PROLOGUE

For future reference, m’boy, comments and changes will be in red. Most corrections will be in the text. I will also make comments on the paragraph on the whole at the end of each (appropriate) paragraph. Have fun. By the way, this isn’t something you can correct directly on the sheet. This is something you read, go to another copy of your story, and edit. (Duh: it’s not like you’re gonna go through and remove all this red text, or anything). Most sentence comments will refer to the PRECEEING sentence.
Stars twinkled into sight on the horizon, sweeping across the night sky.  The twin moons rose over the distant Echorad Mountains.  The ruby-colored skies began to darken and become a deepening shade of blue and slowly fade to black.  The preceding sentence is poorly structured and sounds a bit like a run-on. Try “…blue, slowly fading to black.”  Saying ‘and’ a lot is…pfffft.  Still they waited.   A tall, thin man sat cloaked both in the shadow of a natural pillar of dark obsidian and in a black mantle that covered all but its face.  (Uh…Jordan? It’s nighttime. When it’s nighttime, there’s no light. If there’s no light, there’s no SHADOW.)  Its skin was an eerie, pale white that seemed to nearly (omit?) glow in the still night air.  Above its pale face was a mane of jet black hair pulled back having been smothered by the hood that it now simply let hang from the back of its robe. This entire sentence is pointless. “Well, he has dark hair, it was under the hood, but it’s not now. Just wanted to let you know.”  However, it was not its pale skin or its icy black hair (ICY BLACK HAIR?) that became apparent (how did it BECOME apparent?) on its face, but its eyes.  Its eyes were not human (or ‘inhuman’?); instead of a normal eye, this human mockery (‘this human mockery’ seems out of place with your style in this paragraph.) had wide, pitch black eyes.  A ring of milky white seemed to (seemed to or DID?!) separate the majority of the eye from the pupil.  The eyes reflected no light, but remained dark at all times of the day. (Now you’re being TOO third-person: it’s not ALL times of the day, it’s night time. If you want to point this out, do so when it’s brighter out.)  Behind him, hidden in various degrees of dying foliage or worn earth sat its associates.  All wore similar robes, their hoods pulled well over their faces to obscure their oddly similar identities. First things first—let’s try the TAB key. Yeah, you gave ME crap about not being specific or making a stand with that first chapter of MY book? “SEEMED to separate…from the pupil”. Gotta be frickin’ kidding me. Also, second-to-last sentence: ‘various degrees of foliage’? Really? No. Bad. Also, you repeat the word ‘similar’ twice in the last sentence.
A path ran through the group of hidden onlookers. (Onlookers to what?)  The man looked to be in a daze, (colon or semi here, not comma) he stared blankly out into the night as if looking for something. (If you’re looking for something, you don’t stare blankly. Also, he shouldn’t be in a daze, it makes him sound like a moron. He should be in a ‘trance’ perhaps.)  Its ears twitched oddly as if it were trying to detect something. (Okay. Okay. Okay. Once I can stand. This is the second sentence in a row. “As if ____.” “As if ____”. WE GET IT. IF A DOG SNIFFS, IT’S BECAUSE IT SMELLS SOMETHING. Don’t state the obvious!)  No human could see through the night, or the fog that began to form near midnight hour, but this was no man. (Thanks for channeling Tolkien—seriously, just because saying ‘midnight hour’ or ‘this was no man’ is cool, doesn’t mean you have to do it inappropriately.)  This was a different breed of creature that only seldom escaped from their normal mountainous seclusion. (Thanks for the Discovery channel minute, I was so interested in knowing about its mountainous habitat while it looks-and listens-for something.)  It was a Makjik, a creature said to be a demon that obtained immortality and consistency by drinking the elixir of life. (Again, this sounds like National Geographic. You don’t have to become a NARRATOR to point out details. Plus, you sound NOTHING like Morgan Freeman, so stop this “March of the Makjik” stuff.)  His senses were all superhuman; He could hear every sound, see for miles and in the dark, and even feel the vaguest of vibrations and currents in the air. (See previous comment—don’t tell us this. SHOW us this and let us draw a conclusion for ourselves. If you show him ripping up a tree, or shattering rock, we can infer these things without your help.) His strength and his stamina were also superhuman. (Dammit, are you even READING my comments?)  He could lift entire trees from the ground and sprint a league without sweating. (I would say that you should change this to ‘breaking a sweat’, but seeing as how this entire section should be deleted, it would be redundant.) Along with these senses came a plague:  there was no silence. As in, he can’t stop hearing things far away? Wait-why am I commenting? DELETE THIS DISCOVERY CHANNEL CRAP!
