The Shintook Saga 


By Carl Ebinger


Prologue


1.Death in Mind





 			A lone figure known only as Shimoda stared across a desolate landscape that he used to call home. His long black hair was in his face. He brushed it aside and wiped his forehead to find that it was not covered with sweat, but with blood. He desperately tried to cleanse himself of it, but his attempts were in vain. He soon realized that he had not shed this blood. His bold, brown eyes looked down and saw his brother, a deep wound in his abdomen, gasping for breath. As the figure looked down, he saw his sword in hand, and realized what he had done. He desperately tried to save his brother, but his brother was beyond help. He soon realized this, and raised his sword to his chest, ready to thrust and end his retched life, when his brother said his final words. "That thrust...is not for you...but the one...who truly...did...this...to...me-" and he died. The figure did not know what his brother meant, but was then not able to lift his sword to his chest. 


	He sat and wept. He wept until he could weep no longer, and collapsed upon the ground. He heard a river running, and he looked over. He saw a small creek and stumbled over to it. He washed himself of his brother's blood, and his brown skin was revealed beneath it. He began to follow the creek, and at first it seemed pointless, but he continued anyway. 


	After a long journey, he found a mirror floating towards him. He picked it up, and looked into it. He saw an evil face looking back at him. The face was twisted and distorted. He had no idea what he was looking at, for he knew that he was not looking at himself. The face in the mirror laughed at him, and he suddenly knew what he had to do. He drew his sword at thrust at the face. His sword was sucked into the mirror, and him with it. He was thrust into a torrent of wind and tossed back and forth for what seemed like eternity. He finally stood up and saw the creature behind the face.


	The creature had but one head, but he had a hair full of lightning bolts. It had only two arms, but one was an eight-foot long python and the other was made of the strongest substance in the universe, stardust. Its face made the figure want to look away, but he had to look into the eyes of his brother's killer. The face was red not with joy, but with rage. Its eyes were small voids, only there to torment. He feebly grasped for his sword, and struggled to lift it. The creature laughed a hideous laugh. Shimoda then saw his opportunity. He lunged forward with his sword drawn, and missed the creature by a mile. The creature picked him up by the neck, and hissed, "You will pay for your insolence." With that he threw Shimoda down and slowly crushed him, laughing all the while.  Just as   he was about to find an end to his suffering, the creature stopped, and hissed in the most evil voice imaginable. "In what reality do you exist? You will never defeat me. You are just as ignorant as your father and your brother." 


	With that, the creature disappeared. Shimoda struggled to move. Knowing he was near death, he looked for his sword in vain, then tried to strangle himself, but couldn't lift his hand. His entire body throbbing in pain, he writhed in agony and torment for what seemed like days, then, just as death was creeping upon him, heard his name being called. "Shimoda. Shimoda Centauri. Come back. Come back." With that, General Shimoda Centauri awoke from his nightmare. 








2.Death in Life





"C'mon Centauri, we don't have all day."


"Why didn't you just threaten me with a knife, Malefestroid?"


"We need you alive, for now."


"Well, with the dream I was having, there wouldn't be much difference." 	


"Same one?"


"Not quite. This time, I saw the creature behind the face."


""And?" 


"The thing was huge! It had one arm that was made out of stardust and the other was a freakin' python!"


" Oh. Well, we've got drills in an hour so get moving. "


"Why did I join this army?"


"Because you were bored."


"Well better bored then sleep deprived and starving."


"Whatever. Just get up."


"Yeah, Yeah, Yeah"


	Shimoda got dressed in his Shintook army uniform and headed for the training room. When he got there, he drew his twin samurai blades and began to practice, which he always did before the cadets arrived. He practiced the basic drills, moved on to the advanced ones, and finished with the samurai-spinning gale. He spun around while swinging the swords in expert ways, each strike landing in areas that would kill any enemy with one blow.


