Garrett Winn

December 11, 1995

English 318R

Story #2 Rewrite

Son of the Crystal Bow

In his dream, Tyler watched water drip from the stalactites above, down to dark pools below.  He saw his father, Redbow, lift his head, shielding his eyes from his lantern, and stare hard into the mouth of the dark corridor gaping open before him.  Armor jingled, a sword slid out of its scabbard, and heavy, labored breathing echoed through the corridor.  Tyler sensed that this was the enemy his father had prepared for and sought ten years.

Slowly, a huge figure emerged from the shadows of the tunnel.  Its head scraped the top of the tunnel, and it towered over Redbow--even at this distance.  The creature moved slowly toward Redbow.  Its muscles tensed and tightened, implying the possibility of speed when necessary.  The jaws opened wide into something like a grin, and it laughed--evilly.  “Die, beast!”  Tyler’s father screamed, running toward the monster.  He started to pull out his pure black crystal bow and an arrow, but a gigantic, metal fist slammed into the side of Redbow’s head, sending him reeling against the hard wall of the small, cold cave.  He slumped like an abandoned doll to the floor.  He is lifted roughly, then thrown toward the other side of the cavern--but Tyler, even in the dream, is unable to watch.  Opening his eyes again, he finds himself in a dream more familiar to him. 
He saw himself, walking down a long road feeling stranded.  Ahead was empty road, behind was dead trees and jagged peaks.  He was alone now, but soon he knew he would have a glimpse of his elusive prey.  This time it happened earlier than usual.  Far ahead, a hooded figure disappeared first behind a tree, then around a bend, then below a rise in the road.  This time he thought he saw a face--a well-know face.  A face with eyes wide with fear, and with recognition. “No, turn back.” The voice was dry and scratchy, barely more than a whisper.

Then, the other ran.  The path wound and twisted back upon itself, rising higher and higher.  Tyler watched his likeness struggle to keep up with the hunted. This time, he thought.  Suddenly, the path sloped steeply downward--the other lost his footing and fell.  In falling, he turned, looking up, reaching out.  Their hands held briefly.  Both Tyler and his image on the path screamed: “Father . . . father . . .  father . . .”

“Father!” Tyler called.  He rolled over, opening his eyes.  Sweat coated his forehead, and he felt his bed wet beneath him.  He heard his father’s heavy steps across the hall, now near his door.  Tyler pushed the image of his father’s frightened eyes from his thoughts.  “I’m fine,” he said.  “It was just a dream.”  Redbow pushed the door open and walked to his bed.  He stood, looking at Tyler for several seconds before saying anything.

“Well, then.  Are you ready to do some training?”  He turned and walked out of the room without waiting for Tyler’s answer.

Together after breakfast, Redbow led Tyler out behind their house.  The straw-filled dummies and elaborate wooden structure used for training were as they’d left them yesterday.  Tyler thought they looked like a group of old, deformed trees rising out of the earth.  “Father,” he asked as he stepped into the wooden beast (that’s what he liked to call it), “all we ever do is train.  What are we going to do after Kryllus is gone?”

“We’ll climb that tree when we get to it.  Now is the time to work and prepare ourselves.  First off today, I want to teach you more about the Crystal Bow.”

Tyler stepped out of the “beast” slowly.  He was forbidden to even come near the bow, let alone touch it.  Maybe this would be his first chance.  He didn’t really believe that the bow was as magical as his father claimed, but the fact that he wasn’t allowed near it made him curious.  “Yeah, father, I’ve been thinking about what you said last time and I still can’t see how it could be magical.  Magic and those who believed in it have been gone from our world for centuries.”  Tyler tried not to sound too unbelieving.  “And I just don’t understand why you won’t let me touch it.”

Redbow smiled.  “Okay, very well.  Here--take it.”  He held out the black crescent.  A bit hesitant, but encouraged by his father’s good mood, Tyler reached out to take the bow.  He smiled back at his father, then wrapped his fingers around the smooth crystal surface.  Instantly, he pulled back his hand and jammed it under his armpit.  Redbow’s smile widened and a short “ha” blew from his mouth.

“That’s damn freezing!”  Tyler shuddered as he thought he felt the cold crawling up his arm, stiffening it.  Redbow pulled a small vial filled with a dark brown liquid from the leather pouch he kept at his belt.  

“Here, drink this, quick.”  The smile was gone.

