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The Ghost Legion: Nobody
said Killing was easy

 


After last night’s drinking my head is
killing me, I drank way too much ale trying to keep up with Crusher
and Wormy. Crusher’s tale put the whole Deathlover situation in
perspective though I can’t help but wonder what happened to Krel?
The other brothers had all the supplies gathered we came for so we
sent the wagons with guards ahead of the three of us, me, Wormy and
Crusher. Wormy was of course already having some hair of the dog,
for all I know he never stopped drinking or even slept. Crusher
seemed as unaffected as ever, I wish I could get that drunk with no
hangover. Whatever effect the alcohol had on him last night didn’t
seem to roll over to the next day as it does with us “normal”
people.

The three of us mounted after we had
indulged in a nice greasy breakfast at the inn, greasy food the
next day always seems to help my nausea. The others were sent ahead
before light. By the time we were leaving the morning was warm and
sunny, with the evil magic broken Nalpore was on the mend but we
knew unless we finished Earthshaker forever his brand of magic
would just keep returning in various forms and over various times
in the future. We started out of Nalpore with the clip clop of our
mounts on the cobblestone, our leaving seemed to coincide with the
waking of the city in the early morning as shops were busy opening
and people ran here and there on their way to work as if nothing
evil had happened there…strange.

I couldn’t help but think of how far
we’ve come on our way from the south. We have shown those who once
thought us only a myth in the far north that we are indeed real and
can be anywhere at any time. From that first job in the south
destroying the rebel base for that fake King who we also had to
destroy for his treachery, to being given that magical blade from
Slice after destroying his Lieutenant and my old enemy Shadow after
he ambushed us in that exotic weapons shop with a tame mountain
troll, thank the legion for Cannon and Wormy is all I can say. The
Ghost Legion kept moving forward, pushing north removing lowlife
bandit after bandit on our march north to the forgotten tower to
stop Earthshaker’s plans whatever they may be, we just knew it was
no good for our business. We freed Vabosa, removing the treacherous
and inbred King Blanc. With that magical blade from Slice I
destroyed Violator and Grinder two wizards of Earthshaker, with the
same blade I was also able to kill Earthshaker’s second in command
and our bane the Abandoner when he was caught in his cage kept
magically inert by our stone brethren, unfortunately for me the
blade seemed to disintegrate along with the Abandoner after it
struck his skull killing him, leaving me magically vulnerable to
their tricks once again and once again I would like to state for
these chronicles that I hate magic.

Thankfully we allied with another
powerful being like Knight Captain Iron named Crusher and his huge
black army, only a silver fist for color. I think from facing so
much magic and being completely averse to it I lost my mind for a
few hours somewhere along the road, that part is a blur. I’m just
Dagger, a brother in the Ghost Legion these magical wonders of the
north are too much for my little pea brain to take. Now, in our
hour of need just before we press on to the forgotten tower
Deathlover yet another ancient magic thing, I won’t call something
that size a man or even a giant made its appearance, albeit a
friendly one which was surprising since its name is Deathlover! I
don’t trust it…him, whatever. Although we trust only fellow
brothers so in terms of trust I’m speaking rhetorically.

“Did you get too drunk to
scribble in your chronicles last night Dagger?” Wormy asked sidling
up next to me as we trotted our way out of Nalpore and back to the
rest of the army.

“Yes I did thanks to you;
I’m trying to recover today.”

He smiled and drank from his flask, I
felt sick just watching him drink. That toothless old Worm has a
cast iron gut and will probably outlive all of us I don’t think
death would want him, he’s too ugly. Clip clop,

“Before you ask as I know
you will the answer is yes Dagger. I remember telling you last
night of Krel and Deathlover and I’m glad that I did. Now you know
more history on the man you met the other day.” Crusher said
preempting my question.

“A man…really? You’re going
to call that thing a man? Did you happen to miss the fact his eyes
bleed fire and he’s the size of a small mountain?” Wormy asked
Crusher waving his flask around liquor flying
everywhere.

“So am I when I feel like
it,” Crusher responded.

“Good point,” Wormy said and
silently took a swig.

We rode that way in silence for a time
which I was grateful for because my head was still pounding from
last night, I’m not a big drinker.

“Something is wrong,”
Crusher called out before his mount shot off like an arrow the last
half mile to the army leaving us to try and keep his
pace.

“Of course something’s
wrong, something always has to be wrong,” I said to myself though
I’m sure Wormy heard me because he laughed as we tried keeping
up.

We rode into a normal looking camp but
if Crusher thinks something is up then I’m inclined to believe him.
We made our way to Knight Captain Iron who as usual was standing in
front of his tent seemingly awaiting our imminent
arrival.

“Where is Cannon?” Was
Crusher’s first question and now that he mentioned it I didn’t see
Cannon or any stone brethren in the camp and they’re pretty hard to
miss.

“They haven’t reported
back,” Knight Captain Iron responded. “More scouts were sent
looking this morning.”

“Not good, this is not good.
They should have arrived hours before our return, it seems our only
option is to start north, everyone together to the area where they
should be do you agree Iron?”

