


    Toggle navigation


ThomasStone
	Home
	Download Pdf Books





    
                
    
    
        Read The Shadowed Path Online

                Authors: Gail Z. Martin

                    

    
    The Shadowed Path

    
    
    
        
            	«
	1
	2
	3
	4
	5
	6
	7
	8
	9
	10
	...
	25
	...
	40
	»

        

                
            
Gail Z. Martin
THE SHADOWED PATH
Jonmarc Vahanian Collection
SOLARIS

ALSO BY GAIL Z. MARTIN
Chronicles of the Necromancer

THE SUMMONER

THE BLOOD KING

DARK HAVEN

DARK LADY’S CHOSEN

Deadly Curiosities

DEADLY CURIOSITIES

VENDETTA

The Jake Desmet Adventures

IRON & BLOOD

First published 2016 by Solaris

an imprint of Rebellion Publishing Ltd,

Riverside House, Osney Mead,

Oxford, OX2 0ES, UK


www.solarisbooks.com

UK ISBN: 978-1-78108-438-0

US ISBN: 978-1-78108-439-7

Cover by Michael Komarck

Copyright © 2016 Gail Z. Martin.

The right of the authors to be identified as the authors of this work has been asserted in accordance with the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988.

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording or otherwise, without the prior permission of the copyright owners.

Contents
Cover

Also By Gail Z. Martin

Copyright Page

Introduction

Raider’s Curse

Caves of the Dead

Storm Surge

Bounty Hunter

Blood’s Cost

Stormgard

Monstrosities

Bad Places

Dead Man’s Bet

Dark Passage

Fresh Blood

About The Author

The Chronicles Of The Necromancer

The Summoner

The Blood King

Dark Haven

Dark Lady’s Chosen

INTRODUCTION
W
E FIRST MEET
Jonmarc Vahanian in
The Summoner
, the first book in my Chronicles of the Necromancer series. Jonmarc is the experienced, bitter mercenary who reluctantly agrees to guide an exiled prince and his companions to safety. Over the course of the four books in the Chronicles series and the two books in the Fallen Kings Cycle, Jonmarc grows into a very significant character, second only to Tris Drayke, the series’ protagonist. Along the way, readers see glimpses of his past and get hints about his background, but never his whole story.

Jonmarc turned out to be a favorite character for readers, who wanted to know how he became the man we meet in
The Summoner
. I decided to write a series of sequential short stories—ultimately serialized novels—that tell Jonmarc’s backstory. This anthology is the first ten of those short stories—plus a bonus, previously unpublished eleventh story—that reveal the first phase of Jonmarc’s growth from a blacksmith’s son to becoming one of the greatest warriors in the history of the Winter Kingdoms.

If you haven’t read the novels, it’s fine to start here. You’ll see a lot of people and places again in the books, usually from a different perspective. Consider these stories to be a prequel to
The Summoner
.

Readers of the Chronicles series and the Fallen Kings books will recognize a number of familiar characters, met here ten years or more before we encounter them in
The Summoner
. Many things that were hinted at in the novels are fleshed out in these stories. Readers who paid close attention in the novels will recognize watershed moments in Jonmarc’s life, and may have a sense of fate or déjà vu as he moves, step by step, along the Shadowed Path that takes him to his destiny.

Soldier. Fight slave. Smuggler. Warrior. Brigand lord. If you’ve met Jonmarc Vahanian in the Chronicles of the Necromancer and Fallen Kings Cycle books, you don’t really know him until you walk in his footsteps. This is the first segment of his journey.

RAIDER’S CURSE
“D
O YOU THINK
it’s true? About the raiders? Conrad said the fishermen spotted a strange ship, out beyond the bay.” Jonmarc Vahanian set down the bucket of water he had drawn from the well. The small house was warm from the fire in the hearth, and the smells of mutton stew and freshly baked bread filled the air.

His mother, Dalia, sat at the table slicing vegetables. Along one wall sat a large loom, a spinning wheel, and skeins of the dyed yarn Dalia used in her craft. A half-carded heap of wool lay in a pile to be combed. The house was unusually quiet, since all three of Jonmarc’s younger brothers had been sent to feed the chickens and tend the sheep.

Dalia repressed a shiver at his question. “Mother and Childe! Don’t say such things. I hope not,” she replied, and made the sign of the Lady in warding. “We haven’t had raiders in these parts for years, not since King Bricen sent his ships after them.”

“The king’s ships moved on a long time ago,” Jonmarc said. “If we know it, perhaps the raiders know it, too.”

Dalia slipped a strand of her dark hair behind one ear, and her chopping sped up. “I don’t want to speak of it. The fishermen watch the waters. The rest of the men watch the forest. And the women pray to the Lady. We’ll be all right.” She looked up and managed a smile at her eldest son.

“Go call your brothers and then go down to the forge and tell your father that dinner’s almost ready so he has time to wash up.” Her face was flushed from the heat of the fire, although the night outside was cool.

“I’m on my way,” Jonmarc said and ducked out of the doorway.

Hens pecked at the bare ground near the house, and behind him, in the fenced yard, he could hear the sheep and goats. The night was cool and clear, but smoke from the forge’s coal fire hung in the air.

His brothers, Neil, Piers, and Marty, were out in the small yard that separated the house from the barn and the forge. Neil, two years younger than Jonmarc and half a head shorter, was splitting wood. Piers, three years younger than Neil, was feeding the sheep, while four year-old Marty traipsed behind him.

“Finish up and get inside,” Jonmarc called. “Dinner’s nearly ready.”

Neil stood up and stuck the blade of his axe on the chopping block. He wiped his brow with his sleeve. “Good thing. I’m hungry.”

