
Life on the battlefield is hard, especially when you‘re fighting a war against the 
one person you thought you were best friends with. We used to fight for the same 
kingdom, part of the same rank and believing in the same things to fight for. That is until 
I was promoted up a rank. The seemingly unseperable became perminately separated. 
We saw eachother maybe once or twice a week, which, I guess, wasn’t enough. Sure, I 
missed being with him every day, but we still met up and laughed and had fun. 

The last few times we met up, he seemed distant and our meetings got less and 
less until they stopped altogether. I sent him letters and he never sent one in return, so I 
just assumed he hated me.  

I never thought I would be facing him on the battlefield instead of him beside me. 
“Why are you here?” I hear myself shout across the batttlefeild at the person I 

once loved. He doesn’t make eye contact with me, a resting expression of anger on his 
face. At that moment I knew what we had was gone and that my only choice was to 
forget or I would only be left in tears. 

We were ordered to charge at the enemy and I hate to admit that I hesitated. He 
didn’t. He charged right for me knowing full well that he planned to kill me for leaving 
him behind like I did. I charged at him and our swords clashed.  

“So you plan to fight me in the end,” he said, glaring daggers as he avoided 
direct eye contact. 

“Why are you with the enemy?” I asked in a quick tone of voice, obviosly worried. 
“What does it matter to you?! You left me behind!” He shouted, trying to swing his 

sword at me in a different direction. We clashed once more as I blocked him.  
“I didn’t leave you behind! I didn’t have a choice!” 
“You could have denied their offer!” 
“And then what?! Be kicked out for denying my duty as a knight?!” 
“If that’s what it would’ve taken, then yes! Thats exactly what you should have 

done!” 
I hesitated for a moment too long as I grip tightly onto my weapon. I felt his 

sharpened blade lodge itself into my leg, but i kept my balance and swung at him. He, 
naturally, deflected my hit.  

“You’re getting slow. Their efforts to promote you seem to have been waisted.” 
“If you would keep your mouth shut, I would be able to fight better!” I shouted in 

obvious pain as my voice waivered. 
“But this makes it all the more fun!” 
“Fun?! You think this is fun?!” 
“Killing the person who made you hurt is the most fun if you torture them first!” 
“You’re a monster! What happened to you?!” I swung my sword, aiming for his 

head. He dodged enough to just get a scratch on his cheak. 
“I’m the monster? You’re the one who abandoned me!” 



“For the last time, I didn’t abandon you! I would have never joined the army If I 
would have known we would have turned out like this!”  

He stopped, but I didn’t take the chance to deal the final blow. Looking back, I’m 
not sure why I hesitated like I did. 

“Listen, I’m not sure what you were thinking when I told you I had been 
promoted. I’m not sure if it was that moment you decided you were going to leave or if 
was until much later. What I do know is that up to that moment you were happy to be 
with me and to fight by my side.” 

“Shut up! You know nothing!” He screamed at me, raising his blade. 
“I do know! All you ever talked about was how, once we completed our duty in 

the army, we would live together and have a happy life!” I replied, not bothering to 
deflect the blow he was about to deal to me. 

“You little… What If I lied?! What if that all was a lie to make you feel better?! 
How do you know I was being truthful?!” He spat, hesitating to bring the blade down 
upon me. 

“Then I guess you’re dying a liar either way,” I said those last words with a gentle 
smile as I heard an arrow wizz and plant itself into the back of his head. His body 
immideately collapsed to the ground.  


