A Tale of Eights
“You’re wrong!” I exclaimed, aggressively slamming my empty ale mug onto the wooden bar top. I twisted around on my elevated seat to face the strangers who were muttering.  “They haven’t disappeared...” I said lowering my voice, “They were taken!” I shouted at the top of my lungs, causing all those who were listening to burst into fits of laughter. “I think you’ve ‘ad quite enough, young sir!” the bar lady politely advised, as she wiped down the beer soaked table behind my newly found audience. “Oh yeah? And who do you suppose has taken them? Eh?” the older man mocked, chuckling and clunking his glass with his friend, toasting his remark.  “I saw them!” I said, pointing at the people who insulted me. I stood up onto my feet and with a slight sway I leaned back onto my creaking chair trying to regain my balance. I clutched my stool and intently dragged it across the floor so I could be seated next to my accusers. They all turned to face me with a pint of beer in their hands and attentively leaned in closer to hear what I had to say. “They were concealed in the shadows... m- m- moving as though they were one with it.” I whispered, hiccupping mid-sentence.  “As agile as the wind, they snatched those guards in the blink of an eye!” I desperately explained. “Pfft! Haha!” the strangers laughed at me again, uncontrollably spraying my face with ale and half chewed bread. I deliberately knocked my stool over in frustration, it clunked and cluttered as it hit the floor startling the men at the table as they wiped their grubby mouths with their long beards. “You’re barred! Get out of my pub! Guards!” the landlord screeched. The doors swung open banging against the wall, revealing two Varrockian guards adorned in their sun yellow, steel chainmail. They quickly approached me; I didn’t bother to resist as they apprehended me and forcefully pulled me out of the pub. “You’ll see! You’ll see I was right!” I confidently called back aloud, staring at the guard who was grasping my right arm. 
They continued to escort me around the outside of the grey stone wall of the pub and then unapologetically threw me down next to an autumn kissed tree. I lethargically wiped and clapped my hands together, shaking the dry mud off my hands. “Why do you do this to yourself James?” one of the guards questioned me, shaking his head, “No wonder you were removed from the guard, you are unfit for service” the other added.  I climbed up off my hands and knees and dusted off the rest of the powdery mud off my ragged black trousers. “I know what happened... I know what I saw...” I snarled back at the guards. “They disappeared, James...” the first guard asserted sarcastically, “It could have been anything... but, spiders? Intelligent, thinking spiders...” the guard confusingly questioned, disagreeing with my account. “Just because you fell asleep on shift and missed what happened doesn’t give you the right to make up something as pathetic as that! I knew them! They were my friends too!” he bawled, beating his chest with his fist and glaring at me with disgust. The guards abandoned me without saying another word; I slowly stumbled back towards the city, hoping to find into someone who would believe me.
