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The Good Ones Will Die:
Before the Ghost Legion

 


I am Dagger, real name Gerard Pascel. That's
a long forgotten handle. This is my personal journal of how I came
to join the Ghost Legion. This has nothing to do with the official
Ghost Legion Chronicles, this is simply my story from memory...I'm
getting old.

 


My earliest clear memories start around the
age of six, before that there's some fuzz. I was a
multigenerational indentured servant, born into a working life for
my father's debts, otherwise known as a slave. The days were spent
farming and cleaning in a commune, I never knew my parents. I had
one older brother named Jean to help me survive. He was five years
older than I and was everything to me in this world. We existed on
the ass end of the commune pecking order, all the children did. We
were watched over by two overseers and camp masters. One was not a
bad fellow thinking back on it, but the other was a cruel, sadistic
son of a bitch with a nasty habit of homosexual pederasty. We
called them the Lame and the Scar, the Scar as I was told held my
father's contract and debt. We lived this way for two years, my
brother taking the brunt of the beatings and sexual assaults
protecting me as we all worked the fields, dawn to dusk. Two small
years to me but for my brother the suffering was much longer. To
this day he is my personal hero.

Being a small and trusted child I had access
to the kitchen as a helper. Salad maker, gatherer , chopper, etc. I
would assist the great bear of a cook named Sverg, he was half
troll, half bear and looked every bit the part. You would think a
small child would fear someone like that but I can only remember
ever feeling comfortable around him. He would teach me things about
cooking, different fruits and vegetables, how to identify edible
from poisonous. He taught me plenty about life in general a child
in my position wouldn't have learned otherwise.

One humid summer afternoon like any other
that blended all together in a cacophony of heat, sweat and work, I
was helping Sverg in the kitchen when Jean walked in carrying a
basket of potatoes. He set the potatoes down handing Sverg a small
canvas bag while I sat there peeling them for lunch. Sverg nodded
and proceeded to unpack the freshly arrived basket of potatoes.

“Gerard,” Jean said rubbing
my head and placing his elbows on the table. “Tonight I have a
surprise, I'm going to wake you late so sleep fully
dressed.”

“Where are we going?” I
asked him as he glanced over to Sverg who nodded in
agreement.

“We're getting out of here
tonight and moving to the city to be free,” I said nothing being an
eight year old child, I may have been strong and bright for my age
but I was just going to follow my big brother like any
other.

Sverg moved to cutting up some dark green
leaves.

“Will those work?” Jean
asked him smelling a piece on the table.

Sverg let out a deep grumble, “These are
leaves of the nightshade potato, whoever consumes them will be dead
before their next morning. Trust me Jean, dead. Assuming they eat
enough.” He finished with nonchalantly while chopping, Jean nodded
and gave me a hug,

“I'll see you tonight
Gerard,” Jean said rubbing my shoulder then leaving to go back to
work.

The rest of the day I remember being a blur
of confusion and fear. I didn't fully understand what was going on
or what my brother actually meant, I just did what he said. I went
to bed fully dressed, ratty shoes like a worn hide and all.

Jean woke me as planned in the night, we left
as quickly as I could move. This should have been a simple escape,
but that night taught me how quickly things can unwind. Since then
my life has been nothing but bad luck, stabbing people, and
fighting wizards.

Leaving the sleeping quarters I saw the Lame
lying face down about two steps from his front door, he was white
and dead. The Scar was across the street on his knees, he didn't
look much better. We crossed the road to where the Scar was heaving
on the ground, Jean picked up the curved dagger that Scar probably
dropped when he fell to his knees.

“Now you feel the pain and
die like all those you have...”

Jean was never able to finish speaking, the
Scar rose up from the ground just enough to sit up and ran Jean
through with another blade he had concealed. I was only eight years
old but when Jean fell to his knees and I saw the blade in his hand
fall with the other blade sticking out of his back, something came
over me I cannot explain to this day giving me skills beyond that
of a child. I reacted without thought, rolling forward in one
smooth motion, picking the curved dagger from the ground plunging
it right through the Scar's throat pinning him down with my mighty
forty pound body.

I don't remember much for a few hours after
that, only Sverg grabbing me and lifting me onto his hairy
shoulder. That's the last thing I remember for the whole night. I
remember waking the next morning punching the air in a fit of rage.
Sverg's humongous, hairy hand placed on my back calmed me down,
probably an herbal rub he created.

“Easy Gerard, calm down.”
He spoke in his gravel like bear voice.

“Where am I Sverg? What
about Jean?” I asked unable to stop from bursting into
tears.

“We are in a safe place in
the woods, near mountain laurel hill where I was born and raised. I
keep this little house just in case any emergencies arise, as for
little Jean I buried him at the top of the hill last night while
you slept. He was already dead before we left the compound of the
Scar, I'm sorry Gerard.” He was drinking some kind of tea and the
fire was dying.

I cried until I fell asleep without words,
when I woke the second time my mind felt clearer. I changed and
dressed myself leaving the small bedroom to find Sverg sitting in a
massive chair in his living area across from his hearth. His house
was extremely expansive and deceptively large, it had to be to fit
him. Suddenly he grew dark and serious before speaking, damn he was
big...and hairy!

