Now I need you to get some rest before we arrive.

"It has been so long since I've seen you, VaMir," Ehren continued once Sira left them. "It's been over twenty years...where have you been? And how have you kept so well preserved? You look young enough to be my child. What has happened to you?" She asked with watery and tired eyes.

"Do you remember the letter I received just before I left?" VaMir questioned. "Well I have spent the last twenty years arduously carrying out a task that that letter began. Narin beseeched me to aid him and I could not refuse; he is my brother – or was my brother rather."

"'Was your brother', VaMir?" Ehren asked, stressing the fact that VaMir changed the statement to past tense.

"He's dead, Ehren. He had been killed before I even had the chance to ask him what his letter was about."

"I'm sorry."

"I am too," he replied and fell silent for a lingering moment. "But his death did not stop me from determining the reason for his letter. You see, he had been in the service to the Sendrican royal family and he was betrothed to their eldest daughter. Unfortunately their empire came to a rather abrupt and deceit-filled end. Even after the family's fall, Narin's honor kept him bound to the last remaining loyal Sendrican. He knew he could not continue this duty on his own, so he appealed to me for help. Narin died protecting the last Sendrican – the youngest daughter – so I took up where he left off. I have kept her as safe as I could for the past twenty years, Ehren

"Only a small handful of people still believe that she's alive and none of them have any idea where she might be. With that done, I had fulfilled my obligation to my late brother, so I left her to live without my hindering presence. And now, I am here before you."

Ehren nodded and looked upon VaMir with saddened eyes, "And with House Teran in its current state you had no family to return to."

"My family lives at the entrance to the dark mountains, not behind tall castle walls. You should know this, Ehren, for you are my sister," VaMir said warmly and Ehren wrapped an arm around his back.

"Now you go rest with Sira, I'll get us home," he told her.

"Every person here knows the way into the mountains," she interjected, "and we'll both need our strength, so don't you act like you don't need to eat, drink, or sleep." She finished the reply with her usual lighthearted humor.

"Return to the carts for now," he said calmly with a subtle hint of sorrow in his voice, "I'll wake you two after I have surveyed the village."

"What bothers you, VaMir?"

"Would it trouble you to know that I have not eaten a single meal in over half a year? That I have not felt the sensation of hunger since the battle of Evarheen nearly a decade ago? That the Lurrah has been reborn five times since I last slept? That I have not seen my body age in what feels like a life time?" His questions came cloaked in anger but filled with fear, and he paused and took a deep breath to recompose his mind. "Because it troubles me, Ehren. It troubles me every waking moment of every day. It torments me," he told her with a veiled sense of dread smothering his voice and he inhaled deeply, having just let two of his most obstreperous and chaotic skeletons lose.

"Of all the things I thought you might fear," Ehren began compassionately, "I never even considered longevity, great stamina, and a constantly satiated stomach." She kissed VaMir on the cheek, turned, and said, "wake us after you've evaluated our situation, dear brother."

♦
Redan sat, scrutinously scribbling out every minor detail he thought VaMir might find a use for during the invasion. Sira helped from time to time, correcting Redan when needed. She spoke with quick, doleful mumbles like a child forced to do study rather than play. Ehren climbed in and took a seat next to Sira.

"He plans to retake the village, with just the three of us!" Sira told Ehren. "He's mad!"

"Perhaps over-zealous, and maybe even fool-hearted, but not mad, Sira," Ehren explained. "I think he expects the rest of Tyran Danya to join in when the revolt beings...I have not yet told him why we did not fight, and why they will not either."

"You said you trusted him."

"This is not a matter of trust, I promise you that," Ehren paused for a moment then asked, "Have I ever told you why Miran, VaMir, and I became Shey'ranti?"

Sira shook her head no.

"Back during my childhood, Miran, VaMir, and I decided to enter the dark mountains on our own. Mind you that this event came before our births as Shey'ranti – before we had even imagined taking the path of a Shey'ranti. We were children, Sira.

"Not too far into the mountains, we encountered a group of thieves taking refuge in the shadows of the valleys. We may have been kids, but they dared not pardon our intrusion. One of them proposed kidnapping and selling us somewhere down the line, another said that they should just kill us to avoid complications. All three of us were terrified; I even began to cry. By no means did we expect our adventure to end up like this.

"I don't know what went on in his mind but VaMir shoved me and Miran away, told us to run, and prepared to attack with the only thing he had – a stick that served as a sword in our imaginary game. The mountains violently convulsed as Miran and I fled. We told the Shey'rantin what had happened as soon as our hearts slowed enough to speak. They rushed into the mountains at once, but returned empty handed. They said they found scorched bones of full-grown men, but no sign of VaMir. The village suspected that highly pressurized gasses had erupted from the ground, incinerating the men and completely obliterating VaMir.

"After the elder's agreed upon VaMir's unfortunate fate, the Shey'rantin left on their annual retreat into the mountains. When the last Shey'ranti returned, he brought VaMir back with him. The man said he found VaMir wandering around a cauldron of molten rock about a six-day walk from the village. VaMir said he had been living under the care of the legendary Vhendarin Fíra."