“But why . . .”

“Don’t talk, drink.”  Tyler tried to take his left hand out from under his armpit so he could take the vial, but he couldn’t get it to move.  “My arm!”

“I know!”  Redbow yelled at him.  “Drink!”  Tyler took the vial in his right hand, ignoring how it shook, and gulped the liquid down quickly.  It burned as it worked through his system, but he had feeling start to come back into his left arm and hand.  “Your lesson today, son, is not to accept as true what you think you see on the outside.”

Tyler worked through the wooden maze.  He let his body take over the familiar routine while in his mind he recalled how it had felt to hold the bow.  He also thought about what his father said about the outward appearance of things. When Kryllus had entered their village ten years previously, he hadn’t looked like the monster Tyler pictured from hearing the scary stories all the kids told each other. 

That was when he started having the dream.  Redbow had departed with twenty of the bravest in the town, and his good friend--Ren, a supposedly retired thief.  Tyler watched his father leave to look for the monster in the Deligraden Mines where it was rumored he laired.  And as he left, he turned and raised his crystal bow high in the air--an unspoken promise of his return.  Tears continued to run down Tyler’s face, despite his father’s promise.  “Please, let me go with you--” the words lingered hauntingly in the air.  

As soon as the band of fighters was out of sight, a large, dark-robed figure emerged from the shadows of the forest to the south.  He walked straight up to Tyler and pulled back his cloak from his face, and stared down at him. For Tyler, the bulldog-like facial features were pleasant compared to the darkness and depth of his eyes.  The other spoke, in a low, guttural voice: “I will destroy everything but you, boy.  I want to enjoy the look of terror on your face.  I only wish I could see your face when everyone thinks that you had something to do with this since you will be the only one left alive.”

Tyler watched the destruction of the town, and of his family, in a kind of out-of-body experience.  It all seemed to happen in a fogged, dreamy atmosphere--like it wasn’t really happening.  But, the high-pitched screams and cries for help convinced him that it was indeed really happening.  When it was over--within what seemed like hours and hours to Tyler--Kryllus left as he had arrived.  He smiled evilly at Tyler, seeming to create a bond between them, and then disappeared among the trees.

That evening, after training, Ren appeared in their doorway, visibly upset.  His hands fumbled with the straps of his leather armor.

“What’s wrong, my friend?” Redbow asked.

“They’ve found him.”  Ren seemed out of breath.  His eyes were wide.

“Where?”  Redbow leaned forward in his chair.

“About two days ride east of here, in the Iagon forest.  It’s his lair.”

“When will everyone be ready?”  Redbow’s voice was slow and quiet, even relaxed.

“I just got out of the town meeting.  They want to leave tomorrow morning before the sun comes up.”

Tyler felt like the air had been pulled quickly from his body and his heart beat wildly in his throat.  “Oh father, that’s not nearly enough time to get everything ready.  My sword isn’t fixed yet, and my armor is still at the armorer’s shop.”

“I am sorry Tyler, but you must stay here.  We must act quickly or our advantage will be lost.  Remember?  That was one of the first lessons I taught you.  You understand then, right?”

Tyler couldn’t look into his father’s eyes--they had begun to look like they were getting darker and darker.  He thought again about the last time his father had left without him.  “But you promised we’d go together.”  Tears started blurring Tyler’s eyesight.

Redbow said, “That’s enough Tyler.  I have made my decision.  Old Master Tabor will take care of you while we are gone.  We will talk more when I return.  No matter what happens with Kryllus, we still need to train you so you will be worthy to carry the bow.”

“But it’s my destiny!” Tyler yelled.

“Leave.”  The condescending tone vanished.  “Now!  To your room!”

Tyler walked, head down, unwilling to let them see the tears in his eyes.  He didn’t want them to think that he was just a little kid.  He still heard them talking, heard his name briefly, but he ignored what they were saying.  He had an idea that would let them know that he was not a little boy.

“Remember what I have taught you, Tyler.  Always honor the family name and the memory of your mother and sister.”  Redbow held Tyler by the shoulders, looking down into the blue-grey eyes.  “Be brave, my son.  Farewell.”

Tyler watched them leave, squinting at them as they rode into the violet sun rising above the horizon.  “Yes,” Tyler said to the retreating group, “I will honor our name.  I should have just enough time.”

