
    
    



    
            
                
                    
                        
                            
                                
                                    
                                    Mirko Malessa - Time Crusaders 01 - Under Attack.pdf

                                    (737 KB)
                                    
                                        Pobierz
                                

                                
                                    
                                    
                                        <!DOCTYPE html PUBLIC
		"-//W3C//DTD HTML 4.01//EN"
		"http://www.w3.org/TR/html4/strict.dtd">









	
		
			
				
					
						Mirko Malessa
					
				

				
					
						Time Crusaders
					
				

				
					
						01. Under Attack
					
				

			

			
			
			
			
			
			
		

		
			
				
					
						1 
					
				

			

			
				
					
						MM 
					
				

			

			
				
					
						MM
					
				

			

			
				
					
						Time Crusaders 
					
				

			

			
				
					
						Note:
						 All of the following historical facts are taken from an alternate fictional timeline 
					
				

				
					
						and present. Even if strangely familiar, they do not represent actual facts from our present day 
					
				

				
					
						earth and its societies. However, similarities and historical references can be found, but are only 
					
				

				
					
						meant for dramatizations and fictional reasons. The author does not reflect his own personal 
					
				

				
					
						views within this book, except for satirical purposes alone. 
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						FIVE HATEFUL THINGS 
					
				

				
					
						 
					
				

			

			
				
					
						A bishop without doctrine, 
					
				

			

			
				
					
						a king without judgement, 
					
				

			

			
				
					
						an imprudent young man, 
					
				

			

			
				
					
						a foolish old man, 
					
				

			

			
				
					
						a woman without shame –  
					
				

			

			
				
					
						I swear by the King of heaven, 
					
				

			

			
				
					
						those are five hateful things. 
					
				

			

			
				
					
						Anglo-Irish poems of the Middle Ages – Author:unknown 
					
				

			

			
				
					
						01. Under attack
						 
					
				

				
					
						 
					
				

			

			
				
					
						20. June 1808. Southern Spain. The city of Gerona. The harbour. A fort under 
					
				

				
					
						siege. 
					
				

				
					
						 
					
				

			

			
				
					
						The thundering of the guns shook the castle walls sending the next wave of 
					
				

				
					
						cannonballs down towards the Commonwealth’s ships. One quick glance of his 
					
				

				
					
						revealed to Geraume how they shriekingly found their prey sending splintering 
					
				

				
					
						masts and men alike into the air for the third time in a row now. The siege did 
					
				

				
					
						not go well for them, it seemed. The whole french army group was desperately 
					
				

				
					
						trying to gain a foothold upon the narrow pathway leading up to the castles 
					
				

				
					
						garrison, but was mostly pinned down on the tight interwined road leading up 
					
				

				
					
						the harbour walls. It was a sheer miracle, or so he felt, that none of the spanish 
					
				

				
					
						royalists had yet recognized his small group sneaking up another way around the 
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						trenches throught the small back alleys. Somehow they had made it across the 
					
				

				
					
						first trenches without any losses and now all the road leading up from the 
					
				

				
					
						seaside to the fortress lay barren and empty before him and his comrades. 
					
				

				
					
						  It had been a hard battle so far, but nothing compared to the resistance 
					
				

				
					
						General Napoleon and Presidente Washington faced on the Eastern Front against 
					
				

				
					
						the Royal Armies led by General Blücher and Tauentzin. Geraume had heard the 
					
				

				
					
						Liberation Army faced great obstacles and was compelled to huge sacrifices, but 
					
				

				
					
						the Polish could fight for four men each easily, as he himself had witnessed all 
					
				

				
					
						alone with his regiment at Jena. 
					
				

				
					
						  Now it was to him and his small contingent to claim their share on the fight for 
					
				

				
					
						liberty, and even if they were only twelve men alone moving proudly forward up 
					
				

				
					
						the road with the solemn sea gaping down below to one side and bellowing 
					
				

				
					
						cannons up above them to the other, he coud see no obstacles up ahead 
					
				

				
					
						through all the smoke. If only Wellington’s ships could make it in time to come to 
					
				

				
					
						their aid up the river Ter, all could go well with the siege. Only a bit more time, 
					
				

				
					
						that was all that was required now, a bit longer to hold out. To conquer the 
					
				

				
					
						spaniards. To secure the West! To free Europe. To save the Union! 
					
				

				
					
						  Finally they stepped out of the smoke. And yes, the road was still emt– 
					
				

				
					
						  “ Look out!” 
					
