
AN - Rahki short stories are introductions to my urban fantasy novel series.  You certainly don’t 

need to have to read the novels first.  The short stories have a similar style as the series - PG-13 

for some action/ violence, cursing, and romance (no sex).  There’s also warriors, Gypsies, 

magic, and a mountain lion!  Happy reading! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

An Eagle’s Heart  

(a Rahki short story)  

 

by Rennie St. James 

 

 

Reds.  Golds.  Green. 

Paintbrush dripping, Jahdo Dalair studied the piece and remembered meeting the subject 

who had inspired his work.  Mia Rayner.  The Lion.  Red hair, green eyes, golden skin.  She was 

his first experience meeting a real-life prophecy.   

“I don’t think she’s exactly what the Seers meant.” 

By habit, he turned to speak to the simple charcoal sketch.  The grey eyes staring back 

still haunted him despite the years.  An Eagle’s eyes - clear, insightful, wise.  The eyes of his one 

love; the eyes he hadn’t seen clearly. 

The beep of his phone wasn’t surprising.  Grateful for the distraction, he answered and 

moved to the window.  The sun had barely inched above the horizon; the reddish-gold orb 

squeezed between two skyscrapers to send rays of light into his apartment. 

“Good morning, Jahdo,” Nesti Willene’s voice boomed with no concern about the early 

hour.  That particular Bear didn’t laze about ever. 



“You sent Cayden and the Lion to me, didn’t you?”  It wasn’t strictly true as Cayden had 

approached him; however, Jahdo had known Nesti for years.  The Bear was a cornerstone in the 

Rahki world, just as he’d once been.  “Have you adopted the whole group?” 

“Mia doesn’t need me to adopt her.  She has a Wolf and a pair of Eagles,” Nesti refuted 

with a laugh. 

“She also has a Romani princess and a gifted orphan.”  They were an unlikely group, but 

their mere existence stirred more than a soft breeze in their world. 

The silence stretched for longer than he’d expected.  Nesti wasn’t known for her patience, 

no Bear was.  Jahdo nodded at the seriousness of the topic. 

“Can you see her spirit guide?” 

“Can you smell the Lion in her?” 

His gift was more widely lauded, but Nesti was an astute judge of warriors’ spirit guides.  

Her skills had brought her many allies; his had cost him everything.  The Rahki world of beasts 

was often run by claws and fangs. 

“Jahdo.” 

“Her Lion is strong and healthy, Nesti,” Jahdo confirmed before adding more red to one 

drawing.  “She’s also wild.” 

“Mia is untrained, but she learns quickly.”   

“You’ve already chosen your side then.”  Jahdo wasn’t surprised, but he was curious to 

hear the words from the woman herself.  He could picture her drawing herself to her full height - 

hands on her hips, wild curls softening the sharp angles of her face, and deep brown eyes 

unwilling to look away from a fight.  Nesti’s Bear spirit was strong and bright.  She ruled her 

clan with fierce love and protection. 



“I have.”  She didn’t beat around the bush.  “Have you, Eagle?” 

“I need more information.  Have you never heard to look before you leap?” 

“Jahdo.”  Nesti’s sigh rippled like a strong breeze. 

He grinned and pictured her cuddling the Lion.  “She could use your mothering.” 

An impatient huff was her only response. 

“I will call you later, Nesti.  Right now, I need sleep.”  Clicking off the phone, he picked 

up his paintbrush again. 

It wasn’t his bed but his art that still called to him.  There was no time for even a single 

brush stroke.  His phone rang again.  The call wasn’t as welcome as Nesti’s, but it couldn’t be 

avoided. 

“Knoton.” 

“You met the kitten.” 

Jahdo hadn’t stopped thinking about Mia and the energy he felt from her calnya.  

Warriors with strong spirit guides could do great things...or horrible things.  He wasn’t sure 

which would make his life easier.  He wasn’t even sure which things he had done in his life.  

Tears hadn’t watered down the bright red blood staining his memories. 

“You know I have.”  Jahdo didn’t want to argue with the Elder.  Leaving the Council 

meant he no longer had to humor Owls, Cranes, or even other Eagles.  Human and Rahki politics 

included more than a few Snakes slithering and hissing.   

As the silence lengthened, Jahdo’s hands flexed and clenched around the phone and 

paintbrush.  He bit back an impatient curse. 

“I don’t have to guess your thoughts, Knoton.”  The Eagle’s spirit guide had also been 

strong.  Unlike Nesti though, Knoton preferred to stay in the shadows of their world.  His interest 



wasn’t surprising though.  A new power was a threat to established rulers.  Mia’s Lion had 

glowed with light from the power inside her and the strength of the little Romani she protected.  

Their bond could— 

“Her escort is still there.” 

It wasn’t a question, but thoughts of the Wolf, Eagles, and Romani princess surrounding 

Mia made Jahdo smile.  He moved to another painting.  The ancient scrolls usually represented 

the Rahki Tribes by their animal spirit guides.  Since he had left the Council, he stuck to human 

faces.  Again, the charcoal drawing tugged at his heart but he ignored the grey eyes.  “Yes, you 

should know neither Cayden nor Nicu will abandon a duty.” 