Two days later, Tyler crouched behind a large clump of bushes.  The night was full of the sounds of nature, yet the heavily cloaked figures warming themselves by the fire seemed to jump at every hoot, crack, or whir.  Their eyes sought past the feeble ring of fire light pushing back the murky forest night. A snapping twig from just behind Tyler, startled him, and sent the soldiers around the fire to their feet--grabbing for weapons.  A hand grabbed his collar and lifted him from the ground.  At the same time, a voice said, loud enough for all in the area to hear, “Relax, it’s just me.”

“Damn thief, why don’t you warn us first?  Sneaking around like that will just get you killed.”

“And I suppose you’d be the one to do it, Jeron?” Ren asked, walking into the firelight, left hand resting on his sword hilt.

“Any day, you Son of a Grimel.”

Redbow interrupted, “All right, knock it off.  We have enough problems with trying to find this lair than to start making enemies with each other.”  He searched both impassive, hardened faces.  “Ren, what did you find?  Who was following us?”

“Well,” Ren began, “it’s someone you just might recognize.” He brought Tyler’s small, cloaked body out from behind him and pulled back his hood.

“Tyler!”
“I thought we had an agreement,” Redbow was saying to him.  “You’re going back home with Ren.  It’s too dangerous for you out here.”  Redbow set him carefully into the saddle of the horse next to Ren’s.  Tyler said nothing.  His head was lowered and he slowly nodded.  Yet, his eyes glowed with the hint of a smile.   He kept thinking about how he could get away from Ren and come back to help his father as soon as possible.  “Now, get moving.  Remember that you are the heir to this crystal bow.  You need to learn to keep our family’s honor.”  Redbow slapped the side of Tyler’s horse.  Tyler kept looking back at his father as they cantered into the reddish, early light of the forest.

“That damn boy!”  Tyler heard Ren spit at the thick trees near where Tyler was hiding.  “How did he get away from me?  To Abyss-mal with this forest.  I should have known he’d try something like this.  Damn kid, this is no time for games.  Does he expect me to search the entire forest for him?”  He glanced around at the sound of rustling leaves.  “Tyler--is that you?”

An evil laugh barked out: “Ha!  No, foolish one.  I am the bringer of death.”  The branches above Ren’s head snapped and fell into the clearing.  Tyler saw Ren duck and roll from his horse.  He sprang quickly to his feet, to see his horse fall heavily to the ground, slashed wounds running the length of its belly.  Tyler recognized the clumsy, hairy body, and the black face instantly.  Fear crawled through his limbs, weighing him down, taunting his urge to run.  He watched Kryllus lumber toward Ren, razor-sharp talons flashing wickedly.  Ren backed slowly away.  Terror in his eyes as he glanced from the sword strapped to his mount’s body back to his attacker.  Then, he tripped over a tree root and went sprawling to the ground as a huge claw swept the air above him.  He noticed a small cave opening a few feet to his right.  With all the strength he could find in himself, he leaped toward the dark opening, hoping the beast could not follow.

Howls of rage split the air outside the cave mouth when Kryllus discovered his prey was lost.  He yelled, “This is not over yet, boy!”  He pounded on the earth around the cave.  Clumps of earth began to fall onto Ren, and he backed further into the cave.  Kryllus crouched low and stared hard into the dark opening.  “I see you now, cub.”  Ren backed further in.  He didn’t notice the large hole in the floor behind him until he was falling through it, down several feet into a large, empty cavern.  Kryllus laughed.  “I know where you went.”  He walked quickly past Tyler.  Tyler thought that the beast inclined his head slightly toward him, and winked.  “He’s in my territory now.  I must see his face before he dies.  Destiny is a wonderful thing.”

Tyler sat on the ground, paralyzed from fear.  It took him fifteen minutes before he could make his legs work properly.  Then, he heard multiple, quick footsteps coming from the south.  At first he was afraid it was Kryllus again, but that fear was quickly alleviated when he heard his father’s voice barking out orders.

Redbow and his group entered the clearing cautiously, swords drawn and ready: but Kryllus was not there.  They saw Ren’s horse, lying in its own blood.  “Okay men,” Redbow spoke again, “fan out and search the area for any survivors.” Tyler thought he could sense some uneasiness in his father’s voice.  After a few minutes of searching around, they found the now partially blocked cave opening and a silver dagger stuck in the mud at the entrance--Ren’s dagger.  Tyler watched them struggle through the cave, find the sudden drop, and hurriedly lower themselves down with ropes.