For the past (few, several, anything would be nice here for some clarification) hours while his small group of men waited, sat, or slumbered, he could find no peace. (Do you really need to mention all the men’s activities? I don’t give a damn if they’re playing Russian Roulette—I thought you wanted us to focus on the Makjik.)  His mission was simple:  acquire the parcel at all costs. (I don’t know. “The parcel” just sounds WEIRD.)  For the greater part of the night the Makjik had heard the simple sound that drilled into his senses and always kept his hand at the ornately carved rapier at his side, horse hooves! (This sentence is poorly written and badly structured. Plus, use a COLON before horses’ hooves. It’s like if I said “I smelled a giant thing, which kept my hand on my muzzle, pancake man!”)  Someone somewhere was riding toward them. (Wow. Someone? Somewhere? Thanks for the alert—I thought nobody was riding towards them anywhere. Thanks for clarifying and being specific.)  Although the messengers were their allies, the parcel they carried caused men to fight and kill (wow, fight AND kill?) their own friends and family, (COLON OR SEMI!)(!!)(!)(!!!) wives killing husbands, fathers killing sons, its power was not to be underestimated. What messengers? You talk about some ugly guy for ten minutes and now you’re jumping to ‘the messengers’ who, until now, are unheard of?  I didn’t know there were messengers—I thought they were Someone Somewhere. Also, I noticed you jump from ‘it’ to ‘he’. If you want this thing to be inhuman, but male, just refer to the Makjik as a ‘he’ throughout.
“Shortly now, we will have finished our duty and will have an end to this.” The Makjik spoke quietly to himself. (Why? Is he lonely? Does he need a hug? Nobody wants to talk to him? That’s…sniff…so sad! Also, I love how he says ‘we’ while talking to himself.)  Around him, other men (Other men? Not ‘OTHER’ Men, ‘THE’ Men. You yourself said that he is NOT a man.) began to sit up or take notice of the same sound that had been plaguing him for so long. (That’s the second time you’ve referred to his super-hearing with the word ‘plaguing’.)  “Finally human ears are perceptive.  Less than a league to travel before they arrive.” (Second sentence of this is choppy. Reword.)
He looked out into the dark night air.  A normal human could never pierce the dark surroundings to see much farther than perhaps a dozen yards, impaired by the fog and the icy (Why do you keep calling black ‘icy?’) blackness that held this part of the Eastern Waste in the Kingdom of Geilenoria. (That held this part of the EW in the KoG WHAT? Reread the sentence carefully—you’ll see what I mean.)   His eyes, however, could easily see a league or more as if it were still day. (Don’t say ‘still’ day. As far as the reader is concerned, it was NEVER day.)  Rocks stood in his way of view (‘His way of view?’ What retarded monkey taught you English?) of the source of the sound that echoed in his mind. (Try this rewrite: “Rocks obstructed his line of sight and his view of the source of the sound echoing in his mind.” A bit rough, but you get what I’m saying.)  With inhuman agility, (comma!) he leapt to the top of a stone several feet high. (What ever happened to that big pillar? Is he on the rock? The pillar?)  Looking out over the barren, hilly (Hee-hee. ‘Hilly’. Priceless.) lands (Shouldn’t this just be ‘land’?) that led up to the Echorad Mountains, he could finally see his echoing affliction(NO ‘echoing affliction’ here, it sucks. Try ‘quarry’, something like that. AND PUT A COLON or SEMI here>), two horses that carried two riders and a wagon that carried a third. (One: two horses? With two riders? No shit, Sherlock. Also, the guy on the WAGON is not a third RIDER. He’s a third person who is NOT on a horse.)  Their progress was slow and labored, but still they came. Less than one half of one hour (‘Half of one hour’ is better known as… a half-hour.) would bring them to the site where the exchange was to take place.  Without sound, the Makjik leapt from his place on the rock back to the exact (omit the ‘exact’.) same spot which he had been standing for the past nine hours.

