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Force of Will

Rise! A distant voice commands me from the
darkness. My senses are assaulted as I regain consciousness. I sit
up and see silhouettes of people within a roiling smoke that
surrounds me. I take a deep breath and smell something burning
nearby, but it is my hearing that take the brunt of the chaos
around me. Countless screaming voices and the incessant clash of
weapons is overwhelming. I panic and look around, but the motion
makes me dizzy. I rub my head and my fingers get caught up in my
hair. Pulling my hand away, I gaze down at the dark blood that
covers my fingers. Glancing around, I see many uniformed bodies
littering the soggy ground — some whole, several in parts. Where
the hell am I and who are all these people?

Looking down at myself, I notice I’m wearing a
similar uniform: a long tabard, with a red and white quartered
pattern motif, tied at the waist by a leather belt. I’m lying in a
small depression in the earth and below my knees, all that is left
of my legs are bloody stumps. I pass out once more.

Rise and fight!

That voice again, but this time it sounds much
closer. I must do as the voice says, stand and fight, somehow, but
who is this person? Why is he demanding this of me and why must I
fight?

RISE AND FIGHT!

This time the voice has so much force behind it that
it feels like someone, or something, is drilling a hole into my
head. I wake up, sit bolt upright, and shout, “GET OUT OF MY
HEAD!”

Looking around for the source of this voice, I see
no one alive nearby. The physical effort is too much and I collapse
onto the muddy ground. I stare at the darkening sky as my breath
comes in short gasps. My heartbeat accelerates in my chest. The din
of the battle recedes and all I hear is the furious pumping of
blood in my ears. I try to sit up, but the dizziness returns and
nausea makes its way with up my throat. I begin to lose sight on
the edges of my vision.

Is this it? Is this is what it feels like to die?
I’m too young to die; I’ve never been with a girl and the furthest
I’ve travelled is to the Nag’s Head inn over in the next valley.
Why is this happening to me? My parents will be heartbroken and who
will be around to stop my younger brother from mixing with those
delinquents who hang around the corners of Keplerplatz?

Grinding my teeth, I thump at the ground and curse
at the injustice of this all. Moments pass before I swallow my
self-pity, wipe away the tears, and decide to find a way out of
this mess.

About two hundred metres to my left, I catch sight
of a tightly grouped block of spearmen fighting against a mob of
attackers; the spearmen wear the same uniform as I do. A burning
windmill behind them silhouettes both groups of combatants. The
blazing sails turn and spew fiery debris onto everything in its
vicinity. The thatched roofs of nearby buildings catch fire, giving
birth to a roar that drowns out the battle.

From this distance, the spearmens’ opponents look a
lot skinnier and their stiff, shambolic movement appears out of
place for regular fighting troops. I can actually see through some
of their chests. What is wrong with them? Are these the barbarians
I’ve heard about that occasionally invade our lands? I continue to
watch, mouth agape, as the spearmen kill more of their opponents
than they lose, but whenever one of their opponents is felled by a
spear, the victim soon rises up and re-joins his unit at the rear
rank. How is any of this possible? I bet it must be some of that
dark magic I’ve heard the old geezers whispering about. The dodgy
stuff the old hag (hidden away in the abandoned mill) likes to
dabble in when the sun sets. I’ve seen some freakish things
sneaking passed that abandoned mill in the small hours.

The strain of watching the fight is too much and I
flop to the muddy floor again. I can’t take my eyes away from the
battle though, and I watch one of the men in the front rank give
his spear to his comrade and then step forward. He draws his sword,
and with his first swing, he decapitates the nearest opponent. The
severed head flies through the air (the badly fitted, rusted helmet
coming off in mid-air) and the head lands and rolls to a stop a few
feet away from me.