Knoton remained silent - it was a frequently used Eagle strategy.  The new silence 

brought a smile from Jahdo though. 

“The Wolf seeks the family the Council stole from him.  Nicu seeks…”  Jahdo’s lips 

twitched again at the dramatic pause.  “Nicu is an Eagle and seeks to see clearly.” 

His statements weren’t lies, but Knoton couldn’t understand the truth.  Eagles often 

trusted their eyes more than they should.  Knoton’s arrogance could be his downfall. 

“Avis also sought to see clearly.  We both know how that ended.” 

Pain pierced Jahdo’s heart and ripped the smile from his face.  He turned to stare at the 

drawing of Avis’ grey eyes.  Taunting Knoton had been a foolish strategy he couldn’t entirely 

blame on the lack of sleep.  The ghosts of his past had been stirred up by Mia Rayner, but she 

hadn’t created them.  His choices had killed Avis.   

“Take care to fly true, old friend, lest you crash and burn like Avis,” Knoton advised 

before ending the call. 



Sending the phone flying, Jahdo watched a palette of paint crash to the floor.  He cursed 

and turned away to meet accusing grey eyes. 

“You left me with no choice.”  The beautiful face didn’t flinch at the accusation.  “I did 

what was required.  I did what honor required.” 

He stood by his choice even though he stood alone.  Turning his back on Avis, he stared 

at the drawing of the Lion.  It wasn’t an African lion, but a mountain lion.  Strong, mouth open in 

a screech, the lion stared back.  Mia Rayner was doing what was required.   

Turning again, he studied the Wolf and Eagles surrounded by bright blues.  Nadya’s eyes 

were blue.  The gifted child was a strong Seer even only at eight years old.  She could change the 

world by herself.  The Lion by her side was strong too but still wild. 

Wild and free.   

Duty would clip her wings if she’d been an Eagle.  Lions were loners, but Mia was 

already bonded to the child. 

“But, are you bonded to the Wolf and Eagles?  Are they bonded to you?” 

Pacing, Jahdo glanced at Avis once again.  “Perhaps, their differences will make them 

strong enough to survive together.  Prophecies can’t truly dictate the future.  It always comes 

down to choice and actions.” 

He cleaned the spilled paint with his thoughts swirling brightly with memories and hope.  

Red circled the drain, green twirled around it before gold mixed in with tinges of blue.  New 

colors formed in vivid blotches.  

New.  Original.  Unique. 

Shaking his head, he let the laughter spill out. 



“The Lion can do what we couldn’t.  She can change the Rahki world, not by force but by 

love.” 

Pain still fluttered around his heart when he crossed the room to the sketch of his love.  

“We tried and failed.  Others will try to stop her too.”  Tears glistened in his eyes; his hand 

trembled as he touched the painting.  “I can help her.  I have to try, I hope you can understand 

that.” 

Nadya’s words echoed in his head.  ‘You have beautiful eyes, Jahdo Dalair, but there are 

many ghosts in them.’  

The child’s vision was clearer than his.  She had seen the truth of how the past haunted 

him.  His gift was to see the animal spirit inside each Rahki warrior.  His burden was an inability 

to see his spirit guide - he could see only Avis.  Their choices had killed Avis and clipped his 

wings.   

“I need to let go of the past, my love.  I need my spirit guide to live.  It won’t be the life 

we had dreamed of, the life I wanted.  But, I need to live again.” 

The ache in his heart trembled before gaining a faster rhythm of beating wings.  Wild and 

free.  Eagles, like Lions, were loners.  He was alone, but that didn’t mean he was broken.   

He could feel his spirit guide trembling inside him for the first time in years, the first time 

since Avis had died.  The Eagle stretched forth his wings.   

‘Eagles aren’t only wings and eyes.  Eagles have heart.  Let yours soar, my love.’ 

The wings inside his chest shivered in time with the words Avis had often said.  Jahdo 

put the drawing inside a chest and traced the wings carved on the outside.  Avis had been an 

artist too - it was yet one more thing they’d had in common. 

“But the past is in the past.  It’s time for a new flight.” 



Jahdo’s heart beat faster at thoughts of the future.  He covered the chest with a bright 

throw and faced his most recent artwork.  Red.  Green.  Gold.  A Lion, wild and free. 

“You’ll need my help to leap as a true lion, Mia Rayner.  You’ll need my help, and 

you’re going to get it.” 

Picking up the phone, he dialed Nesti’s number.  Jahdo didn’t wait for her to greet him.  

“I’m in, Nesti.”   

He didn’t wait for her response before clicking the phone off.  He had things to do before 

his next meeting with the Lion and her escort.  Glancing at the empty place where the drawing 

had been for years, Jahdo nodded and released a trembling breath. 

“It’s time to let go of the past and move forward.  It’s time for me to soar again.” 

 


