
The Last Raid 

All that was in view was crystal clear water. It seemed like a mistake had occurred. It was silent. The 

time had come. Everyone was silent. As our vessel halted, I was thrust from my starting position on 

the deck. 

My master gave the order battle was in sight. “Everyone take your positions it is time to fight.” 

Bellowed the lord. “Let’s go!” My lord grabbed me and dragged me towards the edge of the boat. He 

pulled me over the side and jumped onto the beach. A flurry of arrows flew from over the cliffs 

impaling my master’s men.  

Cries of agonising pain could be heard in every direction. Increasing amounts of warriors were 

joining the battle screaming their war cries as they ran into the fight. My master hauled me across 

the battlefield trying to find cover. As my leader ran across the blood stained beach: I saw corpses of 

other men lying there motionless.  

We dived behind a rock where a group of men gathered together planning their attack. All of us split 

into our different directions ready to outflank our enemy. More and more vicious defenders were 

charging at us, weapons blazing in the early morning sun. 

After hours of fierce battling, a village was in sight. My master and his men regrouped, ready to 

assault the enemy settlement, unfortunately there was a long march ahead.  

Slowly, the enemy village grew closer, in the distance we could see smoke rising from chimneys on 

top of thatched rooves. 

As we marched towards our target, suddenly there was a cry of pain. It was one of our men, lying 

there on the ground, blood dripping from his tunic. An arrow lodged in his chest. There was another 

man standing a couple of yards back, bow in hand, a cruel smile on his face. An arrow was knocked 

into his bow, ready to fire.  

“What’s going on here Rurik?” called my master calmly, Rurik was silent.  

“You have just killed one of our men!” shouted my master, angrily. 

Rurik shrugged his shoulders. “I made a deal with the locals…” There was a hiss then a thud. Rurik 

was dead. 

“Well you came to a sticky end, Rurik,” muttered my leader. “Come on lads lets go,” he ordered 

dropping the bow. 

The jingle of chainmail and weapons continued as we marched closer to the village.  

When we reached our target, the sound of clashing steel echoed around the village: battle had 

begun. Enemy warriors were charging at us from every direction, blood-thirsty willing to sacrifice 

themselves.  

Then it happened, my master drew me and charged up, he thrust me into the enemy soldier. There 

was a trail of blood on my body. The first blood had occurred and it was me who drew it. Soon 

enough, my master turned around and then I was dropped onto the rough ground. My fate has been 

fulfilled.  I was the blade, the killer. All that was in view was dirt where was he, my owner? 
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