
 

Fallen   Hero  

The   General’s   blade   inched   closer   to   my   throat.   Desperately,   I   pulled   back   against   it,   but  

my   leather   gauntlets   were   already   shot.   I   could   feel   the   warm   ooze   of   blood   rising   from   my   palms.  

It   was   my   hands   or   my   head,   and   either   way,   I   couldn’t   hold   back   the   wicked   edge   much   longer.  

“Jaysen   Auttusk,”   He   chided   from   behind,   strengthening   the   headlock.   “I   wonder,   what  

would   your   parents   think   of   you,   brazenly   marching   into   my   throne   room,   only   to   die?”  

“You   have   no   right,”   I   gasped,   “to   mention   their   name.”   The   atrium   of   the   room,   almost  

cathedral-like,   echoed   the   words   back   at   me   in   mockery.  

“Don’t   I?”   He   hissed,   spinning   me   to   face   his   empty   throne.   At   its   foot,   the   deep   color   of  

crimson   stained   the   stone   floor.   “It   was   you   who   got   them   killed,   wasn’t   it?”  

“No…”  

“You   let   them   die!”  

“NO!”  

I   was   no   longer   fighting.   The   General   no   longer   had   his   sword   to   my   throat.   My   hands   and  

feet   were   bound,   with   two   guards   on   either   side.   Before   me,   the   General   stood,   my   mother   and  

father   chained   at   his   knees.    Kill   me!    I   begged.    Kill   me   instead!  

Oh,   I   would   love   to,   my   boy ,   The   General   replied,    but   it   wouldn’t   do   me   any   good.    He  

proceeded   to   draw   a   blade   from   his   side,   testing   the   edge   with   his   finger.    You   see,   you’ve   caused  

me   so,   so   many   problems.   Problems   I’ve   had   to   suffer   through,   that   the   Empire   has   had   to   suffer  

through.   Killing   you   would   only   bring   about   more   of   our   suffering,   and   liberate   you.     But   them…  

he   said,   kneeling   down   behind   my   father   and   placing   the   weapon   across   both   of   their   necks.  

Killing   them   will   achieve   so   much   more.  

 



 

Look   at   me,   son!    My   father   demanded.   Blearily,   I   peered   into   his   eyes.   Their   fear,   but   also,  

their   love.    Remember   what   I’ve   taught   you.   Fight,   my   boy!  

The   General’s   arm   shifted,   pushing   the   blade   into   their   flesh.   

FIGHT!    He   shouted,   then   in   one   motion,   he   lay   lifeless   on   the   floor.  

Presently,   I   felt   the   General’s   blade   pressing   into   my   own   neck.   The   cold   bite   of   the   steel.  

The   venomous   voice   in   my   ear.   My   father’s   last   word   echoed   around   me   once   more.   

I   listened.  

A   burst   of   sheer   power   rushed   forth   from   my   chest.   I   roared   in   rage,   in   pain,   in   sorrow,  

flipping   the   General   over   my   head   and   onto   the   floor.   My   vision   clouded   red   as   I   snapped   the  

weapon   over   my   knee,   kick-flipping   my   own   sword,   which   had   been   discarded   earlier,   back   into  

my   hand.   The   blade   erupted   into   an   unearthly   flame   as   soon   as   I   touched   it.   Some   part   of   me  

realized   I   had   kept   some   of   Austen’s   power,   but   I   didn’t   care.   I   marched   toward   the   General   as   he  

got   to   his   feet.  

“WHERE   DO   YOU   THINK   YOU’RE   GOING?!”   I   bellowed.   He   drew   a   dagger   from  

his   belt,   making   a   vicious   swing   at   my   head.   With   my   free   hand,   I   caught   his   arm,   tightening   my  

grip   until   I   heard   a   sickening   snap,   and   a   cry   of   agony.   The   dagger   dropped   to   the   floor.   I   released  

his   shattered   arm,   kicking   him   backwards   through   a   stained   window.   The   snow   and   ice   outside  

rushed   into   the   room.   Without   a   moment’s   hesitation,   I   jumped   out   after   him.   

I   landed   on   a   thin,   decorative   strut   off   the   side   of   the   tower.   Hanging   onto   the   end   with   his  

one   good   arm,   the   General   dangled   over   the   town   square,   several   thousand   feet   below.   I   knelt  

down   above   him,   leveling   my   sword   against   his   neck.   A   deranged   feeling   of   satisfaction   came   over  

me.   

“Ironic,   General!”   I   shouted   over   the   storm.   “Who’s   going   to   die   now?”  



 

“Jaysen,   your   parents   wouldn't   want   this!”   He   pleaded.   “I’m   unarmed!   I   can’t   hurt   anyone  

anymore!   I’m   begging   you,   have   mercy!”  

  The   fire   churning   within   me   spluttered.   Some   part   of   me   heard   that.   I   had   won.   My   task  

was   fulfilled.   I   would   bring   him   back   to   Micah,   Austen,   and   the   others,   and   then   collectively,   we  

would   decide   his   fate.   My   father’s   last   word   had   been   to   fight,   but   before   he   had   said   that,   he   had  

asked   me   to   remember   what   he   had   taught.   He   had   taught   me   to   fight   with   honor,   to   fight   with  

passion.   To   be    good.    To   see   the   bigger   picture.   

To   hope.  

“They   wouldn’t,”   I   slowly   agreed.   Their   gaze,   compassionate   and   pure,   lay   steadily   on   me  

from   within.   Watching.   My   sword   felt   heavy   in   my   hand.   No   longer   did   I   see   my   foe,   but   a  

helpless,   harmless   man.   I   could   save   him.   I   should   save   him.   

But   when   I   looked   back   into   his   eyes,   that   hope   I   felt   shattered.   

Nothing   can   save   them.   

Anguish   and   hatred   rushed   forth.   Almost   of   its   own   volition,   my   sword   lashed   out,   slicing  

my   blade   across   his   one   good   arm.   I   grabbed   his   wrist   before   his   grip   involuntarily   released.   The  

wind   howled   in   hideous   delight,   blending   his   voice   into   a   guttural   scream   of   terror.   

“I   said   that    they    wouldn’t   want   it,”   I   hissed,   watching   his   fear   build   from   the   deadly   power  

of   each   word.   He   saw   the   hate   in   my   eyes,   and   began   struggling.   “But   my   parents   are   dead.   You  

killed   them.”  

“Jaysen-!”  

“So   I   suppose   that   leaves   me.   You’re   a   coward.   A   liar.   A   murderer.   And   you   know   what   I  

want,   General?”   Then,   I   leaned   over,   whispering   to   his   ear:  

“I   want   to   watch   you   die.”  



 

“No!”   He   shouted.   But   it   was   in   vain.   I   watched   mercilessly   as   he   fell,   through   the  

snowstorm,   the   whiteout,   the   wind.   I   should   have   felt   something   at   that   moment.   Some   kind   of  

remorse,   or   regret.   Something.   Anything   that   told   me   I   was   still   human.   But   as   I   stood   there,  

swaying   on   the   beam,   I   couldn’t   even   feel   Austen’s   fire.   All   I   felt   was   the   cold.  

The   bitter,   icy   cold.  

 

 


