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He had been a member of the royal guard, at least for a few years. Even a few years was enough to earn the respect of one’s peers. But it kept a family on the move, and one only knew their peers for a short while before they were called elsewhere. While in, it didn’t matter. The military kept a soldier’s family housed and well taken care of for as long as he was part of the “Guard.” But he knew his time was closing in, that it was time to join a “normal” life, away from the military. He had served his time.


While in, he had created a family.  He had made a lovely young lady, which he had met before he joined the military, into a wife. With her, they had made two beautiful children. Yet, despite this family warmth and comfort, there was something that weighed heavily on his mind.  The same thing that weighed on the minds of most in his situation.  In fact, the fear of death was one shared by all soldiers. Sure, his location stood little chance of attack, but he was never promised to be kept there. That’s why he quit. He had a family to think of, and he never wanted them to have to be paid the compensation that the kingdom paid to the families of fallen warriors.  He didn’t want to be sent away ever again.

It was years ago, but it still rings loud in his mind. The memories still come to him. They had landed by boat to a small island, not far from the Gargish mainland.  He had only been sent for administrative purposes. He was decently educated--at least he knew how to read and write fairly well--and so was sent there to keep account of the events, and to help with the lines of communication, on top of whatever administration they needed. It was his first real mission since his training, but the island was not known to be overly pleasant. Here, his recently wedded wife, with their newborn daughter, could not follow. It was considered too hazardous. Most islands did not permit family to follow. This one had few trees but, unlike most islands on this side of the world, it did have plenty of grass.  He often thought to himself that it was probably due to the long standing encampment of the human military.

The few camps that remained on the small island had been there for some time and had been well established. Despite being so close to the enemy, it was a fairly safe island because of how well it had been guarded in the past. Many men from many races had died to assure that the island was this safe. Yet, even so, it was occasionally attacked because of the great position it had given them in regards to the mainland.


Most of his tour there, though, was fairly peaceful. Most men were placed on such an island at some point in their military career. Midguard Island was not the worst, though it was certainly not the best. It had been dubbed “Midguard” for two reasons: partly because of its placement between the rift of the Northern and Southern sections of the Gargish mainland, but also because it was a central guarding point from which all other islands moved. Because of its importance, it was the most heavily guarded island on the Eastern hemisphere. That made it better than any of the other Eastern islands, some of which were still in battle to gain dominance. Still, it certainly wasn’t as pleasant as the islands on the Western hemisphere.


His experiences there were no different from those of any of the other men that had served there. He saw a few attacks and watched men trained to kill die. He saw that gargoyles could, in fact, be killed as elven archers shot them from the sky.  He even gained a close look at a Gargish blade as one had swooped over his head, a rock being his only saving grace as he tumbled over it and under the swinging blade. Even though these things were common on most islands, it did tend to get into the minds of those that lived through it.

When he returned, his family saw a certain change in him: something distant and cold. This was to be expected and, in time, he seemed to overcome those things, as most soldiers did after being back home for some time. But some scars never heal, even after the symptoms have long faded.


Back home, several years after his time on Midguard Island, he figured that leaving the royal guard would finally relieve him from the monsters that still haunted his dreams. To his regret, yet not to his surprise, they did not. It was a silent torment, one unshared with his family, the details of his past and his dreams kept secret so that they would not worry over him as they had when he had first returned.


Before leaving the military, he had bought a piece of land with a decent cottage for his family, which he was still paying off even after having left the service. The military had done one thing for him. It provided a good job, eve if dangerous. It provided him job security, and a constant paycheck. Maybe it was the pressure that he felt, or the fatigue from many sleepless nights, but whatever the reason, he did not find work so easy to find, afterwards. As his payments on his cottage grew further behind and food for his family became more and more scarce, his depression drastically increased, sending him into a downward spiral. He thought back on his life: all the dreams he had when he was young, no longer a possible reality. Not in his mind. One evening, he grabbed his hat, told his wife he was going for a walk, and never returned.
The day was bright and held promise of warm weather.  The sun was just shining through what little clouds covered the landscape, fractured rays touching the ground for the first time that morning. Most people were just waking up, but for one crew of builders, the day had begun long before the rays of light had shown through.  They were a hardy breed, strong from good eating and long days of hard labor, but they enjoyed their jobs.  They were good at it, it paid well, and this gave them a true sense of accomplishment.  This day, they were building a new house for a couple that was seeking something more, where they could raise a family.  Many days had already gone into collecting the materials and beginning the foundations.  It was halfway between the start of the day and lunch when the head builder noticed a worn man, maybe in his late twenties or so, walking up to the construction site.


“Greetings!”  He had called from the roof to the man in a semi-questioning tone.  “May I be of service to ye?”  As his words were spoken, he began making his way off the roof and towards the stranger.


Once he stood before the stranger, a reply was finally given.  The tone was soft, but certain, “I’d like to work.”


The foreman scratched his head before looking back to his crew.  “Well, sir, we are a bit well staffed…”  He gave a moment’s thought while looking back to the newcomer.  “Maybe I can find something for you, though. Come on.”  The head builder walked up to the construction site and introduced the stranger to his crew.  The crew each gave their greetings and he introduced himself as Jerry.  “Most just call me Jer, though.”  The newcomer returned a quiet, yet firm, greeting and turned back to Jer, “What kind of experience do you have?” Jer inquired.

“I was a soldier not long ago…”


He never came home.  That night, she went out looking for him, even called the local guard to help her.  She searched through the night and the guard tried to assure her that he was probably in the forest somewhere.  Though she agreed and returned home, she knew how he looked when he left and felt in her that she would not see him, again.


The next day was bright and held promise of warm weather.  His family resided in a town a few hours away.  She coaxed one of the neighbors to watch over her two children so she could travel to her in-laws, maybe he was there.  The horse ride was uncomfortable, but typical and fairly uneventful as she made her way to his parent’s.  Once there, she found only disappointment as not only was he not there, but they hadn’t even heard from him.  Finally, she burst into tears on the shoulders of her in-laws as the realization sunk in that he may not come back, and she didn’t even know why.  After a light lunch, she began the long trek back home… Alone.

The day began to draw to an end as Jerry walked up to his new worker, asking, “You got a place to stay?”  The stranger shook his head.  “I’m married and there’s not much room at my place, but Tom has a decent spot that he lives alone in.  I’m sure he wouldn’t mind housing you for a bit.  At least, until you’re able to get on your feet.”


Shortly after, he wandered towards Tom and asked him about a place to stay for awhile.  He offered half his pay in exchange, saying he wished to keep the other half for his savings.  Tom readily agreed and by day’s end, invited the newcomer in the crew to a small rented out wooden house.  It only had one bedroom, which Tom slept in, but had some decent room in his living area where he had laid out a spread.

During the dinner, Tom had asked questions of his guest.  Where did he come from?  What was life like before?  All that the guest could reply was that he was in the military and life just wasn’t where he wanted it.  That night, as he laid upon the makeshift bed, he thought of his children and his wife and of the men that died protecting their companions.  And, for the first time since he had first landed on Midguard Island, as he laid in the darkness, thinking of these things… He cried.