				

				
					
						  What was this? There was a man sitting patiently on the road, right in front of 
					
				

				
					
						them, his back leaning comfortably against the sandy castle wall. Holding a pair 
					
				

				
					
						of sticks before his waist a flat broad-brimmed straw hat pulled deeply into his 
					
				

				
					
						face he seemed to doze in the evening sun. 
					
				

				
					
						  “ What is it?!” 
					
				

				
					
						  “ A stranger. Dead ahead!”  
					
				

				
					
						  “ A man? What kind of man?” 
					
				

				
					
						  “ A Spaniard?” 
					
				

				
					
						  “ I can’t say. How sh….” 
					
				

				
					
						  “ Kinpaginpa. Kirei desu.” 
					
				

				
					
						  The man had spoken. Geraume was sure even with all the siege’s 
					
				

				
					
						overshadowing noise had he heard the low voice of the man flowing over it all 
					
				

				
					
						intensely like the wind over the ocean’s waves. But his words had not been 
					
				

				
					
						spanish! Geraume was sure he had never heard any kind of tongue like that in 
					
				

				
					
						his entire life. But of course, stupid him, this was an important harbour, the man 
					
				

				
					
						just had to be a sailor from another nation far of. Well, if he was not from 
					
				

				
					
						around here, he could possibly provide them with more informations about the 
					
				

				
					
						town. He did not seem very violent or to even care about all the fighting going 
					
				

				
					
						on, but being careful about him could not hurt nevertheless. But after all, they 
					
				

				
					
						were twelve with muskets and him only a single man, so the balance of power 
					
				

				
					
						was clear. 
					
				

				
					
						  “ Hey! You! Back there!” 
					
				

				
					
						  That seemed to have come to the attention of the straw-hat-man. As the 
					
				

				
					
						stranger raised himself up Geraume could see he had not been mistaken. The 
					
				

				
					
						man wasn’t a Spaniard or an Englaise. Not at all. His unshaven face was a hard 
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						worn young mans in his early twenties, with yellowish white skin, straight black 
					
				

				
					
						hair done in a ponytail, and his one eye was big round and black, just like the 
					
				

				
					
						larger eye patch covering his right one, with impressive eyebrows, and he had a 
					
				

				
					
						strong jaw-line. This man was clearly not from around here, now that Geraume 
					
				

				
					
						could see his clothes better this became even clearer to him. His dress was a 
					
				

				
					
						strangely unfamiliar well-worn dark-brown garment looking almost like one single 
					
				

				
					
						pice of cloth wrapped around his athletic stature with a pair of sandals under his 
					
				

				
					
						feet. But what was even more impressive were the two sticks that appeared for a 
					
				

				
					
						second look to be shed swords he wore loosely in his belt right before his waist. 
					
				

				
					
						Both where rather slim and slightly curved with one being shorter than the other, 
					
				

				
					
						and they both did not seem to offer a noteworthy guard. 
					
				

				
					
						  “ Sumimasen. Dozo yoroshiku. Anone… Chikujou irikuchi doko desu ka,” asked 
					
				

				
					
						the stranger, uprighting himself into a more impressive pose. “Misete kudasai.” 
					
				

				
					
						  Geraume did not understand one word the stranger had said, but maybe he 
					
				

				
					
						hadn’t heard his words clearly the first time and he still understood french. A try 
					
				

				
					
						could not hurt. 
					
				

				
					
						  “ Hey! Be greeted! What is your name?” 
					
				

				
					
						  “ Iie, wakarimasen.” 
					
				

				
					
						  “ What are you doing in this place?” 
					
				

				
					
						  Ignoring his request the man touched his hat as if in in thoughts looking down 
					
				

				
					
						onto the ground. 
					
				

				
					
						  “ Nante koto da. Sokka? Naruhodo.” 
					
				

				
					
						  What to do? The man obviously wasn’t a Spaniard. Shooting him down like a 
					
				

				
					
						dog didn’t feel right. Even in war there were some things that should be avoided, 
					
				

				
					
						or so Geraume felt. He hadn’t joined the grand army to become a war criminal 
					
				

				
					
						like the royalists. It was a matter of honour. 
					
				

				
					
						  “ Ask again,” Brigaud urged him nervously from behing. “Again!” 
					
				

				
					
						  “ Pardon! What is your name? Do you know what lies ahead?” 
					
