
Fight for This World






Servants of the Flower World, Book III 






Michael A. Susko

[image: ]






AllrOneofUs Publishing

Baltimore, MD & Huntsville, AL



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      FIGHT FOR THIS WORLD: SERVANTS OF THE FLOWER WORLD, BOOK III

    

    
      First edition. April 12, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Michael A. Susko.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8230323884

    

    
    
      Written by Michael A. Susko.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

PART ONE

Chapter I

Chapter II

Chapter III

Chapter IV

Chapter V

Chapter VI

Chapter VII

Chapter VIII

Chapter IX

Chapter X

Chapter XI

PART TWO

Chapter I

Chapter II

Chapter III

Chapter IV

Chapter V

Chapter VI

Chapter VII

Chapter VIII

Chapter IX

Chapter X

Chapter XI

Chapter XII

Sign up for Michael A. Susko's Mailing List

Further Reading: Cosmos & Bios: Beyond & a New World

Also By Michael A. Susko

About the Author

About the Publisher



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    To those who fight for their dreams.

      

    

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

PART ONE

[image: ]


DEFENDERS OF THE PASS
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War Party








When the Cosmic Human dropped them, the Questers landed lightly—each near their own world. Jarell found himself below the Giant’s land, with a clear path northward to the Great House. Securing his cloak, he had set off at a steady pace. He hadn’t gone far when he saw a band of armed men approaching.

Jarell didn’t hide—he only gripped the Staff more tightly. Having faced dangers in the Flower Realm, he did not fear what This World held. His newfound bravery surprised him, and a faint smile crossed his face. When you step into This World, he thought, you never know what you’ll run into.

Clearly a War Party, the group turned toward him. They moved with uncanny swiftness, on a half-run across the open ground. Numbering at least a dozen, they carried long spears and bows.

Jarell stopped walking and waited, wondering what mission pressed them so urgently. The party stopped a few paces away; their weapons unraised. He recognized men of the Great House and felt relief, though he did not relax his guard. Much may have changed since his absence. 

A tall man, who appeared to be their leader, stepped forward. “Why are you alone here, so near to the Giant’s Land? It looks like you’re wearing our dress. What takes you far from the Great House? What name do you have?”

“Yes, I am from the Great House. My name is Jarell. I’m a farmer from that land.”

That seemed the wrong thing to say, for they eyed him even more suspiciously. Why would a farmer be so far from his land? Why did he have the look of someone who had been through battles?

My name is Orthanu, since you have given yours,” said their leader. “Where have you just come from?”

Jarell paused, wondering if they believed him. What could he say? He had just claimed to be a farmer—the truth would be too much. So he replied, “I have journeyed far... and I want to come home now.”

Orthanu shrugged. “I won’t press you on your business. Let me tell you ours. We go to defend the people of the Great House. The Sorcerer has raised an army that’s heading toward the pass. We must hold it, so our people can move to a cliff dwelling. You say that you’re one of us, with land near the Great House. Then help us save our people.”

“I’m not a warrior. I am a farmer and a journeyer.” 

“I’m no fool. Perhaps you were once a farmer. I, like the others here, can see your face. More than that... I see what you carry. That’s no ordinary staff, but one that belongs to a mage. We need someone who can wield such power. It would be a great benefit if you joined us.   Jarell had nearly forgotten what he held, that the Staff’s intricate tracery marked it for what it was. “I’m no mage,” he said. “Not like Madriel.”

At the mention of her name, Orthanu and the others fell silent

“You know Madriel’s name? Perhaps you have news of her?”

“News? I last saw her near the Three-World Flower. She should be here... in This World.”

Orthanu frowned at the phrasing, wondering where this traveler had truly been. Then his voice rose in anger. “Have you not heard? Perhaps you have been in another world. She has been taken captive.”

Jarell’s face went ashen—a shock ran through his chest. “No!... by whom?”

“It’s best not to utter its name here. The dark one—let’s call him that—has sent an invasion of hybrid beings. They have surfaced, seeking to destroy us.”

Jarell’s alarm grew. He knew the danger of the Sorcerer’s hybrid creations. “Are you waiting for the Red and White Clans?”

“Truly, you have been somewhere else! The clans are back at war again. However, a few of the White Clan are coming to help us.”

Jarell felt caught between two missions. “I’m no mage,” he said again. 
Orthanu gestured. “The staff?”
“It’s not mine.”

“Then whose?”

Jarell hesitated. He did not want to speak her name again.

