The Sword


The battle seemed like it was going on for weeks, but it had only been a few minutes.  Already Chip had beads of sweat forming on his brow.  The only thing keeping him going was his determination and the power of the Sword of Retribution.  With the broadsword in his hands he could fight with the power of a thousand vanquished warriors behind him, the magic of the gods of earth.  An image of Chip pulling the sword of its bier, where it had laid dormant in the temple of the damned for thousands of years flashed through his mind.  The spider webs and dust clutched as he pulled it out before the stained glass image of Ifriva, the goddess of earth.  It was the only weapon capable of defeating Vothor, the Dark Lord.  Now he stood before him, with his own twisted rapier pointed ready to strike.  His long dark robes flowed behind him as he moved, His pale, ghastly face and wrinkled bald head personified all that was evil.  His purple eyes glowed eerily as he laughed maniacally.  Chip grimaced with rage as the laughing only bolstered his resolve and he rushed forward.  On and on they fought, over the railless bridge high above the chasm, the only path to the source of Vothor's evil, the Black Crystal.  Vothor blocked every thrust he made with the Sword of Retribution.  The sound of metal against metal echoed through the empty abyss.  Vothor brought his sword down hard, but Chip managed to block it with the sacred saber.  Again Vothor slammed down hard, an evil grin on his face.  Chip blocked, and swung around to slice.  Vothor parried back.  


"You do not believe you can truly defeat me," he snarled.


"I can sure try," Chip grunted and came down again.  Vothor dodged the blow.  Chip kept the momentum and ran forward.  He turned just in time to block Vothor's advance.  


"You destroyed my home," Chip said angrily.  "You destroyed everything I loved."


"And now I'll destroy you."


"Never!" *CLANG*  The swords hit together.  "Your rule is at an end."


"You will never defeat me.  I'm far too powerful for you," he grinned.  "Even with the Sword of Retribution, the power of a thousand warriors is pathetic compared to the power of a god."


"You will never be a god."


"Already my armies are beginning to march forth onto the land to lay siege to the country.  There's nothing you can do."


"When I destroy the crystal, your power will be no more.  I will..." *CLANG*  "...Unh... defeat" *CLANG*  "...You"  *CLANG*  "...And"  *CLANG*


As the swords hit, the blade of Chip's weapon cracked and fell off and dropped to the floor.  Both looked down at it stupidly for a moment.  Chip held the broken hilt to his face.


"Aw, man."


"I- I'm sorry.  I didn't-" Vothor stuttered.


"No, no, it's not your fault."  Chip knelt down and picked up the broken blade.


"Can you fix it?" Vothor asked.


Chip tried fitting the blade on where it had broken off, as if the sword would magically repair itself.  "Well, I don't know.  I'm going to have to take it to the blacksmith's for a few days."  


"A few days?!  The apocalypse is supposed to happen tomorrow!"


"Well, sorry, there's not much I can do."


"Well...." Vothor scratched the back of his head, "Can't you just get... another sword?"


Chip looked exasperatedly at Vothor.  "Another Sword of Retribution?  What, do you think I can just go to the nearest shop and pick a few Swords of Retribution up?"


"Well, where did you get it?"


"It was my father's sword," he emphasized.  "It was his weapon in the war against Dycoon when he was a four-star general.  He used it to fell the hordes of Ginattak when they came down off the mountains-"


"All right, all right, I don't need to know his life story."


"Well, you killed him."


"Oh, yeah, right.  Well... what if we glue it... no we can't glue it.  Well, what if-... what if-... hey, we can fight with the hilts."


"Huh?"


"Sure, they're long enough.  Here, I'll make it fair."

Vothor held his sword up high and slammed it down on the edge of the bridge.  He slammed it down again and the blade cracked and fell into the abyss.  "Okay, come on."  He held up his handle, which he wagged in front of Chip with its ridiculous lightness.


"This is so stupid."  Chip sighed and held out his weapon.  "On guard."  

The two mortal foes circled each other with jagged short ends held out at arm's length.  Chip poked forward and clinked with the flat end of Vothor's sword.  He waved it as if the blade was still there, and hit nothing.


"Oh, this is so stupid," Chip said and put his arm down.  "These things couldn't cut butter."


"Hey, I didn't spend 500 years amassing my soldiers and wealth and land and killing hundreds of innocent people and laying terror to the world until one young boy from a small town armed with only determination and courage would quest to confront me in an epic battle for nothing!"



"Hey, how do you think I feel?  I just broke the Sword of Retribution.  That thing was forged from the cracks of Devil's Mountain 10,000 years ago.  Do you know how long 10,000 years is?"


"Well, look, we have to figure something out before my evil plan comes to fruition."


"I'm open to suggestions."


"What if we thumb-wrestled?"


"I can't believe you suggested that.  Are we gonna put in the history books that the epic battle for the fate of the world began with 'one, two, three, four, I declare thumb war'?"


"Look, I came here expecting a battle to decide the fate of the world, not think up alternatives.  I had to cancel my date with the cute sorceress on the fourth level!"


"Oh, yeah... I kinda... slayed her on the way up."


"What?"


"Well, she turned into a dragon," he said apologetically.


Vothor thought for a while, then shrugged it off.  "That's okay, I was gonna torture her to death anyway.  Do you wanna play a game?"


"What game?"


"How about Battleship?"


"I hate that game.  It's all luck.  Do you have Boggle?"


"No.  What's wrong with Battleship?  It takes strategy!"


"No, it doesn't.  How about Pictionary?"


"That needs teams, we can't play that.  Hey, don't change the subject.  I wanna know what's the matter with Battleship!"


"There isn't any thinking involved, you just call out numbers."

"Well, I still think it's a fun game."

"I can't believe what a bunch of nerds we are."  Chip sat down exasperatedly.  "We're arguing about board games.  We should be fighting a legendary battle of good and evil."


"Well, I would suggest we fight with our fists, but I don't want to mess up my face."


"Yeah, plus I never learned how to fight empty handed."


"You know, I could get you another sword."


"No, no, it just wouldn't be the same."


"Wow, I never realized just how high this was," Vothor said.  Chip noticed he was looking over the edge of the bridge now.


"Yeah, why did you build this so high?"  Chip stood up to look with him.  "Doesn't seem like you need it."


"Well, I knew that this was where I was going to create the Bind of Dimensions and I wanted to make sure that it wouldn't be accessible by lots of troops.  So my contractor suggested that I make it high up so they'd have to go on one at a time and I could pick them off easily.  But I had to hire a lot of soldiers that had poor balance in case any of them got ambitious they couldn't get to the Black Crystal very easily.  And that was a recruiting nightmare, let me tell you.  Plus I lost about five people trying to get the damn thing over here.  We never should have tried rolling it.  Good people too.  And when we finally did it we couldn't even fit it through the door.  So then we had to rebuild the doorway and we almost lost the crystal partway there..."


As Vothor blathered on, Chip looked down at the void, the vast, vast emptiness.  Then at Vothor standing near the edge, going on and on.  Then at the void again, then at Vothor.  The void.  Vothor.


"...So then I just ended up going over-budget with the whole thing, and I had to give up the goblins and sea monsters that I was gonna put at the bottom and that really disappointed me, hey-"


Chip gave him a quick shove on the back.  Vothor tumbled forward and fell over the bridge.  He cried out as he plummeted but the noise vanished into darkness just as he did.


Chip dusted off his hands and turned around.  The two pieces of the broken sword still lay on the floor.  He picked them up and looked at them.


"Damn cheap sword," he said and tossed them over the side of the bridge.

###


