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Behold the warrior’s pride…

 

Beneath early winter’s darkened skies, the warrior crept through
a snow-laden grove, his nostrils puffing warmth upon a gray beard
gnarled with icy spit. He froze, spotting a stag poised motionless
amongst the trees; its brown eyes alert, attentive—preparing to
leap at the slightest hint of danger. He lowered his muscular frame
and drew forth arrow. The stag offered him a flawless profile.

The warrior’s eyes narrowed musing of the stag’s imminent
death—a fate mercifully eluding him during thirty-six years in the
king’s service. An exceptionally prolonged career for a man of his
vicious vocation, and testament to the endless faces of fallen
comrades who never reached his ripened age to collect a lifetime’s
reward— permanent leave from his duties, a thousand gold coins, a
parcel of rich farmland, choice livestock, and presumably, final
peace.

 Yet, the warrior had survived— living past the day he was
honored in a royal ceremony and bestowed the highest tribute when
the humbled monarch breached royal decorum, bowing his head
slightly to acknowledge the warrior’s unwavering loyalty and
unflinching bravery. How bemused the warrior recalled the waves of
hushed disapproval from the gathered nobles, and  how proudly
he marveled at the undeterred king who commanded all before him to
honor the warrior without question, lest they be judged by their
own devotion to the crown, or possibly lose their heads.

The warrior drew his bow and released his arrow— the beast
shuddering upon its gashing impact. He paused to watch the stag
convulse before it fell to the snow, its life-force draining away
to the forest’s floor. He sliced its throat, slung the carcass
across his shoulders, and then turned for home.

 

Upon crossing his stake, the warrior heard a great commotion in
the distance.  He flung the deer to the ground and surged
forward with bow drawn and eyes darting. Turning suddenly, he
glimpsed a huge bird with enormous wings unfurled, sailing away
toward the forest carrying a lifeless sow in each of its bloodied
talons.

The warrior released his bow, but the arrow soared short. The
bird screeched mockingly as it drifted above the trees, stirring
the warrior’s blood to boiling rage. He sent another arrow skyward
in hopeless desperation, but the thief disappeared—folding into in
the hazy sky.

The warrior threw his bow to the ground and released a deep,
guttural roar— an ancient cry to battle, a tradition passed forth
from the earliest of stalwart men who offered their lives to defend
and conquer.

Inhaling deeply, he snatched his bow and set forth toward the
forest.

 

The warrior strode steadfastly through the woodland, the tree’s
snowy canopy passing like silent ghosts bearing witness to his
anger. He recalled the battle of Augmem during the Phinaleddian
war, leading his men to victory during a relentless snowstorm, and
vanquishing his enemies caught defenseless as they huddled from the
cold. He showed no mercy on that day; mercy was the providence of
kings and clergy, not warriors, he mused. Warriors serve no other
function but to serve and obey, and to kill.

 The ground sloped upward and he stopped to collect his
breath. Fresh blood stained the snow beneath his boot. He glanced
above the trees and upon a steep cliff, beholding a flock of great
birds circling a gap set upon the mountain’s fold.

He approached the cliff’s base and began to scale its slick,
rocky face. Silently, he crept into the mountain’s gap and ducked
behind a boulder. He glanced out and upon an eyrie constructed of
evergreen boughs and browned grassy thatch. Upon the massive nest
sat his enemy; its eyes closed and resting. He noticed fresh blood
staining its crooked beak.

The warrior smiled wryly and readied his bow.

His heart raced, just as it always did when he readied to kill—
like before any of the countless bloody battles he’d seen, and
prevailed alive and triumphant. Kill or be killed was the warrior’s
mantra carried into conflict. Presently, a vision of the battle of
Anchorium unfolded before him— the rage burning within, following
the loss of so many valiant men under his command. And finally the
mindless slaughter he inflicted upon the innocent villagers on that
bloody day— men, women, the old, the infirmed, the children.…

The warrior inhaled deeply while the pig-thief lay directly in
his sights.

And sadly he could recall no other feelings— never a sense of
his own innocence; not even in his shortened youth— at the age of
fourteen he had taken his own father’s life, upon the bastard’s
senseless beatings and unspeakable tortures bestowed on his mother,
siblings, and himself. And then mercifully he was spared beheading
by the king’s guard, but forced to pledge a blood oath to the king
as warrior— a lifetime’s license to continue killing, yet now
somehow justified beneath the kingdom’s banner.

The warrior shook his head and lowered his bow. The distant,
gruff voices of the veteran guards drifted through his deepest and
darkest memories: Thus betraying not a born killer’s true nature,
they explained at the time. Once a man has shown he can take
another’s life, taking hundreds more would prove effortless— or so
they calculated with brutal indifference.

Now the warrior stood alone, stripped naked of any oath offered
to mortal, monarch, or God. He held no illusions of the emotions he
felt at this very moment; certainly he would kill again in defense
or for subsidence. But something stirred within him— something
hidden deep beneath his hardened exterior, perhaps since before his
bloody career or even his pained childhood; something he did not
quite recognize or understand, but for an instant feel its
emergence and provide him— if only for a few labored breaths—
unqualified clarity.

Quietly, he slipped from the fold and back down the cliff.

 

Light snowflakes cascaded from the afternoon sky as the warrior
once again trod amongst his fields. He halted and raised his weary
head, catching a drifting snowflake on the tip of his tongue.

