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George’s Last Stand  

George Carter was best known for being an excellent scribe, attorney, and advisor on foreign 

protocol. Though he played pivotal roles in uniting the country and defending the innocent, George’s 

work was generally unseen and largely overlooked by the population. George had a great amount of 

pride in his work, but he envied the warriors that pranced around received attention from all. 

Nonetheless, it came as much of a surprise to himself and others when he valiantly took an arrow 

intended for his wardmate Horace, who was considered one of the bravest and most successful knights 

in the kingdom.  

Precariously trotting down the mountain on his horse, George made sure to keep a loose grip on 

the reigns and to stay relaxed in the saddle as he was instructed to do by Horace. As he rode, his 

thoughts drifted to what he did best: scribing. He drafted the message for help so it was clear and 

concise. Even though George was sent away on account of him being a terrible horse rider, he still 

managed to figure out a way to be useful, namely that of getting a message through the Silasion 

Council’s messaging system.  

When his horse suddenly whinnied and threw him off, George grumble gloomily. He was in the 

second paragraph of his draft message. The horse galloped away at top speed. George was left with 

nothing but the clothes on his back, a map he used to guide him back to civilization, and the pen and 

paper for his draft. As George pushed himself up, his hand landed in something wet. He looked down 

instantly and jumped back in horror. His hand was in the blood of a dying horse. George was so caught 

up with his thoughts that he hadn’t noticed that the road he now stood on was churned with feet of 

dead bodies. In front of him, lay a scene of carnage. 

Several bodies of fleeing villagers were intermixed with a few bodies of the Usurper Arisaka’s 

scout soldiers. At the back, surviving villagers tended to their wounded. When he looked further into the 

distance, he spotted Arisaka’s army. Off to the side, a group of 300 lightly armoured horsemen stood by. 

George realized that Arisaka was sending light cavalry to get in front of Horace and the emperor, 

crushing the Emperor between the main army and the cavalry. Even worse, the cavalry was heading 

straight toward him; they were separated only by an old bridge.  

George had two options. He could either avoid Arisaka’s horsemen by sending a message for 

help, surviving even knowing that his friends would most likely die, or try to stop the cavalry from 

bringing the death of the emperor. He said to himself, “I cannot be at two places at once. I can send the 

message and save myself like a coward, or I can delay the cavalry and save the emperor. I have lived to 

protect the laws and the innocent, and it is my duty to stop those that break the law and disrupt the 

peace.”  

As George walked towards the bridge, he took out the pen and paper and scribbled something 

on it. Then he handed it to a random villager and instructed, “This is of vital importance to the emperor. 

Take this to the city and give it to the Silasion Council, it is for the Royal family of Araluen. Do you 

understand?”  

The villager, honored by the idea of going to the city for the legendary emperor, simply nodded. 

The villager whispered, “We have tried to cut that bridge to stop the cavalry. It would not work, as the 
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stilts are too far out to cut without being on the bridge during the process. We are leaving now, or we 

will be slaughtered. You should come with us.” George replied with a no, and the villagers left. 

George knew there was only one way to stop the cavalry. He stepped onto the bridge, swaying 

with the wind. The galloping cavalry had spotted him. He drew his ceremonial knife with shaking hands. 

The first horseman leaped onto the bridge. He placed the blade on the worn rope. The commander 

approached, shouting orders. He severed the connection between the bridge and the cliff. As he fell, he 

screamed, “For the emperor!” 


