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The King’s Mission
	“Pick up your swords and be prepared to fight,” the king announced. From his balcony atop his pedestal he said, “Whoever is brave enough and slays the beast will be given a gift of one-thousand gold pieces. This is only a small price to pay for the head that has terrorized our land. Destroy the beast that had burned our villages and devoured our people. Rise up and defeat this menace so we may once again live in peace.” The king climbed down from his pedestal and returned to quarters. Moments later he heard a knock.
	“Your majesty, are you in there?” asked a voice. “Your presence is needed in the throne room. There is a man who wants to speak to you about slaying the beast.” The king stepped down from his bed and walked to the doors of his room. The king strolled down the long hallway toward the throne room. He followed the red carpet and stepped down the staircase past the kitchen and continued to walk until he finally reached the front doors of the castle. Then he turned around and headed forward to the throne room.
	When he opened the doors he saw a figure of a man. The man wore thick, heavy armor. It was made of steel and lacked the luster and shine of new armor. He was unnamed and carried no weapon. His face contained scratches and scars. He had a serious aura about him. The king sat down in his throne. He put on his golden crown and it shined and glimmered with great brilliance. All the lights from the stain glass poured into the room and focused on the crown. The light reflected into the man’s eyes and he stepped off to the side to avoid it.
	“What brings you here,” asks the king. 
	“I am here to accept the mission to slay the beast,” replied the man.
	“Good to hear that mr…” 
	“They call me The Knight,” the knight retorted.
	“Ok, Knight, it’s really simple all you have to do is bring me the head of the beast that lives atop the summit and the prize it yours. However, take caution, every man that has gone to challenge the beast has never returned. They’re dead I presume, but I might be wrong though. If you return you should tell me what happened to the others if you see them.” The knight turned around and walked out the front castle doors. It was a half-a-day journey to the mountain and he could make it to the summit by dawn of the next day.
As the sun rose, the knight stood patiently awaiting there for his opponent to arrive. Donned in his armor he was prepared to fight. Three daggers were sheathed within its defense. Two were near his lower back and last was positioned on his left shoulder, all effortless to access when in times of need. Gripped in his right hand was a sword crafted from steel. The blade was sharp and had mirrored the image of the sun. The blade had seen combat many times before, but it gleamed as though it was new.  As he exhaled steam came forth from his mouth. Something dripped from his nose and shattered instantly when it touched the snow covered floor.  He looked down as he heard it break and when he lifted his head he saw a blur above the horizon. 
In seconds the knight could see two long misshapen horns as it soared into the sky. A beast of white hovered above him. The presence was immense, its muscular body covered with white scales that grew thicker as it moved toward its head. It lingered for a while until the knight grew impatient. He readied his sword and was poised to fight. The beast descended to the ground and supported itself on four short limbs each containing three digits that ended with long sharp claw. It stretched out it wings and let out a huge roar. Its powerful voice shook the whole continent, but the knight was unfazed. He was prepared and awaited this moment. This was his chance to fulfill his mission and kill the beast. 
The beast flapped its wings and ascended into the sky. The gust from the wings pushed the snow away from the battlefield. In a blink of an eye it swooped down in an attempt to snatch the knight with its mouth and sharp teeth. The knight moved his right shoulder back and twisted his body to avoid the attack. The beast again soared above and waited for another chance to attack. The knight adjusted his footing and reassumed his fighting stance.  The dragon swooped down and again the knight moved his right shoulder back and twisted his body. This time though as the beast flew passed him the knight swung his sword and struck the beast’s neck. He managed to scratch the scales, but they were too thick and tough for the knight’s sword to cut through. The beast fell to the floor but soon enough got up and swung its body around to face the knight.
The beast dug its claws into the ground, readying to withstand another attack from the knight. The knight brandished his sword as he advanced toward the beast. The knight swung his sword and again managed to land another hit on the beast, but the beast once more was protected by its scales. The beast removed its claws from the earth and swung its body and whipped its tail along the terrain. The knight quickly stepped back to avoid being swept off his feet. In an instant he stuck the beast’s tail with his sword. The scales cracked and the blade managed to slice into the beast’s flesh. The beast let out an immense cry and rose into the sky.
