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The Story So Far...
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In the days when people were owned by the land, two young girls found their power by becoming ghosts, then spirit guides.

This is their origin-story...

Their parents were serfs, and belonged to two different dukedoms. Falling in love endangered them both. Becoming pregnant with twins made this even worse.

Their Dad had to raise them by himself, as Mother died shortly after birthing them. But as a spirit, she remained on Earth to watch over them. Sal and Jude could see her, and knew their Dad could feel her presence. 

The King's soldiers have visited the forest and found their hut, only to be chased away by a specter. 

These three make improvements to their hut to make it harder to find, or to find the entrance they use. And learn to leave no trace as they move about the forest, even in snow.

In Spring, the Captain and his troops returned, forcing nearby villagers to make a crossing into the ravine that will enable wagons to bring a hunting party.

Their Dad starts training Sal and Jude to hide themselves in the forest as they hunt and forage for food. What they find in their training is unexpected...
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When it was completely dark outside, Da went to find out what was going on at their camp. He thought that they were camping at the ravine edge, on the far side away from the forest. And he was right. He climbed a large tree that towered above the near side of the ravine and saw their tents and wagons spread out along that side of the ravine. Fires lit up the night near their tents and he could make out circles of men facing the fires, their white faces lit up by the orange and yellow flames. Thick smoke was also rising, as these weren’t cooking fires, but were there to throw lots of light for nervous soldiers to regain their courage. 

Da saw also that their horses were tethered on the far side of the encampment, and their wagons were arranged to be hitched quickly to be pulled back to civilization. This was not an army ready to take on an enemy in front, this was an army ready to make a fast retreat from unknown dangers.

Climbing back down the tree, he crossed the ravine at another spot to creep closer and find what was going on in that camp. He wanted to be close enough to hear.

There wasn’t even a sentry on duty anywhere. Away from the fire, no one could see what was out there, as they were looking at the bright fire, which was burning their wood supply faster. Da didn’t think it would last all night, but only had to last until they were calm enough to sleep in their tents. 

Da was able to get close behind one of the tents and listen. He heard the men tell their stories and make them larger and wilder with each telling. Soon the forest had legs of its own and trees had menacing antlers that swept men and horses off the trails to their doom, disappearing into the nearest ravine. 

The clink of bottles as the passed around the fire meant that they were drinking their courage from them. 

Da moved toward the wagons so he could find out what they had brought out with them. 

The last tent he found, closest to the horses, was the captain’s tent.

Here, too, the fire was high. And the captain was staring into it, while drinking his own courage from a single bottle. 

This was no army, this was a bunch of cowards in soldier’s uniforms. One sober man could scare them all away if he wanted. But Da wasn’t even interested. He knew that tomorrow they would sleep long after daybreak, and their heads would hurt. They would need to get wood for the next night, and they had already cut every tree down within easy reach. All green wood, which made the smoke. 

And that smoke was staying close to the ground. Men were beginning to cough from it.

Da then got a hint that something was happening. A mouse came up to him and got his attention by squeaking. The mouse rubbed his whiskers and looked away from the camp, sniffing the air. Then ran toward the rope where the horses had been tethered between two wagons. 

It joined several mice already at work on the ropes. Da saw this and now understood. He crept away into the darkness to get away from the disaster which was being planned and executed by a greater power than he. Da was thankful to the mouse for warning him. A natural disaster was being carefully executed.
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First one end and then the other of the horse rope tether dropped to the ground. The wind crept up from the forest ravine and blew fog into the dense smoke over the camp and toward the horses. Sparks flew from all the fires, especially the captain’s that was nearest the horses. Already nervous, first one and then another pulled back against the tether rope and found they could keep moving. Still tied together as one, they wheeled back and moved away from the smoke, their shrill winnies mostly unheard by the coughing men by the fires. Soon the horses were running together downwind to escape the acrid green wood smoke with it’s burning sparks.

The drunken soldiers were now crawling away from the fires, toward the tents. Somewhere safer.

The wind rose and blew more violently, shrieking as it did.

Tents started collapsing on top of their occupants, the ropes flayed downwind and wrapped around the huddled forms underneath the tents like cloying vines. Shouting and cursing soon came from those masses of soldiers, tent canvas, and ropes. 

Those soldiers who had not made it to the tents were mostly blinded from the smoke and wind. They still crawled as they could, or simply covered their heads and shivered in their fear.

Da had moved away, through the stumps of the trees nearest the ravine. Once he was able to move over its edge, he was able to look back to see the wind storm turn the soldier’s camp into disaster.

The wind increased and started throwing flaming logs into the wagons and other supplies. Soon these caught fire on their own, which was aided by the wind. Anything that could catch fire did, and anything that didn’t burn was scorched. 

Any human that tried to stand was knocked back down by the wind, or a flying piece of burning wood, or flapping tent canvas. Most of these soldiers and their captain just huddled on the ground, tangled in tents and ropes and their own drunken fear.

There they stayed the night, although the wind died down once anything that was burnable turned to ash and coals.

The soldiers and their captain waited for enough light to see what had happened, sleeping in the position they were in. Shivering as much from fright as the cold when they were awake in the night. The world around them had become their nightmare.

And that was the point of their haunting.

When the morning light finally came, the overcast sky matched the mood of the soldiers. The captain was probably the first up, and got busy kicking and rousing his men into some sort of action. He found that no one had died. Several were burned, but no one burned badly.

Their wagons had been destroyed. Their horses could probably be recovered from the peasants (who weren’t allowed to own horses.) Their tents might be able to be salvaged. There was no food, there was no
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