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Dear (editor)

My short story, A Story Bought, is a fantasy piece about a bard who tries to buy the tale of a blacksmith, but gets more than he dared bargain for. 

After a long trip, the bard’s horse has struck a shoe, forcing him into a smithy to have the steed refit. During this time, he offers to buy the life story of the blacksmith who owns the shop. However, the blacksmith’s tale goes from odd to incredible, leaving the bard absolutely astounded.


This story would appeal to readers of such authors as Terry Brooks, David Eddings, or Terry Goodkind.

A bit about me, I have taken several writing and communication classes through my university studies and through work sponsored courses. Also, I am former US Army and have worked in the Information Technology sector for nine years.

Please let me know if you would like a copy of my manuscript, which is around 2,800 words. Thank you for your time.
Jered McClure
jered.mcclure@gmail.com
jered.mcclure@waldenu.edu
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A Story Bought
The blacksmith was absorbed in his work one morning when a lone bard came trumping into his smithy, “Grand morning to you good blacksmith! My name is Toliver Von Mankrick Alzebeth the III, my friends call me an ass and acquaintances call me the bard,” he proclaimed in a loud nasally voice. Outlined by the summer sun streaming through the open door, the bard looked to be in his twenties - dark brown hair, green eyes, slight of build, and was covered in dust. His clothes were exotic in color and fashion, all lace and silk. On his back was a satchel with an assortment of pockets and straps dangling from it, and what appeared to be a lute of fine artistic make.
The blacksmith, at this moment, happened to be on one knee looking through a box of old horse shoes, some with a hint of rust, but most well kept. Therefore, he was unprepared for such a grandiose introduction from a random stranger, much less a bard. The blacksmith stood up, wiped the dust from his knee, and cocked an eyebrow. In a deep voice he pointed out, “You know, it’s not polite to announce yourself before having the attention of your audience. You being a bard, I’d think you’d know this.” He was a muscular middle aged man, dressed in work attire - a slightly dusty white vest, light brown trousers, well kept black boots, and a heavy duty gray apron.
The bard gave the blacksmith an appraising stare. “Yes...well, that is one of the reasons why my friends call me an ass,” he snickered in response. “In any case, I need to have my horse refitted. I’ve been on the road five weeks, and the animal seems to have lost a shoe.” 
Never one to turn down business, the blacksmith asked the bard to bring his horse inside so he could take a look. 

The smithy was located in a tiny village on the outskirts of a small kingdom. Decently sized, it could house two horses side by side while they were sized and refitted. It looked to be well kept and clean, with fresh straw on the floor and tools aligned neatly on benches and walls. Built into the far right wall was a forge, and in front of it a large anvil. On the left side of the room, was an assortment of boxes, all of which looked to be filled with horse shoes of different shapes and sizes. The blacksmith took the horse’s lead rope from the bard and tied him to a log in the center of the room. He then began to look over its hooves, picking up each leg gently and inspecting the hoof to determine the damage.
“Well, it looks like you’ve been taking this horse over rough terrain. I’ll need to do a full refit. It’ll probably take an hour or so. If you like, you can come back in the afternoon.” explained the blacksmith, as he wiped his hands on his apron.
“On the contrary, good sir! While you straighten out my horse, I’d like it if you’d tell me your life story. After all, I’m a performer, entertainer, and narrator of fantastic events,” the bard requested, all the while gesticulating as though he were performing to a captive audience.
Being a solitary worker, and usually not one for stories, the blacksmith politely dismissed the bard, “I make and repair horse shoes, there’s your story. Now, please come back in the afternoon.” After which he casually walked over to a bench against the back wall and picked up a pair of pullers.
“Guffaw! All people have a story, and all stories can be bought. How bout I tip you a gold coin in addition to the fee for my horse? Besides, your life may be more fantastic than you believe.” offered the bard.

The blacksmith wanted to say no at first. In fact, he nearly did. However, after a few moments, and a grin that brought a question to the bard’s face, the blacksmith acquiesced. Besides, a gold coin is not something one would usually turn down.
“Alright, sit down over there outta the way and I’ll tell you my tale,” the blacksmith chuckled, pointing to a large worn barrel sitting to the left of the entrance. The bard sauntered over to the barrel, gave an indignant sniff, and pulled out a rose colored handkerchief. After dusting off the top, he sat down and gave the blacksmith a flourish to begin.
Shaking his head, the blacksmith said, “You see, I wasn’t always a blacksmith. In my younger years, I was actually a squire for the royal house.” 

 
“Wait a minute...YOU were a squire?” interrupted the bard.
The blacksmith patiently responded, “Indeed I was. Now, if you want my tale, then let me tell it. Otherwise, please come back in the afternoon.”