“Is it a dark staff, then?” Orthanu challenged. 

Jarell saw some hands of the War Party move closer to their weapons.

Jarell’s voice choked with sorrow. “Madriel’s.”

At this, the War Party stirred in astonishment.

“You would not have had power enough to take it from her. How?” Orthanu pressed.

“She gave it to me.”

“She did? Do you expect us to believe that? A mage just gave away her staff to a farmer? It happens every day. I turned down one myself recently.”

Jarell saw there was no way out but the truth. “On the threshold of Flower World, we had a mission. We entered that world through her. She lent her Staff to me, believing it would grant us success.”

Orthanu heard an impossible story, too strange to invent.

One of his men put a hand on him, saying, “He is flesh.” 

To Jarell’s surprise, a woman who was a member of the war party stepped forward. She had authority in her voice, as if she were the co-leader. “We have heard rumors of deeds. How the Flower of Life was riven, how someone died, and how it was somehow restored.”

“Not by me,” Jarell corrected, “by another... a woman.” 

“You were with this woman, were you not?”

“I was.”

“Then it’s settled. No one can be that close to such deeds of power and come away untouched. You’re saying you walked in the Flower World.... alive... and have returned alive—without great power? That staff didn’t sit idle, did it?”

“No, it did not.” 

Orthanu broke in. “Enough! You will be of utmost value to us. We will not order you to come, but you must choose now. Every moment we wait, the army of darkness draws closer to the pass. Come with us. The lives of the women and children of the Great House are in the balance.” 

Jarell hesitated. The party watched, wondering what urgency could outweigh the one they had laid before him. 

Jarell’s conflict was deep. Madriel was a fellow Quester, and between them was an unspoken bond. You did not leave another Quester behind.

“We must fight for our families now,” the woman pleaded, her hands reaching out.

Jarell knew he could not turn down this plea—not with so much at stake. “I will come with you,” he finally said. “But truly... I don’t really know how to fully use this Sstaff.”

Orthanu had already turned. “A half-mage is better than none. To the pass!” he cried.
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Chapter II
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Emeral 






They mostly ran, but stopped to rest just as exhaustion would overtake them. Jarell asked about the nature of the enemy they faced. 

“They’re hybrid beings made by dark arts,” Orthanu said. “We have only heard rumors of this army. We have not seen them.”

“Do they fly?”

“No, these hug the ground like insects.”

Jarell felt relief at this, then remembered the immense number of bat-humans. “You said army—there must be many. How do you plan to withstand them with so few?” 

Orthanu looked deeply at Jarell, unsure if he would be able to hear what followed. “We have only to delay them for at least two days.”

Jarell noticed the woman in the group had drawn near, her face cast downward and still shrouded. 

He directed his question to any who would answer. “How will we survive against such odds?”

The woman’s face remained shrouded, but she spoke. “We are not likely to survive. We give our lives for the group.”

“Then I am going to my death? This was not mentioned.”

“It was not,” admitted Orthanu.

“You go to life,” said the woman. “The life of the people of the Great House.”

Orthanu offered a faint hope. “Perhaps some of us will live. Maybe after... you can fly away like mages sometimes do.”

“I have not mastered that. And I only saw Madriel fly once. She was not keen on flying.”

“You saw her fly?” the woman asked. “In what world was that?”

Jarell did not know how to evade this question, and he looked into the woman’s eyes. Her eyes were set, prepared for any answer, it seemed. “Flower World—I mean near the edge of Flower World. She did not enter it herself. Did you know her?”

The woman fell silent at this.

Jarell had forgotten about his own impending death. Anger rose in his voice. “So you go to fight an army of dark creatures with a dozen men and a woman?”

“These have volunteered their lives,” Orthanu answered. “They are my best warriors. The woman is no less than any man here.”

Jarell studied the group, resting and tending their gear. The faces—he searched each, as they had chosen to give their lives. What held them together? There was determination and grimness, and a light—that of doing their duty, of doing what was necessary to save their people. 

Jarell was again distracted from his own future. He looked at the woman, whose body was lithe and strong. She had not the girth of a man. Her face had remained hidden, and this angered him. He did not presume to ask her to show her face directly. 

Turning abruptly, Jarell asked, “Your name, my lady?”

She raised her head, proud and defiant. “You think I give away my name easily?” 

“Are we not likely to die together?” Jarell challenged.

The woman tossed away her hood and revealed her full face. Jarell did not recognize her, although for
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