				

				
					
						  “ Souiukotoka ,” said the stranger heaving a sigh. “Akinohihatsurubeotoshi.” 
					
				

				
					
						  “ I don’t understand!” 
					
				

				
					
						  The man wasn’t paying attention, wasn’t he?! Now he shook his head slowly 
					
				

				
					
						finally looking up at Geraume. “Hontouni zannen,” the stranger exclaimed, with a 
					
				

				
					
						somewhat sad expression in his eye, that turned harder all at once. “Shitsurei 
					
				

				
					
						desu ga….” 
					
				

				
					
						  Geraume had about enough. There wasn’t enough time for this. They had to 
					
				

				
					
						hurrry, or it would be too late! 
					
				

				
					
						  “ Harawokukuru gojishin.” 
					
				

				
					
						  “ Enough! I don’t want to hear not anymore,” complained Geraume angrily, 
					
				

				
					
						taking another step forward. 
					
				

				
					
						  This seemed to somewhat impress the stranger. 
					
				

				
					
						  “ Atamakakushiteshirikakusazu.” 
					
				

				
					
						  “ Get out of here!” 
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						  The man was about fifteen feet away from them, and there was no way to 
					
				

				
					
						avoid him, but there was no way he would try to figh–The man had now swiftly 
					
				

				
					
						stepped forward right into the middle of the path blocking their way! 
					
				

				
					
						  “ Abunai!” 
					
				

				
					
						  The stranger threw away his hat into the gentle breeze coming from the bay. 
					
				

				
					
						And for a lone second the world seem to take a breath. 
					
				

				
					
						  “ Ikimasho!!” 
					
				

				
					
						  In an blink of an eye the stanger was before Geraume. Terrified he stared into 
					
				

				
					
						the hard intense eyes before him praying lone death. 
					
				

				
					
						  “ WHa---!!” 
					
				

				
					
						  “ Fusero!” 
					
				

				
					
						  The strike came like lightning cutting from below percing his side slashing 
					
				

				
					
						through his kidney riding forward through his lungs splintering the wood of his 
					
				

				
					
						musket like dry trash slicing the iron barrel apart and severing his jugular. 
					
				

				
					
						Cleaving onward the man shoved Geraume aside and as he turned and fell 
					
				

				
					
						almost timelessly he could watch him move straight onward while wading 
					
				

				
					
						through his doomed comrades like a god of death spraying blood and guts and 
					
				

				
					
						terror all around with movements so clean that they clearly spoke the mans 
					
				

				
					
						profound need to avoid any unnecessary excess. But even seeing all this 
					
				

				
					
						Geraume could still not understand what had happened now. 
					
				

				
					
						  Heavily he could feel how his body hit the ground like a wet sack. Something 
					
				

				
					
						had hit him just now, didn’t i…. 
					
				

				
					
						  The blood dripped down before his fading sight, as the light left his eyes, 
					
				

				
					
						flowed towards the stones of the walkway, trickling between the cracks in the 
					
				

				
					
						cobblestones, down into the ground, further into the darkness that continued on 
					
				

				
					
						down below, leaving all the noise behind, only to awaken to the hollow sound of 
					
				

				
					
						footsteps in the darkness. 
					
				

				
					
						  “ Do you have any idea where we are,” said a voice, piercing thinly through the 
					
				

				
					
						darkness. 
					
				

				
					
						  “ Oh my, I thought your god would lead us on! Or didn’t you say so,” said 
					
				

				
					
						another voice, in a snappish reply. 
					
				

				
					
						  “ Jahwe helps those who help themselves.” 
					
				

				
					
						  “ Yes, but of course he does. Silly me.” 
					
				

				
					
						  Rippling sand disturbed the silence following her remark. 
					
				

				
					
						  “ Y’know, if you wanted some light you could have said so from the beginning.” 
					
				

				
					
						  “ Really? But well, why not. If your god could manage to provide some.” 
					
				

				
					
						  “ I told you before, Jahwe is no god!” 
					
				

				
					
						  “ Then what else is he?” 
					
				

				
					
						  “ He’s my ally!” 
					
				

				
					
						  “ Oho!” 
					
				

				
					
						  “ At least I have one.” 
					
				

				
					
						  “ A god?” 
					
				

				
					
						  A small ball of light lit up, so Shawarina could just make out Sophia’s angry 
					
				

				
					
						frown in time. Of course, she didn’t really needed the light the blonde tousle-
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