I gasp my last breath staring at a human skull with
no skin or muscle. Its empty eye sockets glow with a peculiar green
light and its lower jaw moves up and down as if trying to say
something, or is it trying to bite me? The green light from its
eyes soon fades away and the jaw stops moving. I want to scream,
but there is no air left in my lungs. The last thing I ever see is
the spearmen being overrun and beaten to death with bony fists and
rusty swords. The last emotion I ever feel, before the darkness
finally closes in, is a deep hatred to whoever caused all this
death and destruction.

NOW RISE AND FIGHT FOR ME, I COMMAND YOU!

I soar into the air with such a rage I feel as
though I could smite a giant with my bare fists. I scream at the
three moons in the night sky, but no sound comes forth. I want to
kill that damned voice and everything connected with it. I turn
around whilst in the air, trying to find the source of that voice,
but there is no one around. Looking down at the ground, I spot the
body of a young man in a red and white tabard directly below me. He
lies in a huge pool of blood and his lower legs are missing. I want
to kill him too, but it seems someone else has beaten me to it.
Next to him are similarly dressed bodies, all scattered around a
small depression in the ground. The way the bodies lay in a ring
around the depression makes it look like something must have
exploded in the midst of them.

KILL THE ARCHERS IN THE SQUARE!

At the voice’s command, I can’t stop myself
instinctively turning around to look towards the large town square
that is now visible from being this high in the sky. I also notice
that my vision is different now; there’s no trace of colour in the
world, everything I see is in shades of grey. The grass is grey,
the trees are a darker grey, and the clouds are a lighter grey.
Everything is grey… except for living creatures that is. Every
living creature stands out with a red glow or aura around them: the
birds, the rats, the horses, and especially the humans, all glow a
vivid red in this drab world for miles around. Although this group
of archers are but pin-pricks on the far side of the town square, I
see each archer surrounded by a red flame. It triggers something
deep down inside me: I have an instinctive craving to kill
everything with a red aura.

I swoop down and fly above the ground like a crow,
making straight for the unit of archers. Ignoring any obstacle
along the way, I fly straight through a stone wall and then through
several trees. Flying through the top branches of one of the trees,
I spot the tiny red auras of a flock of nesting birds. Whenever I
pass through a bird, I sense a brief flash of pain and when I look
back, I see the bird’s aura extinguish and its tiny body fall to
the ground. The effect is… a pleasurable one. I alter my flight and
purposely aim towards another flock of birds roosting in a nearby
tree. Half a dozen brief stings later and another wave of downright
bliss washes over me as six feathered bodies drop out of the
tree.

Leaving the trees rapidly behind, I cross into the
large town square. At the centre of the square is a ramshackle
building, topped with a crooked weather cane in the shape of Old
Father Time. As I fly through the wall of this building, I catch
red flashes of people fleeing down some stairs and into the
basement of their home. The urge to chase after them and kill them
takes over me, and I drift towards the top of the stairs.

STOP WASTING TIME!

I lash out and send a hat stand crashing to the
floor. The people at the bottom of the stairs freeze and look up at
me. They scream and clamber over one another as they try to squeeze
into the cellar. I turn away and exit through the opposite wall,
arriving out into the other side of the square.

My sudden appearance before the archers causes most
of them to drop their bows and flee down a nearby street. Some of
the men drop to their knees and tear at their hair. The sight of
all these bright, living auras causes the hate to rise again. I
scream at them with such venom, but once again no sound comes
forth.

SLAY THEIR LEADER!

One of the men rushes around his comrades, shouting
words of encouragement, trying to get them back on their feet. I
swoop down, both hands out in front of me; my elongated fingers
ending in dagger-like claws. Several of the archers fire off
snapshots at me, but the arrows pass straight through me without
ever slowing down.

One of the archers, seeing me rush towards his
captain, calls out to him. A split second before I impale him on my
talons, the captain turns around and throws himself to the floor. I
turn in mid-air and he leaps to his feet. He runs towards me, drops
his bow, and draws his sword. I close on him and he thrusts his
sword straight through my head. His face shows a look of
bewilderment as he realizes I’m unharmed. He pulls his sword arm
back and
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