The warrior. 

This story is of a time when I was a young lad of eighteen

And I wandered the eternal woods.

As I walked the paths trodden by countless before me,

I heard a great wind blowing in from the east.

 It blew in with great ferocity,

Forcing me to take shelter behind a tree in the distance.

With the wind came the impertinent hoof falls a horse,

On this horse sat a warrior clad in immaculate armour of steel,

Moulded by craftsmen no doubt at the pinnacle of their skills.

He held in one hand the great hammer of war,

And in the other he held a piece of cloth.

This cloth gleamed in the sunlight that chanced on it.

It was the most beautiful piece of fabric,

This eighteen year old boy would ever see.

The rider from the East dismounted himself,

And bent down on his knee. 

With extreme care he laid the fabric on the grass.

It was not a piece of cloth I saw, but a dress,

A beautiful dress fit for the queen of gods.

Made of fabric finer than silk,

Yet with a charm that would shame all the diamonds of the mines in the land.

The rider took a step backward, 

And with a heave lifted the hammer he held above his head.

With its movement it stirred the winds,

Whispering death and nobility through the blood that stained it.

He held it erect pointing towards the sky

And in a booming voice he said,

“Gods of war I beseech thee,

I live with my sword by my side,

I live by ways of honour, unity and majesty, 

I live by the ways of a warrior,

I turn away from fallacy, 

And I take life only for country, 

For King,

For God.

I beseech thee,

Give me back,

My love,

My lost love.”

As soon as he said those words in his booming voice,

The ground shook, the skies quivered,

Dark clouds covered the sun blotting out all light.

Then, from that unreal darkness,

Struck out a flash of light

A great flash emanated from the skies,

Throwing me back from where I stood,

Blinding all but the warrior.

He stood there with his hammer pointed straight towards the gods he beseeched.

The flash came from the skies again and hit the hammer electrifying it.

Through the hammer it went,

Flowing through the blood of a countless number of soldiers and kings and queens,

That the hammer was responsible for,

Using the warrior’s brave spirit as its conduit,

It touched the dress that lay on the humble grass.

The warrior was alone no more.

In that great flash his love came back to life.

In that one moment his lost love was lost no more.

The warrior stood there, hammer above head,

Hands quivering.

For a brave spirit such as his was still overcome 

In one fleeting moment 

I as well as he saw the woman, 

Whose love could vanquish this great warrior’s spirit.

She stood there alive and well.

The most beautiful lady I have ever seen.

Tall and dark, filled with grace

With the symmetry of a goddess, eyes dark, of depths unimaginable.

She stared into the warrior’s hardened face,

Her slender hands reaching up to him,

Her fingers touched this warrior’s lips.

The warrior looked at her disbelievingly.

Her hands ran up the length of his face.

The sides of his mouth tinkered up to a smile,

His eyes swam into hers, 

With doubt,

Of this miracle.

The warrior could stand no more, 

His hands faltered and with it the lightning faltered.

The image of the Lady failed. 

And in an unjust instant the hammer fell to the ground. 

The tired arms of the warrior pulsed with pain.

Yet his brave face showed pain beyond pain. 

The warrior stood slumped, broken, 

Still gripping the wood of the hammer

He stared blankly at what was left of the lady.

He stared with a heavy heart,

At the dress that still lay there unharmed by the lightning that once flashed from the skies.

It still lay there on the humble grass.

He breathed heavily,

The creases on his head growing deeper,

He looked a hundred years older.

At which time, I decided it best to take my leave.

For I chose it was better to remain unnoticed by this disspirited warrior.

Yet as I walked on towards other fates,

I heard the piercing scream,

I heard the pain,

I heard the love,

I heard the scream of the bereft warrior,

As it pierced through the abode of the mighty gods he served.