Piers and Marty were being mobbed by sheep eager for their own meal. “Did you hear me?” Jonmarc shouted.

Piers dumped the last of the feed into the trough and then lifted Marty onto his shoulder to get him away from the jostling herd. He glanced in Jonmarc’s direction. “We heard you. We’ll be there.”

“Did mother know anything about raiders?” Neil asked in a voice pitched so the younger boys did not hear.

Jonmarc shook his head. “No—or at least nothing she’d say aloud. I think it spooked her when I mentioned it. Best not to bring it up at dinner.”

Neil nodded. “What if it’s true?”

Jonmarc let out a long breath. “Then we’re in for a lot of trouble. Keep your axe sharpened, and hope we don’t need it for anything except wood.” He paused. “I’m going to get father. If I can, I’ll see if he’s heard anything from the fishermen.”

Jonmarc took off running. At fifteen, he was tall, just a bit over six feet. Years of working alongside his father in the forge had given him a strong back and muscular arms. A mop of chestnut-brown hair hung in his brown eyes, and he pushed it out of the way as he ran.

A worn path led to the open shed that was his father’s forge. Jonmarc could hear the steady pounding of his father’s hammer on the anvil. The sound echoed from the hills, steady as a heartbeat. He skidded to a stop just outside the doors.

Anselm Vahanian swung a heavy hammer in his right hand while his gloved left hand turned the piece of metal on the anvil. Sparks flew around him, landing on the long sleeves of his rough-woven shirt, his gloves, and his leather apron. The forge smelled of coal, iron, and sweat. To one side lay two swords Anselm had completed for a client in the village. On a table lay a variety of farm tools—iron pots and pans, and hoops for the cooper’s barrels. Jonmarc had helped to forge several of the pieces, though he longed to work on swords, like his father.

“Mother said to tell you to wash up for dinner,” Jonmarc shouted above the clanging.

Anselm stopped and looked at him. “I’ll eat supper later. You know I can’t stop in the middle of something when the iron is hot.”

Jonmarc nodded. “I know. I’ll tell her to put a plate aside for you.” He paused, and Anselm looked at him quizzically, waiting for the unspoken question.

“Have you talked to any of the fishermen lately?” Jonmarc tried to make the question sound off-handed, but Anselm frowned as if he caught the undercurrent of concern.

“You mean the talk about raiders,” Anselm replied, and struck the iron he was working.

“Do you think it’s more than just talk?”

Anselm didn’t answer until he put the iron bar back into the furnace to heat up. He was Jonmarc’s height, with a head of wiry dark hair and brown eyes that glinted with intelligence. A lifetime in the forge had given him broad shoulders and a powerful physique. His profession also showed in the small white burns that marked his hands and arms, scars too numerous to count. Jonmarc had gained a few of those burn scars too, but not nearly as many as his father. Not yet.

“Maybe,” Anselm replied. “The real people to talk to are the traders. Their ships go up and down the Northern Sea coast, stopping at all the villages. I always get news when I trade iron with them.”

“Have you heard anything?”

Anselm turned the iron rod in the furnace. “Some. One of the villages on the other side of the bay burned. Everyone was gone when the traders came. No way to know why or how. Eiderford, down the coast, did have a run-in with raiders a few months ago.” He eyed the iron, and turned it one more time.

“So there
are
raiders,” Jonmarc replied.

Anselm shrugged. “There are always raiders. But there’s less to attract them here in Lunsbetter than in Eiderford. We’re not a proper city, and we’re as like to barter as deal in coin, so there’s less to steal.”

Unless they want food, livestock, or women,
Jonmarc thought.
And there are enough people who trade with the ships that there’s probably more coin here than anyone wants to admit.

“There’s a garrison of the king’s soldiers beyond Ebbetshire,” Jonmarc replied. “Can’t they stop the raiders?”

Anselm shrugged. “They can’t guard every village along the coast,” he said. “And they’d have to know for certain when a raid was planned.” He shook his head. “No, we’re on our own.” He paused.

“Don’t worry yourself about it,” Anselm said, drawing the rod out of the furnace and placing it on the anvil. “We’ve doubled the patrols, and the fishermen are on alert.” He grinned. “And tomorrow, those swords are going down to the constable and the sheriff. We’ll be fine. Pump the bellows for me. The fire’s grown cold.”

Anselm stood in front of a large open furnace filled with glowing coals. Jonmarc pumped the bellows that were attached to the back of the furnace, and the coals flared brighter, flames licking across their surface. Anselm lifted his hammer to strike the iron. “Now get back up to the house. Your mother’s waiting. Just save some for me.”

“I’ll make sure of it,” Jonmarc replied. The clatter of the hammer drowned out anything else he might have asked. He stepped out into the cool night, and started back up the path to the house. His stomach rumbled and he fancied that he could smell the stew. But the worry he felt when he went to the forge had not lifted; if anything, his father’s comments increased Jonmarc’s concern than the warnings about raiders were not mere tales.

If father says the men are keeping their eye out for trouble, then that’s the end of it,
he thought.
Naught I can do.
But he remembered his comment to Neil about keeping the axe sharpened, and on the way back to the house, he detoured into the barn. Thanks to his father’s craft, they were wellstocked with farm implements.

He walked over to the space his father used to butcher meat. Butchering wasn’t a pleasant job, but it was necessary, and a task with which Jonmarc was well acquainted. He had learned the craft from his father, practiced enough that it no longer made him lose his dinner to be awash in blood and entrails. His father had taught him to strike swiftly and cleanly, to block out the death cries of the terrified livestock, to go to a cold place inside himself until the job was done. He had even learned a few tricks of the trade, like how to hamstring a panicked animal that was likely to kick or buck. But nothing about how to fight men.
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