	Malefestroid soon came, the bulky half-shintook giving the floor a small rumble as he walked. His reddish skin and dark, emotionless eyes seemed intimidating to those who did not know him. Skin on top of his red resembled hair, but it was the same reddish color and didn't need to be combed back. As Shimoda saw him coming, he smiled, thinking of all they had been through since they first met. They had both grown up together, after the blood thirsty Shintooks, a race of demon like creatures that were believed to have been created by humans, had destroyed their homes. Shimoda survived because the Shintook saw that while he was not a Shintook in body, he was one in mind, one not afraid and sometimes willing to kill for his own reason and the reason of others. 


	Malefestroid was spared because he was half-shintook, but had not revealed it to anyone, not even Shimoda. Malefestroid had seen to it that the Shintooks their campaign for total domination after revealing that he was half-shintook. Times had changed greatly, and Malefestroid had seen to it that the Shintooks put an end to their campaign for total domination.


The two friends had fought in many wars against the Shintook overlords, and when the wars were over, the Shintook saw to it that they join the Shintook army to make sure that the Shintook never got out of hand again. They quickly accepted and were eventually promoted to Generals.


Malefestroid drew his dual Shintook war hammers, each weighing 200 pounds, and began his drills, his Shintook strength allowing him to lift them. After completing his drills, he and Shimoda engaged in a practice duel. Malefestroid used his practice hammers, which were basically two hundred pound pillows, and Shimoda used his practice swords, which were blunt so death was less of a possibility.


	Malefestroid drew his hammers and immediately began to charge. Shimoda knew this tactic well, so he didn't draw his swords yet, a good physical and psychological move. Malefestroid was coming closer, his eyes intent on winning. Shimoda knew that until he drew the swords, Malefestroid would become more shintook and less armaggian, Shimoda's specialty. Malefestroid was three feet away. Two feet. One. Shimoda did a back flip as he drew his twin swords in an X fashion. His blades met with his opponent’s hammers and reflected the blow. Shimoda landed on his feet like a cat, while Malefestroid clumsily tried to get up after the blow, and when he finally got up, Shimoda was already charging. Shimoda went into a long-jump-slash. Malefestroid crossed his hammers to block the blades. Shimoda's blades again met with his opponent’s hammers. Shimoda used the force of the blow to flip over the hammers. He planted his feet on the half-shintook's face and rebounded off of him, causing a devastating blow. Before Malefestroid could recover, Shimoda charged him, knocked him over, and swung his blade at the neck, but stopped before he made contact.


	They both sheathed their weapons and shook hands. "Good fight." Malefestroid said.


"You too." Shimoda replied. "Just don't charge like that. While your strength is incredible, it is also your weakness."


"Yeah, Yeah, Yeah. Hey, we didn't finish a moment to soon. Here come the cadets." The class of thirty cadets came marching in, weapons sheathed. "Alright," Shimoda said, "today we're going to learn the fine art of a duel."


"Sir?" One of the cadets asked.


"What?"


"Why do we need to learn how to duel? When I fight, I fight to win. I don't follow any rules except for my abilities."


"Good question. Malefestroid?"


"We're not teaching you how to duel, but how to duel well. In a duel, there aren't any rules, and 99% of the time you won't even consider it a duel until afterward. We're just here to help you stay alive."


"Okay."


"Now, any more questions?" Shimoda asked, knowing that there wouldn't be. "Okay then. Now, when you duel, you can tell if you're actually in a duel if the following conditions occur: One, both of you has weapons to draw or drawn. Two, you are at equal skill levels after adding all you plusses and minuses to yourself. An example of that would be Malefestroid and myself. At a first glance, it would appear that he has the advantage because of his strength-" the class broke in laughter as Malefestroid posed for them. "Can I continue?"


"Yes, sir." Malefestroid replied sarcastically.


"Thank You. Now, while he may appear to have the advantage over me, he doesn't. He relies on one strategy, which can be good in some situations, but I have my speed and my quick human thinking. His strategy's pretty good because there aren't many ways to avoid it. But if you do avoid it, then he's got to think of something else really quick, which since he's half-shintook, doesn't come quickly." Shimoda said, and then quickly added, "no offense."