"So they really do still exist then, Ehren? The Vhendarin Fíra I mean."

"I do not know. The legends describe them so extravagantly that you'd think they'd be very hard to miss, but I've never seen them. Even though VaMir had not heard the legend of the Vhendarin Fíra , he described them with perfect accuracy: birds taller than three standing men with eyes that pierce straight into the soul, wings long enough to embrace our entire great hall, and feathers wreathed in a flame that can only burn the flesh of the impure - magnificent beyond comprehension. They did not believe his story though they praised him for his valor in the mountains and his cunning that kept him alive in a land of fire and ash.

"VaMir told me and Miran that he had made an oath to the head Vhendari Fíra. In this oath he swore to spend the remainder of his life in service to the Vhendarin Fíra and the entire desert continent, Vhenda Charon. He then, along with me and Miran, began training as a Shey'ranti. That day in the mountains was just one of hundreds of times that I have witnessed VaMir fling himself into overwhelming odds while under the spell of an impassioned rage. I have seen him mutilate and slay lechers, thieves, gluttons, and the like with no remorse. VaMir has no problem taking life, and he would have no problem sacrificing his own, if doing so would keep the innocent clear of harm.

"Sira...if we tell him what goes on in our home, he will surely charge in without second thought. He will run straight into his doom. We must wait for help from our sister villages. With them, we can take back our home and right the wrongs that have been exacted upon us. Once VaMir surveys Genrah's troops, he will see how out numbered we are and he will agree that we should wait. If he expects the enslaved others to help, and you and I know they will not due to Genrah's treachery. Do you understand me, Sira? Our people are strong and will live through the vile actions of these days, but VaMir will not see things this way and I do not want to lose him...not now that I've found him again."

Ehren caressed Sira's hair as Sira eyed the bottom of the cart nervously. Sira never comprehended how deeply Ehren cared for VaMir or how firmly VaMir's devotion to the desert ensnared his heart. She did not see this from all the stories that poured from her mentors' tongues. She did not even fully see it now in Ehren's desperation. In Sira's mind, VaMir had been a shallow man, a deserter, a charlatan whose stories magically deceived her beloved adopted parents. By last night, she added reckless psychotic to the list of her image of him. This morning she built upon her notion of his character further as a pompous vagabond striving to fulfill his dreams of heroism.

Now with Ehren's jeremiad Sira could not help but feel shame; she did not know VaMir, but Ehren had and Ehren loved him. VaMir might not actually fit the part of the evil tyrant Sira had made him out to be, but she still did not trust him. Although, if he did perish this night for the prosperity of Tyran Danya, she knew now that she would weep for the loss. Sira nodded and lied down on the hard floor. Redan had stopped working on his troop map when Ehren began her story. Ehren looked up at him and he quickly returned to his parchment.

"And I can count on you to not say anything, Mr. Redan?" Ehren asked.

"Y-yes ma'am," he fumbled out quickly.

♦
VaMir watched Jïra glide between the streams of light filtering through the billowing smoke that always poured from the northern mountains. What inspired you to leave the lush forests of the south for this arid landscape? Why could you not find what you needed down there? Why did you think you could find it here? VaMir closed his eyes and slowly sniffed in the soft aromas riding the morning air. That scent has not blessed my senses for so long; I am returning home. The word "home" released two waves of images into his mind: one of his childhood village at the entrance to the ashen mountains, and the other of an academic institution nestled deep in a land of lush, tree-covered mountains and valleys. No, that is not my home; I can no longer live there. Home lies ahead, not behind; only memories and blood lie behind me – and one cannot take refuge in either.

Memories and blood...memories of blood. His feet took him diligently across the boundless and infinite grains of sand as he recalled the equally infinite faces of war. Evarheen should have never occurred...too many people died to no avail. Well perhaps it produced one point of gain; and that one gain now lives her life as distraughtly as I live mine. In Evarheen VaMir joined a group of rebels – the last of the Sendrican Guard – in a final stand against the prevailing invaders of the former Sendrican Empire. Even to this day that stench still fouls my nose; that putrid rot – decaying flesh festering in the blood-soaked earth. VaMir closed his eyes and took in another breath of the late morning air. So many died while I did not...how? Most had wreaked havoc on more battlefields than I have lived years. What happened to me that day? What caused me to live?

All VaMir could remember of that miserable skirmish was the cool morning fog crawling across the tall grasses before the clash, the bloody bog the slaughter had produced, and what felt like a week of swords striking against swords on a perpetually laggard time line. VaMir watched men parry, dodge, slash, stab, kill, and die more slowly than one season moves to the next. He could remember staring in awe as countless adversaries prepared to attack and then hesitate for minutes, as if silently begging for VaMir to end their lives – and he gladly complied. What happened that day? Why did the world slow as I hastened?
VaMir shook his head and looked over the villagers walking behind him. He made sure they had all covered up for the coming of the mid-day Shirand. They had draped cloths over their heads, as all people of the desert knew you must do to stay alive. VaMir turned back towards the mountains and tried to clear his mind to ready himself for the night to come. Nothing will come from this harrowing prattle...What lies in the past can do nothing but lie there, it is the present that I live in, We all live in the present, constantly.