“Alright, alright, please continue,” the bard apologized, waving his hands in a placating manner.
“As I was saying, I was born the third cousin of the King’s niece’s fourth husband’s grandson. Granted, this is fairly removed. Nevertheless, due to my father being a fairly well to do merchant, I was afforded a position as a knight’s squire.”
The bard nodded, seemingly not paying attention having pulled out a file and was in the process of grooming his fingernails.
Walking back over to the boxes full of horse shoes, the blacksmith shook his head and continued with the story, “Well, you may think being in service to the royal house would be a dream, but you’d be wrong. As a squire, I was required to do all the menial tasks my knight errant requested - mucking out the horse stables, cleaning chamber pots, mopping floors, and even assisting in the palace kitchen. Needless to say, it was anything but a dream. However, after years of service, and an exceptional amount of combat training, the knight recommended me as a candidate for knighthood.”
“YOU WERE A KNIGHT?!” exclaimed the bard, dropping his file in utter astonishment.
“What did I say? Please, stop interrupting me and let me tell my tale,” said the blacksmith as he began looking through the boxes for shoes to fit the bard’s mount.
“Well, it’s just hard to believe,” the bard retorted.
The blacksmith stopped. Tightening his eyebrows at the bard he asked, “And why do you say that?”

Giving a short huff the bard replied, “Well... you live here in this tiny village, you run a small smithy, and you don’t seem all that rich. I’ve seen knights before, and they all have plenty of gold.”

“Hmm, well...you do have a point, but if you let me continue, you’ll understand,” he said, seeming to finally recognize the bard’s confusion.

“Okay, okay, I’ll try not to interrupt again...maybe,” the bard apologized, for a second time.
“There is more to becoming a knight than a reference from another knight, although, without this approval it’s nigh impossible. The king commanded that I be assigned to his cavalry brigade, which, was being attached to the high king’s forces, and deployed in an effort to hold off the foul wizard’s malevolent horde.”
Once again the bard interrupted, “So you were sent to the great war of Akeloss?” He asked, seemingly bored.

With a surprised nod the blacksmith said, “Well… yes, I take it you’ve heard the story of Akeloss?” 
“Of course I have, I’m a bard. I do have to keep up to date on all the major events, and the destruction of the great horde was about as big an event as you can get!” exclaimed the bard credulously.
The great war of Akeloss was an immense battle which took place eleven years prior. The high king faced off against the depraved wizard Zed, but was struck down by his magic.  With the high king dead, everyone thought the war was lost. However, the white knight was able to take command and pushed back the horde, eventually destroying the wizard and securing peace for the three kingdoms.

“I guess with the king being dead you never became a knight then, eh?” The bard said.

Moving to the front left hoof of the bard’s horse, the blacksmith began removing an old horse shoe. “On the contrary,” he grunted. “I was knighted by the high king himself prior to the final battle. And let me tell you, the battle we fought at Akeloss was as horrible a fight as any soldier or knight has ever fought.”
After a few wrenches and pulls, the horse shoe finally came off thudding to the ground and the blacksmith began fitting a new one in its place. “Since the high king was dead, it was naturally assumed the prince would become high king in his stead,” he said.

“Yes, I remember that. Typically, removing a royal house from power, not to mention the high king, means total anarchy.” The bard elucidated, finally looking interested in the story being told.
“Tell me about it, we all breathed a great sigh of relief when we found out we wouldn’t be fighting again. A civil war, brother against brother, it would’ve been madness after we’d won such a great victory in the name of peace,” he reflected.
The prince had been proclaimed ruler of his fief upon his father’s death. However, under royal law, he could only assume the throne of high king on his sixteenth birthday. This did not go according to plan. After the battle of Akeloss, the three kingdoms decided it was time for a new house to rule. The child king was not fit to govern over such a mighty nation, especially after so much suffering. As a rule, such an act would result in warfare. Even so, the monarch council of the three kingdoms decided it was for the best. The royal house was dissolved by unanimous vote.


After a while, the blacksmith finished filing down the last horse shoe and stood back with a sigh. “Well, that didn’t take as long as I expected. You have a good horse here. Let’s take him out back to the paddock and walk him around, make sure they all fit well.” Untying the lead rope, the blacksmith led the horse to a small, grassy, fenced in yard behind his smithy. The bard followed behind, and sat on the fence to watch and listen. Walking the horse in a circle around the inside of the fence, the blacksmith continued with his story.


“The problem with disbanding the royal house was in proclaiming a new high king. Who would the council choose? They needed someone who was tough, wise, capable, and a known leader. Not trusting a simple vote to be impartial, the council decided to hold a competition of sorts. This contest wouldn’t be one that was held on a single day, but one that would last several years, and forge the leader the three kingdoms demanded.”

The bard interrupting again, “You’re talking about the Merageth extraction! You took place in the extraction?! That’s incredible!”