Slowly the time passed as more men became alert (or in some cases awakened) to the sound of the approaching company.  The horses slowly trotted into the middle of the men, each man hidden well in the foliage or natural stones.  The Makjik walked up to a man on a horse and pulled him off. First sentence: I know you’re trying to be funny with the insertion, but the parentheses are a little out of place with the style and voice you’ve used so far. Second sentence: how exactly do horses trot SLOWLY? Perhaps you meant ‘trudged’? Third sentence: wow, the Makjik is an ASSHOLE. And don’t say ‘A man on A horse’. That could be anybody. Say he walked up to one of the riders.
“You do have the parcel, correct?”  He asked, his voice becoming a guttural hiss. (Omit the ‘becoming’. It’s unnecessary.) “Because if I have been waiting here since sundown for you to find me and say that you have lost it, then your head is what I shall take back to him bereft of the rest of you.” First off, congratulate me. This (roughly) marks the THOUSANDTH word of criticism that I’ve written here. Second, BEREFT OF THE REST OF YOU? I can replace that ENTIRE spiel with the word ‘instead’. NARRATORS talk like that (sometimes). CHARACTERS do NOT. Well, sometimes they do, but this Makjik is CLEARLY not that kind of well-versed person.
“You must calm yourself,” said the man in the wagon icily.  “I have what you came for, and it will be a pleasure to get rid of this damned abomination before we are driven to slaughtering each other out of spite and greed.”  The man was dressed in a long, black robe, under which he wore a leather jerkin and a small amulet. You’re Discovery Channeling again. I don’t care about his sense of fashion. Find a way to slip this kind of description in, don’t TELL me.
The man reached into his wagon and pulled out a small satchel. (You could insert something here about his amulet falling down around his next, if you really want to mention it.)  He then reached inside and pulled out a small, but heavy object, wrapped in leather.  The parcel traveled from the shaking hands of the human to the steady, calm hand of the Makjik.  As the Makjik took the parcel the human fell to the ground.  He sobbed then, uncontrolled and undisturbed.  After several minutes of weeping, the man picked himself up and threw himself into the wagon, still bawling.  Slowly the men rode away with the man still sobbing in the wagon. First this guy is composed, and then he’s weeping like a little baby? It’s an abrupt transition—if you’re implying that contact with the object has shaken him like this, find a better way to make this clear (such as a reluctance to touch it, a strong reaction when he DOES touch it, etc.)
The Makjik walked away from the wagon in the direction they had come several hours before. (The way he came or the way they did? If it’s the way they did, don’t say ‘several hours before’. Use some other descriptor.)  He paused and put a hand to his ear.  Quickly he counted what he heard-31 men breathing.  Something was wrong.  His men began their journey with a total of 40.  Ten had died on the way here.  Someone new had arrived.  Someone had snuck into the camp among the sobs of the man.  Someone was here and watching them. I don’t care if this guy has super-senses. It’s unlikely that he’s keeping a constant tally of how many people are breathing—if such a thing is even possible. Not only this, but this last section of the paragraph is badly worded and structured. Think about rewriting it, including the Makjik having a ‘gut feeling’ to make the whole ‘I’m listening to you breathe’ thing a bit less unbelievable.