The beast lingered in the air as its blood continued to drip onto the summit. The knight looked up and concentrated on the beast. As the beast moved from side to side the knights eyes followed. He studied the beast as it circled around him and determined that there was a weak spot to the beast. The beast may be covered with scales but its underside has no defense. The knight had to somehow strike the beast’s underside. He reach toward his back and with his left had pulled out one of his daggers. The knight stood and continued to follow the beast with his eyes and released the dagger from his hand. It turned and spun faster and faster as it moved through the air until it finally stopped. The blade managed to find its way into a limb of the beast. 
The beast fell toward the ground in agony. When it landed it had tried to stand up, but fell the beast fell to one side. The knight again made a move on the beast and with his sword sliced through each of the beast’s limbs. The beast collapsed to the ground and could not move. It still tried to fight but it was futile, the beast was going to die. The knight managed climbed onto the back of the beast and from behind he slit its throat. He had done it, he had killed the beast.
He went to the beast’s feet and removed each of the beast’s claws. The claws of a dragon fetched a good price in the market back in the kingdom. He collected his loot and put it into his knapsack and sheathed his sword for the journey home. As he turned and began his walk home, he could hear many heavy objects strike the ground. He turned and saw that the beast’s scales have all fallen off and that the flesh of the beast disappeared. All that was left of the beast was its skeleton. He thought nothing of it and once more turned and began to leave the summit, but as he did something wrapped around his neck. 
The beast was alive. Its skeleton was reanimated and the beast tightened its tail around the knight’s neck. It flew and carried the knight with it. The knight was holding onto the tail trying to pry it off of his neck. He curled his left hand around the beast’s tail and used his fingers to create a gap in order to prevent suffocation. His other hand reached behind his back and unsheathed the dagger. He attempted to cut the beast tail and succeeded. Luckily for the knight the beast only carried him straight into the air. 
After he crashed to the ground the knight picked up his sword and readied it again. The beast followed and landed in front of the knight. The knight advanced toward the beast, but the beast threw him back with a swipe of its tail. The beast became faster than it was before when it was weighed down by its scales and flesh. The beast lowered its head and dug its toes into the earth. It lifted its head and opened its mouth. Shards of ice flew out from the beast’s mouth followed by a freezing cold mist. The knight lifted his arms to protect him from the attack. As he tried to lower his arms he couldn’t unbend his elbows, his metal armor was frozen with ice. The beast then rammed his head into the knight. The impact broke the ice and again the knight was able to move freely. He charged for the beast and dodged the beast tail as it swung it toward the knight. He managed to hit the skull of the beast, but the sword bounced off of the beast. 
The beast then rushed toward the night and managed to grab ahold of the knight with its tail. The knight dropped his sword and wrapped his hands around the beast’s tail to again avoid being strangled to death. The beast carried him and dragged him across the summit and caused him to collide with multiple rocks. Then the beast picked up the knight and soared into the sky. He then swung him around and whipped his tail sending the knight toward the earth with great speed.
The force of the impact utterly destroyed the knight. He couldn’t muster a muscle to move nor could he even pick up a sword to protect himself. He was stuck there. The beast was still relentless with its attacks. It rained down icicles and shot its frozen mist into the air. The ice had made its way into the crater that the knight was laying. Each icicle fell in and around the crater, but one has yet to manage and hit the knight. If the icicles weren’t going to kill him the freezing cold weather would.
	The knight’s armor was breaking and falling apart due to all the damage it was received earlier in battle. One more hit and the knight would be done for.  It was the end of the knight. His injuries he sustained in battle prevented any sort of movement. Any moment now and a shard of ice could come crashing down on him. His last moments would be in a crater. There in that hole the knight had landed in, would be his grave. He realized that this was his end. This was going to be his last mission.
[bookmark: _GoBack]	But he couldn’t die there. He didn’t want to accept his fate and decided to gather all his strength for one more attack. He didn’t have his sword, but he did have one more dagger. He reached across to his shoulder and pulled out the last dagger. It was hard to see with the mist and shards of ice falling from the sky, but the knight could make out the shape of the beast. He watched the movements and found its pattern and with all the strength he had left he threw the dagger. The knight collapsed to the floor and could only watch what happened next. He heard a thud and the shards and mist began cease. He had done it. He had finally killed the beast once and for all. He laid there satisfied and rested.
	When he entered the throne room the next day the king greeted him.
	“Hello!” said the king. “You have finally returned.”
	“Yes, now that I have slayed the beast I have the right to claim the bounty,” said the knight
	“Where is the head? The deal was to bring me the head of the beast.” The knight had forgotten to retrieve the head of the beast and refused to go back and get it. “No head, no deal,” said the king. “But thank you for saving the kingdom.”
		
