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The sun shown blood red on the field as dawn made its arrival. Ern, the leader of the Merical forces, watched as his soldiers sharpened their swords and battle axes. Each one held their weapons knowing its razor sharp blade could very well be the last sensation their opponents felt before their lives were brought to an end. The men fought for the greater good, but one should not be mislead. All of the men were trained to kill.

Ern’s attention was caught by a group of the soldiers. They were conversing with one another about how many would find their fate at the end of their swords. He had once believed that killing and destruction were only an actuality on other planets. The planet of Merical had always been a land of peace and joy. The people had lived in harmony with each other, knowing that the greatest tragedy was the death of another. Ern’s stomach rolled as he thought of how far they had fallen. A battle was about to ensue and its leaders would fight to the death. Today would be the day two brothers would clash on the once pristine fields of Merical. 

Ados felt the bitterness and fury gaining power as he watched the Merical forces ready themselves for battle. He should be the commander of those very men. He could picture Ern overseeing the men and wanting to be sick over the looming battle. His older brother had compassion which made him weak. Their father, King Lakot, had not understood Ern’s lacking. No, instead his father had insisted that the right of the first son was to be king. Lakot had sneered at his younger son, telling him that Ern would bring Merical to even greater prosperity and happiness than had ever been seen. His lips thinned as he mulled over what his father’s reaction would be to the two brothers’ fighting. Ados had to admit that he was astonished at his brother’s tenacity and will. After King Lakot’s death, Ados had anticipated a swift submission from his brother. The submission had not come and a war had begun. Ados had escaped to the forests where his forces had continued to gain power and strength. There were many who did not appreciate the happiness and non-violence of Merical. His men were more than ready to bring mayhem and pain on the men who stood in the way of his throne.


Ern recognized that the time had come to begin this battle. Aside from the few who grinned at the possibilities of the swords, the rest of the men wore their distaste for their destinies on their grim faces. They would fight and kill because it was necessary and noble in the pursuit of Merical’s future peace. The possibility of Ados taking the throne ensured that a dark cloud of despair and sorrow would descend upon the entirety of their homeland. Ern motioned for his second in command, Hennor, to come forward. 
Grimly, Hennor stepped forward, his horn in hand. Ern nodded signaling for the battle cry to be sounded. As soon as Hennor began, the men gave their shout in return. Their voices resounded in the hills, filling the empty spaces with a torrent of emotions that came from the men’s souls. On the other side of the field, Ados lifted his hand and his men returned with their fierce battle cry. There was no time to analyze or lament on the situation at hand. The first wave of arrows were strung and released to deliver the first promise of death. The arrows pierced through the skin of Ados’ men bringing death to those unfortunate enough to be the resting place of the arrows. 

Ados had missed his chance to be the first to attack. His men gazed at the fallen who lay bloody. A cry of pain and anger rose from all of them as they regarded their unlucky comrades. The living took a moment to steady themselves before they released their own arrows. The death of their friends seemed justified as the screams of agony resonated from the enemies. Ados tried to catch another glimpse of Ern. When his eyes found the form of his brother Ados felt the bile rise in his throat. His hatred of his brother was almost palpable. Ern needed to die. In order for the rightful heir to sit on the ancient throne of Merical, Ern had to die on this very field. 


Ados motioned for his men to attack. They raised their swords in anticipation and in almost perfect unison charged forward. The magnificence of the moment hit Ados. Men were meant for this. Their muscles and mentalities were conditioned for brutal violence and consuming anger. The true nature and 
potential of all these men had not been understood in the past. This was their true nature. It was their destiny to viciously fight one another, just as it was his brother’s destiny to die.

The scene that was occurring in front of Ern’s eyes was beyond anything he had ever imagined. Neither side had ever fought in a battle of life or death. It had been for fun and games or to carry on the skills passed down by their fathers. His stomach lurched as he watched one of his men bring his sword across the neck of his enemy. The man’s head fell to the ground. The blood that spurted and spewed from the headless body cast a red sheen on those fighting around them. A blood covered soldier from Ados’ forces brought his battle axe down on another’s arm. The arm lay on the ground, a now useless appendage, as the soldier screamed in misery. The soldier didn’t even pause before he stabbed the man in the abdomen. The soldier crumpled to the ground adding to the already deceased. His body became an obstacle in the way of more death. Ern saw his brother watching with unabashed joy at the horrific sight on the bloody field. Ados wanted the throne. It disgusted Ern to know his own flesh and blood would have brought this tragedy upon the men of Merical. Ern sighed in regret as he resigned himself to what needed to be done. He called Hennor over and instructed him on his plan. Hennor nodded bleakly, fully understanding what his king intended. The death of one of the brothers of Merical would come soon.

 
Ados felt his blood begin to pump faster as his brother made his way across the battlefield. The battle would end soon and he would be the new king of Merical. He unsheathed his sword and readied himself for battle. Ados would not allow his brother to be the first to strike. Ern saw his approach and blocked what would have been a deadly blow. The two had fought many times, but like all the other soldiers it had been mere fun. This battle was a fight of the wills of two men. Ados was larger than Ern, but Ern was fast and tenacious. Every attempt on Ern’s life was quickly countered with one on Ados’. Anyone looking on could see the intensity of both brothers as they fought to the death. Ados was breathing hard, his muscles straining as he struck out once again. He was triumphant when he heard Ern’s anguished bellow as Ados’ sword took on the color of red. Ern’s side now flowed with the blood of a king. Ern dropped to his knees before Ados, finally bowing to him. Ados felt the victory that had always been his. Ern’s stare held no emotion, no fear, no hatred; there was simply nothing. Ern clutched his side as he bowed his head. Ados raised his sword to give the death blow. Ern was so weak he couldn’t even look Ados in the eyes as he was about to kill him. Ados grinned as he felt victory within reach. Ados could already feel the crown of Merical on his head. 

Ern heard his brother gasp in shock. He lifted his head to see a sword piercing Ados’ back. Hennor pulled the blade out, only to stab Ados once again. As Hennor twisted the blade slightly, Ern looked at his once beloved brother. Ern’s honor would never be the same after this day, but Ados had needed to die. There could have been no other outcome. It was dishonorable to have Hennor stab Ados in the back, but his brother didn’t deserve the honor of a fair death. He had been greedy and lustful for power. Ados’ dishonorable death was the culminating peak of his brother’s disgraceful life. Hennor retrieved his sword and without it Ados dropped to the ground bowing as he should to the rightful king.
 

Ern’s thoughts were completely absorbed with the lifeless body at his feet. The battle had ceased, but Ern felt no relief. He couldn’t. Instead, the grief that washed over him made his knees weak. Ern dropped to Ado’s side and bent his head in despair. All the men were covered in the blood of their kinsmen as they cast their gazes to the scene on the hill. Ados’ soldiers understood immediately that Ern had earned his crown. They would follow Ern, the King and ruler of Merical. A new peace would settle on the hills of Merical bought by the blood and dishonor of its men.