“You will not move from where you are now!” commanded a voice from what appeared nowhere, it was light and soft. (The ‘light and soft’ has no connection to the sentence itself, and should be made into a new sentence. Also, saying ‘you will not move from where you are now’ is redundant. It’s like saying ‘you will jump and go up in the air!’ Well, duh. It’s the same thing.)  Several feet above the Makjik, on the very same pillar of dark obsidian where he had stood earlier to search for the messengers stood a man. (So he WAS on a pillar earlier, not a rock. Jeez. Also, I like how you go directly from ‘a voice from nowhere’ to ‘a man several feet above the Makjik’s head’ without the Makjik or the men looking around.)  The figure was wearing a simple gleaming chest plate adorned with a symbol unknown to any of the men assembled. (You said that a polished breastplate with a complicated symbol was ‘simple’. Uhhh…)  The symbol was in the shape of a dragon in flight and was made out of gold.  At its right hand was a dagger made of gold with a gleaming red blade. (Again, you’re using ITS. Also, you went from talking about the dragon to talking about the man without changing subject—the dragon isn’t holding the dagger, right?)  Its left hand held a long sword made of similar variety as the dagger.  The being wore a simple bowl helmet on his head made of a similar gleaming metal as the armor although the face was obscured by a basic golden mask of a blank human face with only slits for eyes and mouth each. (This sentence goes on without a good breakup of language—think strongly about rewriting it.)  Its legs were loosely covered by long baggy trousers that bunched against its ankles. (So. HE (not IT) has a gleaming, golden helmet and breastplate, PLUS super-weapons, but has nothing to protect his LEGS?)  On its feet was a pair of ornate sandals.  Elegantly, a long white cape blew in the wind as the figure stood atop the pinnacle of stone. (Should be “A long…cape blew ELEGANTLY in the wind”—don’t start the sentence with it.)  “You shall not bring that power to rest in the hands of evil; it must be destroyed lest the world be thrown into an age of death and darkness.  You will not move from where you are now unless you return that device to me!”  They announced. < There’s more than one now? You have one big issue with this paragraph (apart from those already listed): THIS GUY IS OBVIOUSLY A HERO. You have everything from his shining, golden, flawless armor (minus legs), plus his elegant wind-blown cape, PLUS his ridiculously outdated method of speaking. Lest? Really?
The Makjik began to retreat to the north, toward the mountains.  With accuracy unknown to any other human in existence (prove it!), the person hurled the dagger 100 feet to squarely puncture the parcel. You’re Channeling. Don’t numerically tell me that he threw it precisely 100 feet. Show me that he threw it far. Don’t tell me how far he threw it. And don’t say ‘squarely puncture’. Moron.
“No!” shrieked the Makjik, “he knows not what he has done.  Stop him now!”  Sparks began to spring from the parcel.  The men looked to the source of the dagger, but just as he had arrived, he had yet again vanished. (He didn’t vanish YET AGAIN, because he never vanished in the first place!)  Larger sparks began to spring from the package that now began to smolder the leather in which it was wrapped. (Reword, redo, restyle.)  The Makjik hurled the parcel toward the obsidian pillar.  Light flashed around the parcel as lightning began to flow out over the various foliage and landscape, incinerating them in an instant.  A wave of heat flowed out over the area followed by a roar of thunder.  The earth shook as a pillar of light emanated into the sky.  The earth cracked beneath the relic that had been pierced by the dagger. (As opposed to the relic that wasn’t?)  The relic rose into the sky and shattered into five pieces.  Each glowed like a star before an explosive force of their separation sent them hurtling off over the land.

There was another flash of lightning and all was quiet. (How about an ECHOING silence? Oh, wait! I know why! Because you’ve used the word ‘echo’ SIX times in this prologue (including “Echorad” mountains twice).)   The land for several leagues in all directions was scorched and burning, but the relic was nowhere to be seen.  29 corpses littered the ground where they had stood as men only seconds ago. I may have to look this up (meaning you’ll look it up), but ‘29’ should be ‘twenty-nine’, I think. This would apply to most of your other numerical listings throughout this debacle.