“I thought you’d find that interesting,” said the blacksmith with a cheeky smile on his face. “The council requested of all knights, in the three kingdoms, to seek out the sorceress Merageth. She was said to be wise and hold power to rule nations or bring them to ruin, power which a high king could not rule without. The knights were to learn from her, and bring back the chalice of life. Now, this may sound simple, but you must understand, Merageth was an elusive figure. Most of the populace believed her to be a myth, but the council had dealt with her in the past. 
“You see, they had entrusted the chalice of life to Merageth so she could keep it safe from the foul wizard, during the great war. As such, she went into deep hiding in order to keep the artifact from falling into the hands of evil. The chalice itself was said to give vast arcane knowledge to anyone who would drink from it. As you can imagine, the evil wizard surely wanted to get his claws on such a treasure.”
Stopping the horse, the blacksmith began checking all of its hooves again to make sure the shoes were secure and doing well. “I was one of the three knights who eventually found Merageth on the Isle of Mists, seven hundred leagues to the south,” he said, putting down the last hoof. 

Eyes wide, mouth agape the bard gasped, “But...that, would mean…you were with the high king!”

“Indeed I was,” said the blacksmith calmly.

“What’s he like, is he as tall as people say he is, I heard he’s incredibly strong?” questioned the bard excitedly, his full attention now rapt upon the blacksmith.

Laughing good naturedly, the blacksmith answered, “He’s tall, a very nice person, and I guess he’s fairly strong. However, that’s not the end of the story… In order to get to Merageth, the three of us were forced to fight through hordes of the foul wizard’s minions. Unbeknownst to the three kingdoms, they had fled south at the conclusion of the last battle. This of course meant we had to battle through them again in order to escape, having the sorceress Merageth with us did make things easier, but not by much. It took the four of us months to return north, during which time, one of the knights who accompanied me died due to a sickness picked up from a festering stab wound.
“That knight was my teacher…the knight errant who I served under, and was like a brother to me,” said the blacksmith with a distant look on his face. “The wound he took was while saving my life and I will never forget him.”

After a few moments of silence, the blacksmith walked the horse to the paddock’s gate and looped the guide rope around a small pole then sat down next to the bard.

“On our return, the three of us entered into the courtyard of the high king’s castle, with grand affair, trumpets blazing, and people cheering. The council had positioned themselves on the steps of the palace, which stood behind them in all its glory. Towers golden, shining in the noon day sun, with doves flying through the air. I and the other knight dropped to one knee at the bottom of the steps while Merageth walked the chalice of life to the top, to stand beside the councilors.”
Enthusiastically the bard butted in, “Incredible, that’s when the gray knight forfeit his claim to the throne and gave allegiance to the white knight! That must mean you’re the gray knight…why would you forfeit such a claim anyway?!”

With a sparkle in his eye the blacksmith said, “The gray knight was a close friend to the white knight, and realized after such a quest, how much of a leader he was, and how much he didn’t want to lead. The council, understanding the gray knight’s position, granted him an abundance of lands and riches as well as a position on the council itself. The white knight then walked up the steps, drank from the chalice of life, and was proclaimed high king of the three kingdoms.”

“That doesn’t make any sense, you’re a blacksmith. Did you lose your riches and get kicked off the council or something?” the bard questioned, cocking an eyebrow.

At that moment, a bright flash of light appeared, momentarily blinding the bard, and in its wake stood the most beautiful woman he had ever seen. Her hair was golden and sparkled in the sun. The dress she wore was embroidered and the richest blue one could imagine, and her face, her face was like looking into the countenance of a good spirit or angel.
In a majestic voice, the woman spoke, “Dear, are you going to return to the palace today, or are you sleeping in your smithy tonight?” As she looked at the blacksmith with love in her eyes so deep it made the bard instantly heartsick.

“One more thing, Toliver,” said the blacksmith to the incredibly bewildered bard. “The white knight married the sorceress Merageth. And yes dear, I do think it’s time to go home.” Hopping down from the fence, the blacksmith untied his apron, which hid the brocaded seal of the high king on his vest, and draped it over the fence. Smiling once more at the bard, the blacksmith took Merageth’s hand. “Oh, keep the gold coin, I really don’t need it,” he said, and vanished in a blaze of light. 
The bard, stunned and sitting alone, could not believe what he just witnessed. “That…was…I am such a fool!” the bard plopped his face in his hands and nearly fell off the fence. After a few moments, he carefully got down and walked over to his horse, “Well, I won’t tell anyone if you don’t,” the bard said, untying the lead rope from the pole. “Who’d believe me anyway!” The bard saddled and mounted his horse, “Although, I could sell it as fantasy,” he muttered. “Of course I would have to be the main character, ‘How the bard became king!’ I love it!” he said and road out of the paddock, smiling from ear to ear.
