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It was a good day for the hunt. The summer afternoon was warm, clouds concealed much of the ground in shadows and the gentle wind blew from the prey to the hunter, masking his sent. The muscular youth, tightly gripping an oaken spear, feeling the splinters pierce his skin, smiled. He had hidden himself behind these bushes for hours awaiting his quarry. He had often tracked the creature to this clearing, where the beast would devour its food, most often villagers from the nearby town. Geoffrey the Heroic was hired to stop this monstrosity from harming anymore of the people and it was a job he intended to complete here and now. The crackling of splintered bone resounding throughout the clearing, underpinned by the beast’s low growl, its head jerking back and forth over whatever meal it caught.
Staying motionless where he sat, Geoffrey the Heroic pondered his enemy. Short of stature but both broad and long, the Grubgrum, as proper hunters knew the beast to be called, was possessed of mighty forelimbs ending in razor sharp claws equally suited to climbing trees as it was tearing apart men. Its powerful hind legs could support the monstrosity upright while it fed, its long tail would sway almost imperceptibly behind the creature, sensing changes in the air for the slightest movements. The head of the creature was almond shaped, almost too small for the body while great big black eyes dominated the sides of the Grubgrum’s face. Those eyes saw almost everything, leaving the only blind spot directly behind the creature where only the most careful could evade its sense of smell.
It was here, behind the creature and protected by both his own prodigious experience and the forest vegetation, that Geoffrey was able to ambush his prey. With the Grubgrum otherwise occupied with feeding, Geoffrey spotted his opportunity. His long brown hair pulled tightly back in a ponytail, Geoffrey slowly rose from his crouching position and took aim with his weapon. The beast didn’t lose focus on its dinner as Geoffrey pulled back his arm. With one quick motion this would be over and the townspeople would be safe.
“Jeffery? Jeffery! Time to come in, lunch is ready!” A piercing cry cut through the air, startling both an eight year old boy and a squirrel eating fallen nuts. The little creature, noticing the boy for the first time, quickly scurried up the tree it was standing next to. Whirling around, Jeffery ran over to his mom,
“Mo-om, you scared away the squirrel! I would’ve had him for sur-re.” Dropping the impromptu spear/stick onto the ground, Jeffery bunched his hands into fists and placed them on his sides, frowning up at his mother.
“Now if I told you once, I’ve told you a million times, no more throwing sticks at the animals. Do you want me to tell your father that you started that up again?” Jeffery’s head sunk down as he mumbled out a ‘no’. “What was that?”
“No mom.”
“Good, now clean up, I made your favorite, grilled cheese and tomato soup. I even have some fresh lemonade.” A big smile returned to the young boy’s face. All thoughts of the missed prey forgotten, he sprinted inside the house. Shaking her head, the boy’s mother followed her scampering boy inside.
Geoffrey the Heroic bellied up to the bar of the local tavern, disappointment etched across his weathered face. He had failed to kill the beast in the forest, interrupted by a foolish village woman who had wandered in after him. Forcefully grabbing the sandwich in front of him, Geoffrey bit off a large chunk and pondered his mission. Annoyed over the missed opportunity the hunter tried to forget his interruption earlier and focus more on what the woman had said.
As the woman burst into the forest clearing, the beast had reared its ugly head turning to face the one who would disturb its meal. Knowing the woman to be in grave danger Geoffrey had no choice but to hurl himself into the clearing and attempt a quick shot. However the Grubgrum reacted with the lightning reflexes it was known for. Before the hunter could let fly his spear the beast darted up a tree and vanished into the foliage. Wroth at the woman for her ill-timed interruption, Geoffrey kept his patience as he demanded the why of the matter. Why would she burst upon him when this mission came so close to completion? That is when the woman, the same serving wench who now brought Geoffrey the Mighty his meal, explained the awful predicament the hunter had become entangled in.
Apparently some dark overlord was watching over that creature and would seek to punish Geoffrey if he sought to bring his righteous justice upon the Grubgrum. Biting down once again on the sandwich the serving wench brought him, he mulled over his next move. If he wished to avoid the terrible punishment that would descend upon him, he would have to abandon his quest. But the villagers needed him; he could not in honor abandon them in their hour of need. Gulping down the local brew, he wiped his mouth with his shirt sleeve and vowed to continue his journey no matter the personal cost.
“Jeffery! We have perfectly good napkins; don’t wipe your mouth with your clothes, honestly.”
“Sorry mom.”
Sighing to herself, Jeffery’s mom walked over to the counter and picked up the finished plates, “Do you want anything else dear?”
“No mom, I’m going outside.” Jeffery hopped off the chair he was sitting on and proceeded to walk to the door.
“Ok honey; just make sure to leave those poor squirrels alone.”
“Yes mom.” As Jeffery slid open the door, a great clicking sound could be heard coming closer and closer. Turning around, Jeffery watched as Scruffy bounded toward him. The dog’s tail wagged furiously in the air, tongue sticking out and a big dopey smile painted across his muzzle. The black lab tried to stop as he approached Jeffery, but the tile floor offered no traction for the speeding dog. With a loud crash, boy and dog were on the floor, a lumped mess of fur and clothing. Laughing, Jeffery wiggled free from Scruffy and patted the dog on his head.
“You want to help me save the village?” The dog hopped back to his feet and licked the boy across the face. “I knew you would, but first, we’re going to have to get you some armor. Let’s go upstairs.” With that Jeffery dashed for the stairs, Scruffy just a few paces behind him.
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