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The rocky crags stretched before him just as the sun reached its pinnacle above.  The prophets had warned Banlyn of this day, but his blind confidence had kept him from heeding their warnings of disaster.  His mind drifted briefly to his final farewell—the last kiss from Sandrina’s lips.  Why have you forsaken me?  The question had swum in her eyes as she had longingly stroked his long auburn locks, her breath fanning across the hollows of his deep-set cheeks.  Sandrina had often playfully teased him about his appearance, saying that he had been masterfully chiseled from the very mountains upon which he now stood.  True, he had sinewy muscles that stretched across his broad shoulders and chest, powerful legs which had scaled the most difficult terrain, and a well-defined face, with wide, but hard gray eyes and a firmly set jaw; all they had brought him, however, was a false security, a pride that he had just recently relinquished—though he knew it was too late. 

It was Sandrina who had shown him his errors, his faults, his nearsightedness.  “Banlyn,” she had whispered lovingly, “it is time for you to accept the help of others.  There are many who have freely shared with you their years of wisdom, yet you still remain blind to their visions.  You have been told what will happen should you seek Daranté.  You know that you are needed here.  Why must you go?”

“Sandrina, it is not for a woman to concern herself with the ways of a man.  My honor dictates my choices.”
“No!  It is your pride!” Sandrina had gasped as the words flew from her mouth.  She had cowered before Banlyn, awaiting the strike of his hand, a punishment befitting her rebellion, but it had not come.  

“Oh, Sandrina,” Banlyn had chuckled.  “Your love for me has made you foolish.  I must fight Daranté, for the sake of my father, murdered these twelve years.  I must avenge his death.  I will return for you once I have killed Daranté.  He will not come for you.”  His words had rung with confidence, but Banlyn had caught the doubt in Sandrina’s eyes.  Why have you forsaken me?  He bent to kiss her quickly and ran from her.

He could never tell her, but Banlyn had hated to leave her side, to put her in danger of Daranté’s madness and cruelty.  If he refused to fight, however, all honor his family had known would be destroyed. While his heart struggled, his mind was set, for he knew that Daranté would be defeated easily.  

Now he knew.  He gazed back at the last of his fallen men before turning to face Daranté, and he knew that Sandrina had been right.

 “I have lived to see this day, Banlyn,” sneered the merciless lord.  “You have lost your men, your weapons, even your foolish father’s helmet, which could not protect him twelve years ago.  This sight fills me with the most peculiar feeling—a sense that I have been here before.”  Daranté roared with laughter.

“Please!” cried Banlyn, falling before Daranté.  “I surrender!  I give myself to you, but, please, do not harm her!”


“Surrender?” bellowed Daranté.  “You are at my mercy!  Surrender is no longer an alternative.  But, you have my word.  I will not harm Sandrina.”  Daranté stomped before the kneeling Banlyn and unsheathed his sword.  His eyes glinted menacingly in the sun, “I promise to take good care of Sandrina.”