"None taken."


"Now, when you compare his strength and his weapon, which is far superior to mine, to my speed, quick thinking, and weapon mastery, we're about equal, depending on the situation. The third condition is if neither of the opponents has been taken by surprise. If you sneak up on an opponent and kill him-no matter how strong he is-it is not a duel. That's it for the conditions. Now, on the subject of survival, it's pretty cliché. Just analyze your opponent's weakness. They all have one, and it's just a matter of finding it. Any questions?"


"Why are these even considered duels? Why would you rather get in a duel than just a fight?" A cadet asked.


"Yet another good question. Malefestroid?"


"When you go into battle, the army puts a sensor on you. Whenever you subdue an opponent, you are given points. The more points you get, the more salary you get, and eventually, the better weapon you get." Malefestroid replied. "Now if there are no further questions, draw your practice weapons and find a dueling partner. Try to get a couple duels in the next ten minutes."


"Yes, sir!" The cadets replied in unison. The two generals watched as the cadets jumped and swung their weapons clumsily. They went around giving the cadets pointers, when the alarm went off.  "Not again." Shimoda said. "Alright, now everyone, follow me. This is not a drill. It's probably no big deal, but I am to lead you to the bunkers, unless any of you want to join me in fighting?" The entire room fell silent. "Oh, well, let's go. Malefestroid, you take half to A and I'll take the rest to B."


"Right." After taking the cadets to the bunkers, Shimoda and Malefestroid went to see what was going on. Just as they had thought. The Trogodons, the sworn enemy of the Shintook, were attacking. The Trogodons resembled frogs, but very roughly. Their long arms hung down to their knees, their tongues hung out, thirsty for shintook blood. They hopped towards the base, ready for battle, believing that the Shintook would never be able to control themselves, and sworn to wipe them and the entire army out. "So, are we on guns or foot?" Shimoda asked.


"You're on guns, I'm on foot."


"What?! That's crazy. The Shintook know that you need my thinking for foot battle and I need your brawn for gun battle! I wonder why they're doing this?"


"Beats me, but we can hook up through radio."


"That's better. See you on the field."


"Yeah." They left and went to their stations. Shimoda went to the guns room and got his aiming visor and army sensor. He got into the pod and turned it on. "Cannon one ready for loading." He said to the control team. 


"Roger Cannon one. Prepare for loading onto buggy one."


"Roger." He was dropped un-forgivingly onto the gun buggy. "Let's get 'em!" He said to the driver. He looked across the barren landscape with the red dust covering the ground. The trees had been destroyed long ago, but were no longer necessary. The Trogodons were all charging in a clump, a rarely effective but intimidating technique. They had there primitive clubs raised over their heads, shouting war cries as they left a trail of webbed foot prints and red dust in their wake. Shimoda smiled, realizing that this would be an easy victory. 


"Affirmative, let's go kick some a- "


"Don't go there unless you're a general" Shimoda cut him off.


"Party pooper." The driver drove over towards the big swarm of Trogodons, then flanked around the side. As they came to the side, he saw the swarm of soldiers ganging up 2 to 1 against each trogodon, and Malefestroid battling off three of them. "Use the spinning gale." He said, and he saw Malefestroid burst into a tornado of hammers, and heads went flying. "What would he do without me?" Shimoda said to himself. They finally got in range of the Trogodons, and Shimoda fired like a madman. Though the bullets were weak and didn't have a very good range, he managed to take down ten Trogodons with one pass, a new record. Orange trogodon blood dripped down the glass casing of his pod, making him all the more thankful that he was in the safety of the pod.


"Nice." He heard Malefestroid say.


"Thanks. Remind me to never go shooting without having you as a driver. This guy was way to close and didn't even think about using his gun." Shimoda replied, referring to the sawed off shotgun every driver carried with him. It was strong enough to take down an opponent with one good shot, but with a low clip size, it needed to be reloaded often, and that was not an easy task. Malefestroid was the only driver who could drive and shoot or reload at the same time, and with Shimoda's dead on aim, the two were a deadly team.