### END ###

**********

Mark Paul Jacobs lives in lovely Dauphin,
Pennsylvania. He enjoys fishing the Canadian north, internet poker,
and annoying his wife. Although not a full time writer, he intends
to churn out a short story, novelette, or even a novel every so
often, and continue to study and learn this craft that he enjoys
immensely. His most notable work so far is the hard science fiction
novel: The Yaakmen of Tyrie. He is also quite
proud of his short story: Reckoning, and his
chilling novelette with the provocative title: The Watchers
from within Moments Revealed. Please enjoy his works and
don’t be afraid to tell him what you think on his Facebook page or
by email. And lastly, please take the time to leave him a review
(authors live for these!); you can do this on SMASHWORDS or any
other site where his books are available.

 

A few notes about my novel: The Yaakmen of
Tyrie: currently offered at Smashwords.com.
An epic adventure of monumental proportions; A heroic tale of
perseverance, bravery, loss, betrayal, and redemption; A deep,
jaw-dropping mystery that will keep you guessing until the very
last pages. The Yaakmen of Tyrie is set on an alien world with a
double moon, and where men’s lives span only ten or eleven long
years. Quintar is a Yaakman— one in the latest generation of men
and women who partner with the giant, hairy bipeds to connect
remote settlements nestled in the mountainous regions surrounding
the Great Confluence of Tyrie. But Quintar realizes his destiny
only after he stumbles upon an odd object high in the mountains,
and he dreams of the mythical Thrimara. Thrust suddenly into
politics by the Supreme Yaakleader Carathis, a man whose stare
could melt any man’s arrogance; and accompanied by the brooding
Lenna, the proud fisherman Barrazan, the young apprentice Kristren
and Kristren’s mentor Entya, the secretive trapper Ruppon, and the
diminutive scholar Porrias, Quintar embarks on a harrowing journey
into the unknown wilderness on a quest to unravel Tyrie’s greatest
mystery.(Authors note: Although I purposely omit detailed
descriptors, the Yaak —rhymes with rake— is, in my mind's eye, a
creature combining the attributes of a T-Rex, a Wookie, and Cousin
It of Addams Family fame). Enjoy! The Yaakmen of
Tyrie: https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/33566

 

A note about my Novelette: The Watchers from within
Moments, Revealed currently offered at Smashwords.com.
Jim Vedder, chief engineer at California’s FastTech Corporation,
has developed the world’s fastest camera. But exploring the bizarre
universe of the super fast, soon uncovers horrific entities that
captivate the world’s consciousness. And FastTech is quickly, and
somewhat unwillingly, drawn into a quagmire of politics, fate, and
the unforgiving press. https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/12501

A note about my short story: Reckoning
currently offered FREE at Smashwords.com.
Humans have evolved to their present form in a few million years.
And they have risen to prominence in just a few thousand; a mere
speck in earth’s unfathomable timeline. Are we the first to gaze
into the heavens contemplating our fate? Here, I present a short
tale pondering the shortcomings of sentience. Once upon a time,
sixty-five million two hundred and forty-two thousand years ago…
https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/7549

 

A note about my short story: Incident at Walter’s
Creek currently offered FREE at Smashwords.com.
What really happened on that remote Tennessee farmstead on a chilly
fall night in 1828? Sixteen years later, Zacharias Neil, Andrew
Jackson Thomkins, and Zack’s little brother, Aaron, are determined
to find out.  An eerie tale of paranormal terror. Warning for
mild language and strong dialect. https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/34035
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Incident at
Walter's Creek (2011)
What really happened on that remote Tennessee farmstead on that
chilly fall night in 1828? Sixteen years later, Zacharias Neil,
Andrew Jackson Thomkins, and Zack’s little brother, Aaron, are
determined to find out. An eerie tale of paranormal terror. Warning
for mild language and strong dialect.



	


Reckoning
(2011)
Humans have evolved to their present form in a few million
years. And they have risen to prominence in just a few thousand; a
mere speck in earth’s unfathomable timeline. Are we the first to
gaze into the heavens contemplating our fate? Here, I present a
short tale pondering the shortcomings of sentience. Once upon a
time, sixty-five million two hundred and forty-two thousand years
ago...



	


The
Watchers from Within Moments, Revealed (2011)
An approximate 50% excerpt of my Sci Fi/Horror novelette 'The
Watchers from Within Moments, Revealed." Jim Vedder, chief engineer
at California’s FastTech Corporation, has developed the world’s
fastest camera. But exploring the bizarre universe of the super
fast, soon uncovers horrific entities that captivate the world’s
conscientious. And FastTech is quickly, and somewhat unwillingly,
drawn into a quagmire of politics, fate, and the unforgiving
press.



	


The
Yaakmen Of Tyrie (2011)
An approximate 55% excerpt of my Sci-Fi, action adventure epic
"The Yaakmen of Tyrie".

An epic adventure of monumental proportions

A heroic tale of perseverance, bravery, loss, betrayal, and
redemption

A deep, jaw-dropping mystery that will keep you guessing until the
very last pages

The Yaakmen of Tyrie is set on an alien world with a double
moon, and where men’s lives span only ten or eleven long years.
Quintar is a Yaakman— one in the latest generation of men and women
who partner with the giant, hairy bipeds to connect remote
settlements nestled in the mountainous regions surrounding the
Great Confluence of Tyrie.

But Quintar realizes his destiny only after he stumbles upon an odd
object high in the mountains, and he dreams of the mythical
Thrimara. Thrust suddenly into politics by the Supreme Yaakleader
Carathis, a man whose stare could melt any man’s arrogance; and
accompanied by the brooding Lenna, the proud fisherman Barrazan,
the young apprentice Kristren and Kristren’s mentor Entya, the
secretive trapper Ruppon, and the diminutive scholar Porrias,
Quintar embarks on a harrowing journey into the unknown wilderness
on a quest to unravel Tyrie’s greatest mystery.
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