“I saw what you did to the
Scar back there you know. A boy your age...well, let's just say you
shouldn't know how to do that without some training. I see a future
of blood for you Gerard, whether it is for good or ill will be up
to you but it lies there, like a still body of water waiting for
the first pebble. Witnessing the way you reacted I gave you a new
name, Dagger.”

Without knowing why or thinking I responded
to it immediately,

“I like it, Gerard died
with Jean anyway.”

Even sitting Sverg towered above me with his
shaggy haired face moving with the breeze of the woods. The
mountain laurels were in bloom and the air was sweet with their
wild scent.

“Dagger it is then,” he
laughed his deep bellows.

“What will happen now?” I
asked him sitting down on the stone edge of the hearth.

“Well, I’m no father and
you can't stay here hiding in the woods with the birds. A boy with
your natural instincts needs to have them nurtured.”

“What does that
mean?”

“Tomorrow a friend of mine,
Rielle of Tristhorne will be stopping by to talk about your future.
I have spoken to her about your...incident.”

“Rielle of Tristhorne, who
is that?”

“She is the mother you need
right now, she leads a special “school” of sorts and a group that
goes by the name of the unknown black. Had you not been a prisoner
for the Scar your whole life you would have learned about
them.”

That was my first piece of knowledge
regarding the existence of Rielle of Tristhorne, or as I would come
to know her by the name the world feared to utter in that part of
the country, Lady Glass. I was so confused and overwhelmed at that
time by all of the previous days events that I couldn't process
what it was she represented, plus I was eight what the hell do you
want from me?

The unknown black are a
specific branch of assassin in this southern hemisphere. They
specialize in stealth, knife skills, and poisons. I met with Rielle
the next morning an hour after dawn. She wore a strange black armor
and her hair was just as dark. She was lovely and as a boy I fell
in love with her immediately. I had no qualms about leaving after
hearing her speak of what she would teach me on the road to
becoming an unknown black assassin with full membership. I was
mesmerized by her beauty and tales of adventure. I said a quick but
heartfelt goodbye to Sverg, the only friend I knew to that point
who was still alive, but friends be damned, before I knew it I was
mounted on the back of Rielle's horse leaving Sverg's cabin in the
woods to start my new life, having absolutely no idea what that
meant. A new adventure as a brother of the unknown black. It's
funny how you have such grandiose ideas when you're a child, you
think it's going to be all fun and games, you never think about the
fact that somebody has to do the jobs of the camp no one else
wants. Some one has to clean out the shitter, a new recruit whose
nice and small sounds like the perfect person for such jobs. It was
like I never left the commune.

You have to start somewhere and that's
usually at the bottom. Camp life was hard but fair and I loved
every minute of it compared to my previous location, I had my first
tastes of freedom. I felt like I finally belonged, I was learning
new and useful skills, and growing everyday. The brothers and
sisters of the unknown black became my surrogate family over the
time as it passed. We would move every few months around the south
to take on new jobs, I learned much about the topography of the
land during that time, as a matter of fact I learned much about
everything. I was a sponge, here no one tried to suppress me, they
encouraged me. My obvious martial skills and strategic mind were
nurtured and developed. In this type of environment it doesn't take
as long as one would think to begin changing into something lethal,
even as a child. In fact, I learned being a child is deceptively
useful.

The unknown black possessed knowledge and
many different skills across a broad area. Still, they realized
they would either be killed on missions or would slowly age and die
as everyone must. Therefore, they took in and raised as many young
children like myself that they could. Each child was placed under
an unknown black assassin who assumed complete responsibility for
the child's martial training and general upbringing. It was here
that I met the person who would become and still is, my best friend
in this life.

I was placed under the responsibility of
Wormy, the wrinkly purple faced, half goblin alcoholic. The very
same one who is my closest brother in the ghost legion today. He
was already old and wrinkly back then, completely hideous to look
at with his cracked purple skin and half toothless smile. 'Gods be
damned, just how old is this fucker?' I still think sometimes while
looking at his hideous face across the fires of night in moments of
relaxation. From the moment I met him stumbling out of his tent at
the age of eight going on nine until now, he has been drunk. I have
no idea how old he is, the more I think about it the more I believe
he may be some magic being like knight-captain Iron and doesn't
know it or doesn't care with Wormy it would most likely be the
latter. I can still remember like it was yesterday mornings
breakfast, Wormy being called by Rielle and him stumbling shirtless
out of his tent, covered in scars and old wounds, all kinds of
weird symbols and shit carved into his flesh, flask in hand. Rielle
let out a sigh,

“Well he may not look like
much but he's a legend and the best assassin I have ever known, as
for his motives who can say?” Rielle said looking down at me
worried, Wormy waved her off as he approached taking a swig from
his flask and spitting. I would learn later that is how he brushes
his teeth.

“Wormy, this is Dagger,”
Wormy's larger eye opened as the other squinted. His eyes are
yellow, you would think from liver disease but he's just half
goblin.

“Dagger huh, and where does
a boy get a name like Dagger?”

“He ran the Scar through
after he had killed Dagger's older brother. From Sverg's
description he did so with efficiency and no
hesitation.”

“A natural huh?” Wormy
asked with a half smile, even then he was so hard to look
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