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Whisper’s Tale

“What happens to one who embarks on the impossible, when already a legend?”

Part One

Raven Coyne

“I suppose you think yourself very clever?”  I say looking at Artemis.  He shakes his head and gives me a blank stare.  Getting up off the ground I rub my backside and remount.  Artemis sits quietly and does nothing, I keep waiting for him to buck but he stands placidly awaiting my orders.  “Okay one more time,” I say with a gentle kick of my heel and Artemis starts to walk forward in a leisurely manner and we head out of the stable and onto the grassy plains that stretch out forever before us.  I look up to see the setting moon and the sun just lighting up the horizon.  The best time of day.  “I know the trip will be long and difficult but I think if we pace ourselves we’ll be alright,”  I say close to Artemis’ left ear, he just knickers.  I’m not too sure what he’s saying, but it sounded like an agreement.  Who knows with horses?  They’re not known for prolonged reflection on anything.  The trip so far had been hard and I don’t blame Artemis for his surly attitude.  Well not as much as I should I suppose.  It matches my own.  Heading out at day break also meant leaving the others behind.  They could catch up or not as they chose.  My guess was they had, had enough, and would turn south and head home.  I had felt differently about the mission right from the beginning.  But then I tend to feel differently about most things.  Different point of view from the others I suppose.  And after all, the importance and urgency of the matter had been impressed on all of us.  I take out my bow, caress the wood and check the limbs for cracks, all these years and fights, and my bow is still as strong as ever. I hold the grip lightly in my hand, while Artemis breaks into a trot and we start covering the ground.  The dry grass beneath Artemis’s hooves begins to snap and crackle like a fire as we travel which reminds me that the followers are still somewhere behind me.  They would try to catch up.  That was their duty, just as I had mine.  They would track me until they killed me or until I made it to the Baron.  Either way, they would never give up.  That’s the nature of demons.  Stupid as a stick of wood they will perform their orders until destroyed or a greater force orders them to do something else.  I was ready for them.  The black arrows lay in the quiver on the left of my saddle, their shafts a swirling kaleidoscope.  You’d think arrows made of smoke not much of a defense against something as fearsome as a demon.  But I had watched Trailer strike one of the gruesome creatures square in the chest and that was the last of the demon.  So I have confidence in my weapons and my horse.  Artemis is special.  Difficult true, and hard to get along with at times.  He’s known to bite anyone he doesn’t like, which means he bites everyone.  But he can travel for days on end without complaint.  He is cool headed in a fight and fears nothing.  He has been bred and trained to be such.  But he is also heroic in his own way and that is something you can never train. 

As I strike out I look behind me and see the dark swirling cloud begin to form.  The demons are closer than I had guessed.  As I watch I see it is one of their scouts.  A small creature about the size of Artemis, with black leathery wings and protruding jaws filled with fangs.  I cannot outrun it.  I know better after all these years, and so I drop off Artemis taking a hand full of smoke arrows with me.  I slap Artemis on the rump sending him on his way.  I cannot worry about his safety while confronting the demon.  As I watch the demon’s body twists and streaks toward me, he’s never very far off the ground sometimes diving to within inches of the earth so he can smell the trail.  His sightless eyes appear to scan the land but only its sense of smell can guide it to me at this distance away.  The large bat like ears on its head twitch trying to pick up any sound of hooves or my own footfalls but I make not one sound.  I take an arrow and notch it onto the string and await my shot.  The demon is unerring as it flies toward me and as it gets closer I can smell it.  The sickly sweet scent of death and rotted flesh clings to it.  This is a young one, not much experienced in tracking.  He neither tries to sneak up nor go back to get his brothers.  Nevertheless, it’s deadly, even alone, its talons can rip me to shreds in seconds or skewer Artemis if given the chance.  It snarls hate from the pain of having to exist on this plane, making the demon even more dangerous.  

“Hey!  Over hear gruesome!”  I shout taking a chance on its inexperience.  The creature snaps to attention and roars and follows the sound of my voice.  I steady myself and let it charge me.  The demon begins to streak ever faster and I kneel down and pull the bow string and wait my chance.  If I want the thing dead I’ll have to hit it squarely in the chest just like Trailer.  I’m a better shot than Trailer, but my arrows lack the powerful punch that Trailer puts into them.  Thinking of that, I pull back even further on the string to add just a little more power and as I do so the demon is caught by a breeze and driven up away from the ground and it must go upright against the wind and let it pass.  This exposes its chest to me and I let fly.  The smoke arrow flies true and buries itself in the demon’s body.  The scream of a demon is a terrible sound.  It’s like the violent death of a child.  The pitch is high and drives into your head, you have to hear it a few times to get used to the sound and not freeze because of it.  The other demons will have felt the loss of their brother and will come looking for his executioner.  I stand up and look around, the scout was alone, which gives me some time to put distance between me and them. 
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Her majesty watches the crystal and waits to see what will happen.  The demon is foolish and young and as the wind strikes its wings it pays the price for its boldness.  The Rover’s smoke arrow buries itself deep in the scout’s chest the sharp pain is felt by her.  Her heart seems to skip a beat, a snarl of anger then crosses her beautiful face.  The cold lines of her eyebrows narrow as she watches the vision of the demon scout darken then disappear.  

“Damn you,” her only comment as her robes swirl around her body and she stalks off the dais.  The Rover had again gotten past her traps and hunters.  And if that damnable Rover or any of her companions manages to make it to the old Baron the game may well be up before it rightly begins.  She heads to the Astral Room with halting steps.  The truth was she had created so many demons that she was unable to control their actions any longer.  And the cost in making each was high and getting higher with every incantation.  So as she steps up to the threshold of the Chamber of Stars she shakes her head and silently withdraws.  Her present hunters were enough.  She then strides with purpose to her throne room.  A complete replica of the real throne room now usurped by her brother.  That insult would never be healed until she again ruled the Realm and her brother lay dead at
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