"Oh, well. Well I gotta' go. Good luck!"


"You too." He said just as the driver turned around for another pass. "Use your gun!" he said just as they got to the swarm.


"I can't!" the driver replied.


"Just turn the cruise control on and fire!"


"Whatever." They reached the swarm and Shimoda caught a glance of the driver fumbling for his gun. 


"This is gonna' be a long battle." Shimoda said to himself as he took down eight more Trogodons. The driver finally got his act together and took down one. After swearing severely at the driver, Shimoda realized that the Trogodons were withdrawing. "Alright, we did it Malefestroid! Malefestroid?" Shimoda looked over and saw Malefestroid chasing after the swarm.


"Come back, you cowards!" He shouted.


"Get back here Malefestroid! You're going against all protocol!" But he didn't stop. "We have to catch him!" He shouted to the driver.


"Right." The driver said as he floored the gas petal. Even at full speed, it was hard for them to catch him.


"Flank now!" Shimoda shouted.


"He'll hit the buggy! This baby's made out of star steel, it'll kill him!"


"He's half-shintook, he can take the blow. Besides, if he chases the Trogodons too far, he'll die anyway, and the Trogodons will gain a big advantage."


"Okay! Here goes nothin'!" The driver flanked around to block Malefestroid's path, but Malefestroid smashed through the back of car with his right arm, right in front of Shimoda and right in back of the driver. "Impossible!" The drive exclaimed, "This buggy's made out of star steel! The only thing stronger is-"


"Stardust." Shimoda finished, amazed. As he continued to stare at his friend, he noticed his left arm grow, and it seemed to glare at him, like a python. His hair was starting to spark, and Shimoda noticed his eyes as he smashed the car. The eyes were voids, only there to torment.


"Shoot him!" the driver shouted.


"That would kill him!"


"Just demobilize him! Hit his legs!"


"You're crazy!"


"Shoot him or I will! And I'm not his friend!"


Shimoda swore under his breath as he shot his friend's legs. He fired two rounds before the pulverizing beast stumbled and fell. "I'm sorry, Malefestroid." Shimoda said, choking back his tears, "I'm sorry."





3. Death in Spirit





	It had been two weeks since the battle, and Malefestroid had finally come out of a coma. When he was well enough to have a decent conversation, Shimoda came to visit him. "So," he said, "how's it going?"


"My best friend shot me until I was down and in a coma for two weeks. How do you think I feel?"


"Look, I'm sorry for shooting you, but I couldn't just let you go."


"I know, I know. Protocol and everything, Right? Well, I should be good to go in few days, but I won't be in any battles any time soon."


"Yeah, I figured as much. I still wish I knew why the Shintook but us in the position to be destroyed, but that can wait. Malefestroid, when you were out there, you transformed into something I wished I could say I've never seen before."


"I know."


"You turned into the creature from my dream."


"I know."


"What do you mean you know? I never even told you what the creature looks like!"


	"I don't know how I know, I just do. When I was chasing after the Trogodons, I just knew I had been in you dreams. I just knew this weird stuff. I can't explain it. But I do know one thing, whatever's happening to me, this is just the beginning." With that, he closed his eyes briefly, and when they opened, they were again small voids. "I know who you are, Shimoda Centauri," he said, in a strange, sickening voice, "and I know that you have the power to destroy me. But you don't have the courage. In what reality do you exist? You can never defeat me. You are just as ignorant as your father and your brother." And with that, his eyes closed again.


"Wait! What do you know of my father! I have no brother! Tell me!" Shimoda screamed, but it was too late. Malefestroid had drifted into a deep sleep. One of which he would not return unscathed, for, as his new personality knew, evil was rising, and, in times to come, the Shintook would regain their position in the hearts of all. The position of fear.








