The Open-Ended Story

Chapter 1: Rodang
By: CaptainSaicin


Rodang trudged onward through the forest.  His pace was easy yet his clip fast considering the terrain, which would prove difficult for a lesser creature.  Rodang was an otter, tall and sinewy, of muscular build.  He moved through the thick foliage with remarkable agility and grace for one of his size.  Preferring to travel light, he never carried anything to weigh him down; a small knife and flint adorning his belt, his only personal effects.  He had been moving since dawn - he was always moving.  Rodang was a wanderer, always traveling, always searching… he didn't know what he sought - what kept him going. He could never stay in one place for long before some restless feeling inside tugged at him and urged him to move on.  His eyes were always moving, taking in his surroundings, except when he was at rest and that distant quality to his gaze would betray his seasons.  Physically, the otter was still in the peak of his prime, but a darkness lingered in his mysterious past, and so he often had that look of one who had grown up too quickly and suffered many hardships. 

Rodang's goal for the moment was food.  It was already past midday, and he hadn't found a suitable place to forage since he had broken camp in the early morning light.  His senses told him fresh water was nearby, and he could feel himself getting close.  Where there was water, there would likely be sustenance, perhaps even fish, and the otter had been craving fish lately.  He could practically taste the fire-roasted trout as he continued at his steady pace.  

Suddenly a sound caused him to freeze, his senses alert as he tensed in silence, trying to discern the source.  It came again, a sneering and indistinguishable remark in the distance.  This was followed by mocking laughter of at least two creatures.  Sensing a potential danger, the otter decided to investigate, moving off quietly in the direction of the sound.  As he got closer, he could make out several voices that sounded as if they were harassing some creature.  The woods thinned out ahead into a small clearing, and he concealed himself in the undergrowth at the edge to watch and listen.

In front of him was a small creature, probably a chinchilla, and a young child of its species.  The chinchilla was standing backed by a grove of ordered trees, facing the open to his left from where he could hear the voices.  Creeping forward, Rodang could see a large stretch of open, and then a hill, upon which five vermin were standing.  There were three weasels holding a myriad of weapons, a spear and short sword in evidence, and behind them a pair of foxes, a vixen with a sling hanging by her side stood silently on the hilltop as the male fox - their apparent leader - spoke again, testing the blade of a small axe he carried. 

"I'm not going to ask you again. Who does this orchard belong to and where can I find them?"

The chinchilla did not reply but clutched its tail, standing in silent defiance of the fox.  

"Very well, I'll find them on my own."

Rodang caught the movement of the axe and bolted from the bushes, catching the startled chinchilla and throwing him to the ground as the axe zipped by and buried itself in a tree behind them.  The fox who had thrown the axe stood in stunned silence for a moment as Rodang picked himself up and retrieved the axe from the tree, turning to stare the fox down, a coldness in his voice as he spoke. 

"You dropped this." He said, holding the axe by its handle out at his side.
The fox hissed back angrily, robbed of his victim, "Don't interfere!"
"You seem to have no trouble killing children," Rodang replied boldly, "Why don't you try something a bit more challenging?"
"With pleasure!" snarled the fox, as he made a motion to the others, signaling them to attack.

Rodang was facing up the hill and had a clear view of the vermin as he took stock of the situation.  The vixen was loading her sling as the three weasels began to spread out and advance, the one on his left carrying the spear and leading the advance as the one on his right drew a dagger, the third weasel following down the center, short sword held low.  Letting out a frightening roar, Rodang sprang forward, charging headlong for the fox, axe in paw as the weasels quickened their pace to meet him.  

Just before meeting the weasels, Rodang tossed the axe up in the air.  Catching it over his shoulder by the head, he hurled it forward, leaning to the right into his throw as he released it at the same moment the first weasel threw the spear.  The axe streaked past the surprised weasel's cheek as his foe stumbled forward with the momentum of the spear throw, passing between him and the third weasel to strike the vixen between the eyes before she could release her slingstone, killing her instantly.  Purposefully overbalancing to his right after the throw, Rodang twisted his body around to catch the spear as it sailed past him to the left.  Using the spear's momentum, the otter righted himself and twirled around full-circle to the left, bringing the butt end of the spear up swiftly into the first weasel's chin, snapping his neck and topping him over backward.  The spear arced gracefully through the air as Rodang turned it over in his paw and brought the tip around, slashing down again at the weasel on his right, the sharpened stone tip slicing the surprised weasel's neck and cutting him across the jugular before he could ready his dagger.  The unfortunate weasel collapsed to the ground with a gurgle as he clutched his severed throat.  In the same fluid motion that had felled the first two weasels, Rodang brought the tip of the spear up again and ran the third one through, piercing his heart as he still held the sword aloft, too late to strike.  The last weasel toppled over to the side, still affixed to the end of the spear that had slain him.  Placing his footpaw upon the weasel's head, Rodang pulled the spear free and leveled it at the remaining fox, still at least twenty strides away on the hilltop.

Gripped by fear of sharing his companion's fate, the fox turned and fled as if the hounds of hell were after him, his paws pounding the ground as he drew his breath in ragged gasps, he ran faster than he ever had in his life, not daring to look back lest he see the otter bearing down on him.  


*	*	*


Back at the clearing, Rodang watched the fox flee from the hilltop before turning solemnly back to the grove.  The chinchilla was gone, and he surveyed the carnage of the fight.  Three weasels and a fox lay slain, their blood spattered across the grass and on his tunic by the ferocity with which he had killed them.  The otter trudged back down the hill, recovering the sword from the grass where it had fallen and leaning it against one of the fruit-bearing trees of the grove.  Rodang reached up, pulled a pear from the branches and bit into it, plans forming in his head as he ate.

He could bury the dead on the other side of the hill before dusk, and explore the grove and surrounding area until nightfall to find a suitable place to make camp.  There was plenty of food about, and he knew a source of water was nearby.  Come morning he would decide whether to pursue the fox.  The otter was an experienced tracker, and could catch up to the fox before long, even given a night's head-start.

Rodang rose from his resting place and went to get the axe with which to dig a shallow grave for the vermin.  He didn't care about giving them a proper burial - they hardly deserved it - but he didn't want the smell to bother whoever came to this orchard.  Finding a soft patch of soil on the other side of the hill, he set to work….


*	*	*


