Latest installment of the Saga of Water Beast.

Greetings:   I have a new installment in the Saga of Water Beast, the first in many years, though I still have several to catch up on so I don't know which number this one will officially end up as.  And though the Black Knight has already recounted the tale, I thought you might like another take on it!  The earlier stories in the Saga will be forthcoming soon.

This one recounts the vicious attack of the Foul Water Beast of the Desert at June 23rd, Thursday's fighter practice.

The Saga of Water Beast:  Part ?  Bad "Moon" Rising

Once more, the vile Water Beast of the Desert has tracked us to our lands, and descended upon the fair Barony during one of our events.  

Unbeknownst to most of you, this terrible disaster was foretold, by an omen more ominous, more threatening, more terrifying than you can humanly imagine, for not but a few days earlier did this omen appear.  By the magic of that great wizard, Ihn-ter Nhet, did this omen spread its foulness upon the land.  (The Knights of NASA and the Order of the National Weather Service are still perplexed about the sudden appearance of a huge, intense white light source in far southeastern California on Monday, a source more brilliant than the Aten Sun by several billion candlepower!) 

It seems, the bare and shining (read: "pasty fish-belly white") backside of the Black Knight, Sir Sterling, was exposed to the air, and portraits were rendered, and carried far and wide by the demented wizard Ihn-ter Nhet, blinding many, horrifying most, causing women to wail and children to scream, and strong men to faint, (many retched!).  And the horses fled, cattle trembled until their milk turned to butter, sheep bleated and went bald in terror.... and darkness came upon the lands.  Oh Woe!

The Black Knight, after pillaging the Shire of Iron Wood Loch, and bent on his ways of destruction, did then travel to the east, back unto the lands of the Twin Moons, to seek his squires, and mete out some long-deserved spankings, and along the way, he did conspire and plot with that oldest of Twin Moons' enemies, the Evil Water Beast!

All day as they traveled eastward, the two did make their diabolical plan, until the Black Knight arrived at the training ground for the Baronial fighters.  The evening was pleasant, wind blowing, the heat was bearable, but the sky darkened more rapidly than usual.  Bent upon their happy tasks, the populace seemed unaware.

Until with great wrath and flashing of lightning the Water Beast and his sky-dwelling relatives did bear down upon the lands, with huge winds and sheets of bitter cold water; out of the blue it came with little warning, driving the people before its fury. Seeking  protection wher'er they could, the people clustered together under pitiful shelters in milling groups, desperate to flee the anger of the foul Beast.  Many fled to their wagons, whipping their animals into a frenzy in an attempt to get back to their homes.  And though the  valiant warriors of the Barony stood their ground as long as they dared, alas, they too, were forced to seek shelter under the onslaught of the furious lightning and torrential downpour.  The populace who remained huddled together under their lean-tos, clinging to each other for warmth and safety as the cold, slimy breath of the Water Beast lashed at them with stinging intensity.

And the Black Knight howled with delight, laughing into the wind, as the Beast did its worst.  But even then, the storm began to abate, and the Evil Water Beast retreated, realizing it could not wash away the steadfast strength of the Barony, the conviction to stand forth together in the face of adversity.  Until at last, even the Black Knight was driven from the Barony's lands by a power far greater even than the Evil Water Beast or the heart and spirit of the Baronial populace.  For over the wailing winds and slashing rain, were heard the words, spoken intently by his ladywife, HE Viscountess Dianna as she herded their three young children into a waiting wagon, "Honey, let's go!"