Ren lay on the ground, almost motionless, his head and his bones aching from the fall.  They found him like this.  “Ren . . . Ren . . . What happened?”  Redbow’s voice brought him back into semi-consciousness.  “Where’s Tyler?”  Redbow seemed frantic, but Ren could only gasp out a low “damn kid.”

Then, from a far corner of the cavern, a high-pitched scream filled the air.  Tyler watched one of the men rise into the air over the head of Kryllus, then fly against the rock wall.  He never moved again.  One by one, the men were overrun by the huge monster, frozen in place, surprised and confused.  Redbow watched this all taking place, unmoving also, until a small yet firm hand gripped him by the shoulder.  “Tyler!”  Redbow’s eyes widened in surprise, then relief, then fear.  “Thank Paladin, you’re safe.  Run, my son.  Leave.  Quickly.  Kryllus--”

“No, father.  I must fight with you--this is my destiny.”

“Prepare to die, miserable rats.”  Kryllus’ voice grated like metal, sending chills through Tyler’s body.

A shaft of red split the air, lodging in Kryllus’ left arm.  The creature lifted its horned head, its black fur bristling, and opened its mouth wide in a cry of pain and hatred.  Another arrow struck him in the right shoulder.  And then another in the chest, but was deflected off at a weird angle.  Kryllus leaped at his attacker, who systematically fired the arrows at him: instinctively, unconsciously.  Redbow dodged the massive claw as it swiped the air in front of him.  He tried to yell again at Tyler, behind him, to run, but his mouth felt as if it had been stuffed full of old stockings.

A sudden blow sent him spinning to the ground, his right arm numb, and his head pounding from the stabs of pain shooting through his side.  His mind clouded with thoughts of Tyler, he was unable to fight off his attacker, who lifted him high above his head, taloned hands digging into his body through his leather armor and chain mail shirt.  Desperately, Redbow grabbed for the silver dagger he had stuck in his belt, and slashed wildly at the arms and hands that held him--hoping, Tyler thought, to give his son more time to escape.

Meanwhile, Tyler was trying to find a way to distract the monster.  Images from his dream played through his thoughts.  He knew he had to stop the dream from coming true.  As his father was being lifted, Tyler snatched the rope they used to get down into the cavern, backed up several steps onto a low ledge, and swung at Kryllus with all his strength.  The collision was more jarring than Tyler expected, causing him to lose his grip on the rope, and fall dazed to the ground at the creature’s feet.

Kryllus looked down at the small boy, and a smile played across his lips.  “So they must send children now to fight me?  Are there no others brave enough to face me?  Ah, but wait.  I remember you.  I left you alive at that weak, pathetic town.  Remember?  I do.  I always remember my victim’s faces.”  His upper lip curled up, revealing gleaming, pointed teeth.  “Remember what I did to your mother?”  Redbow cried out in rage, slicing with his dagger at the hands that held him.  Kryllus threw Redbow to the ground.  “Fool!  Now you will die like all the others.  No more games.  No more chances.”
“No!  Father!”  Tyler glared at Kryllus, who stepped unheeding over him, and bent over Redbow, reddish-brown talons flashing. 

Redbow cried out, “Tyler, run!”  Tyler pictured himself in his dream again, losing his grasp on his father’s hand.

Then, another voice called to him, his own voice, inside his mind, familiar yet strange, seeming to come from somewhere else, behind or above him. “Tyler,” it said, “it is time to receive your inheritance, to take control of your destiny.”  Tyler rose silently, unsheathing the sword he had brought from home--his father’s old sword--the sword that Kryllus had used to kill his mother and sisters.

“Aaaarrrr!”  Tyler filled his body with all the anger and frustration he was feeling.  Kryllus turned, puzzled, smiling, and watched the steel blade slide easily into his chest.  His claws tore at the sword, yet too late.  He fell forward, the hideous red smile frozen to his lips.

Cautiously, Tyler knelt by his father.  Without thinking, he pulled the crystal bow from beneath the still body, hugging it close to his chest, hoping this was only another dream.  The bow seemed to burn into Tyler’s chest.  He knew, this was not a dream.  He stared out past Kryllus to the slain bodies of his father’s soldiers--all dead--and back to Ren, who moaned weakly.  Father, he thought, what do I do now?
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