Chapter 1: The Plot Thickens


It would perhaps be prudent at this juncture to give everyone a little description of our intrepid characters as of the moment.  First we have Princess Bernadette, who’s voice is likely already renowned, but what graces our eyes upon meeting her.  Bernadette is skinny, she’s a waif, a toothpick, some have even called her a raging bitch, but that has nothing to do with her physique so we move on.  All of the current fashion magazine’s say that her look is very in, but her teeth give the strong indication that she, like all of her favorite models, is a closet bulimic.  Her hair is long, and full of split ends, which, if they are anything like fine crystal, were shattered by her voice.  Her face could be called pretty, but only in her presence, otherwise sallow and pale are the applicable terms.  


King Steven is the picture of a typical old kindly, and often frustrated, king.  His long white beard is filled with knots as his daughter has horded all of the brushes in the castle, leaving him a mustache comb which was missing several teeth with which to straighten his facial hair.  He carries himself as a man who has had to deal with many trials and tribulations over the years, and also had to run a kingdom at the same time.  Thus he is slightly hunched over, but none the worse for ware.  It would be very surprising indeed if he were to come down with something and pass away quietly in the night… but I’m getting ahead of myself.  


Sir Edward of Wiltingshire is fair-haired and well not extremely attractive, he is by no means ugly, he is simply plain.  The mix of battle scars and acne on his face give people an odd first impression upon meeting the twenty five year old war hero.  He is not exceptionally bright, nor particularly slow, but his military mind is as sharp as his sword, which he has lovingly named Miranda (the sword, not his military mind).  He carries himself gracefully when possible, and does his very best to pretend every verbal stumble he makes is intended.  Edward rides Galahad, a powerful stallion who enjoys munching on grass on the side of the road just as much as he enjoys riding into battle… while munching grass.  


Rolad Pettygrove, a Squire, is a half elf.  Rarely seen, his kind are often feared and mocked for their pointy ears and uncanny senses of sight and hearing, second only to their elven ancestors, most of which can’t be seen since they tend to hide among the trees of the local forests.  He is short for a half-elf, or a human, or most anything else standing above five foot for that matter, but he does not let it bother him.  His hearing and sight have often aided his master, though his reluctance to curse bothers the seasoned Knight who prefers a good round of swearing now and again.  Roland rides a mule named Betsy who is an oddity in herself as she is neither stupid nor stubborn, and some are convinced that Roland has somehow bewitched the animal, though Roland knows no magic of the sort.  


This in essence is the cast, as we know them so far, though there are more to come, but why spoil the fun.  When we last left our intrepid heroes they were slowly plodding toward a distant castle occupied by a distant beauty (by this of course I mean that she was quite a distance from beautiful, or kind, or polite... if you don’t get the picture by now you probably never will).  


Edward and Roland, in their long and arduous journey had come across a pleasant village, overseen by an equally pleasant Lord who lived in the near-bye castle... the castle was also quite pleasant.  They soon found themselves in front of the doors to a quaint tavern.  


“Whoa, Galahad!” Edward exclaimed and the horse turned to look at his rider, rather quizzically since he had stopped of his own accord several moments ago to munch on a patch of grass.  


“The Frog and Nightgown,” Roland read the sign, which hung above the door and featured a less than attractive picture of a less than jubilant bullfrog.  


“Sounds respectable!” Edward announced and now it was Roland’s turn to look at him quizzically.  “Take the steeds and see that they are stabled, I shall venture in for some refreshment!”  


Roland nodded and took Galahad’s and Betsey’s reigns, having some trouble coaxing Galahad away from his sweet delicious grass, but eventually leading them to the stables and having them put up for the night.  The half-elf then went to see exactly what kind of trouble his master had gotten into.  


Much to Roland’s delight and perhaps much to the disappointment of the readers Edward was not in any sort of trouble or even, for that matter, hijinks, he had simply settled into a relaxed conversation with the bartender who had an odd resemblance to the bullfrog on the sign in front of the establishment.  


Roland joined Edward at the bar and listened in on the conversation.  Edward was explaining that he and Roland, whom the bartender glanced at and stifled a laugh (obviously about his ears), were on their way to the Castle at Bolovia at the request of the king.  Edward bragged that he was to marry the princess.  At this the bartender laughed so hard he nearly tipped over, and given his considerable girth that seemed a rather unlikely event for the most part.  


When the barkeep had regained his composure, after several long minutes of guffawing, he explained to them, between ragged breaths exactly what you readers already know about the dear princess Bernadette.  


Not one to be deterred Edward scoffed at the remarks and after a good night’s rest he and Roland set out again.  Bet you thought something zany would happen at the tavern, didn’t you?  Don’t worry, hijinks shall indeed ensue at some point, you’ll just have to be patient.  


By mid-afternoon the next day they had arrived at the castle and were ushered in to meet the king and princess.  While they had been skeptical about the bartenders phrasing of Princess Bernadette’s finer points up until that point the second she opened her mouth they found all the rumors had been based in fact.  


Before her shrill voice could destroy another set of eardrums the king silence his daughter with a stern glance and greeted Edward and Roland.  


“I apologize for my daughter’s immediate dismissal, she has not fully realized the need for this kingdom to have an able heir.”  The King followed this comment by a sigh which seemed to overwhelm his whole being while his daughter stood, glaring at him with an expression of complete exasperation.  


“That is exactly...” (She really belted out the word “exactly”) “...What I was trying to say when you so rudely interrupted me!”  Bernadette scowled first at her father then at Edward, but while looking at Edward her scowl turned into an even more withering smile.  “To prove that you are worthy of my hand and this kingdom you must do as my father once did and slay a dragon!”  