His face grim and his gaze steady as
ever knight captain Iron answered,

“We have no time to waste I
do agree, we strike the camp now and move, Cast and Spell give the
order mentally. We’ve got to march!”

I heard their voices in my head
following Knight Captain Iron’s instructions, an unfortunate side
effect. Everyone began moving at once like one giant man upon the
earth striking camp to maybe march to their deaths. I would expect
no less sacrifice from the Ghost Legion but I was now equally
impressed with Crusher’s army.

Within minutes the camp was struck and
the fires doused, every member of our force be they Crusher’s or
Ghost Legion was in their formations ready to move north. We were
now able to physically view the tower of the forgotten very easily.
It’s kind of intimidating when you finally see the goal that you’ve
been chasing as it comes in to view, instead of being an idea it
becomes a physical place you may actually reach, there’s added
weight when you think it may be your tomb as well. With our luck we
would have to fight the whole way and die before ever getting
there. We marched and we marched across this desolate wasteland
devoid of anything more than shrubbery the tower of the forgotten
never seeming to get any closer no matter how long we marched. A
halt was called by Knight Captain Iron and Crusher after a few
hours when they realized what was happening. There was a spell
here, strong magic and without our stone brethren we were unable to
move forward and bypass the spell keeping us the same distance from
the tower of the forgotten no matter how long or hard we marched.
We would be stuck until we could find out where they were or their
status. Being immune to sorcery Cast and Spell couldn’t reach out
to them telepathically either.

“Dagger come over here,”
Knight Captain Iron called out though I was right next to him.
“Dagger you don’t have a magical bone in your body to begin with
and Crusher thinks you were somehow further changed and distanced
from magic by repeated use of the blade, I’m inclined to agree you
seem a little different in a magical sense when I look at you now,
either way you’re our best hope now to keep moving and maybe you’ll
be unaffected by this distance spell.”

“Maybe?” I asked
him.

“Yes, also you might also be
able to find Cannon and our stone brethren before you reach the
immediate vicinity of the tower.”

“I understand sir, I’ll head
north.”

“Good luck Dagger,” Iron and
Crusher both bade me, I received the customary toothless smile and
flask raise from Wormy, I smiled back and turned my horse
north.

I hope Knight Captain Iron was right
and I had some kind of immunity or something to magic from the
blade, I really didn’t want to be riding all night and getting
nowhere again. The bitch with the distance spell is you think you
are moving forward so you ride and ride getting the saddle sores
and general ass soreness that comes from prolonged riding and now
it was time for me to do it again…yup the fun never stops around
here.

I decided to get off of the main road
and continue north a little west on a side path that I discovered
and travelled for a few hours actually missing Wormy’s drunken
company it was too quiet, I was noticing the tower seemed to grow
larger though which was a good sign. I trotted up to the edge of a
precipice before a pit giving a better view of the landscape.
Before me was basically a huge canyon pit, I was stunned when I
looked down to see dozens of dead and broken stone brethren. I
didn’t think I saw Cannon among them but how could I know, I turned
around and began back up the right side of this precipice at a
steady gallop to get a better look. After reaching the other side I
saw the remaining stone brethren and Cannon as well all tied
together in one big group encircled. Holding the other end of the
chain was a monstrous silver dragon being ridden by a creature
similar in appearance to Deathlover but much smaller and wearing
red, and then I heard its voice in my head, I didn’t know if it was
the rider or the dragon.

“Dagger where’s your
dagger?” A chuckle and a hiss, “I am Krel the immortal, you like
watching how I take these so called magically immune living rocks
and put them back in their place on the stone floor?”

“I don’t need any blades for
you Krel I know all about your sorry ass…you’re weak.” I don’t know
why I said anything like that; I was beyond terrified of that
dragon its eyes just said I want to eat you.

“I’m going to kill them all
for my master Dagger you may have the privilege of
watching.”

“Your master?
Deathlover?”

He laughed and hissed along with his
dragon, it was weird they did it at the same time. “No fool I had
that evil nothing enslaved long ago, who do you think was the one
who took me in and trained me to be a master of universes oh so
many years ago? You think such power always uses the same name and
disguise?”

“Earthshaker!” I exclaimed
while my mount reared all of a sudden in fear of the dragon and
tossed me to the ground as it ran away. “Damn, that’s a first.” I
said watching him run away back to camp, my hopes dropped even
lower.

“Even your mount betrays
you; now watch your companions die!” The dragon picked them up and
swung them in a tightly bound circle while Krel laughed from the
driver’s seat. The dragon let go tossing all of them into the pit
at the same time like they were just rocks in a sling. I felt
useless and helpless watching my brother Cannon and all of his
soldiers be killed in this shameful way. About to let out a scream
at the injustice they simply stopped falling, were floated to the
other side of the pit gently and their chains were broken, all by
an invisible force of some kind. Krel seemed to blame me
immediately and turned his nasty dragon my way while I was wishing
I was with my horse right now, far away.

“You! It’s that blade, I
don’t care that the Abandoner’s dead I know you still have it
somewhere!” The dragon stalked towards me knocking me over from
shaking the ground as it
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