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The Ghost Legion: Your fury
or your life

 


Crusher and knight-captain Iron had
been sequestered together, planning and plotting our next move. We
milled about filling our time the usual way, cards, drinking,
fighting games. Cannon had been set to work creating flamboyant new
suits of fine green silk. There was a sect east of Glory that had
killed two brothers over fifty years ago for no reason. Even though
the Earthshaker had appeared and we still had the Abandoner to deal
with there was always time for revenge when it comes to brotherhood
business. No matter how much time has passed or if the original
perpetrators are dead, we never forget.

There was a newfound confidence flowing
in the outfit again and we mingled freely with the black army of
the Crusher, happy to have an ally instead of only
enemies.

Wormy and I were given the mission
responsibilities; once the silk outfits were ready we would
infiltrate and eliminate the entire compound. They were called
Largarians; they live in wooded areas in mounds and worship nature.
They have killed hundreds of innocent passersby.

They happened upon two brothers fifty
years ago as they were returning to their separated outfit and
instead of helping them they killed them, simply for crossing their
territory. They then had the temerity to send us their heads
wrapped in the Largarians green silks. The ghost legion was far
south by that time and embroiled in business that spanned the
south, they had no time for revenge then. The event was recorded in
our red book of revenge and reserved for future action; I and Wormy
are the future action.

Wormy had recently conjured some apple
brandy and was chugging on that feeling no pain. He was as always,
despite his condition he was good to go mission wise.

The ghost legion rarely comes so far
north; this is our perfect opportunity to cross this act of revenge
out of our red book. Wormy and I left the others around midday
after changing into the green outfits Cannon had finished and were
fitted properly. The outfits’ we wore would only fool the
Largarians so long; I hoped we were far and away from there by the
time they realized they had been duped. No mounts were taken; their
village was only four miles away. They claimed to be neutral in
world events but Earthshaker and Abandoner don’t allow for neutral.
Besides, our business with them is about an altogether different
sin they committed fifty years ago.

We walked through the forest; there
were established paths to take. Wormy led the way,

“You know Dagger, you ought
to drink more,” Wormy said with flask in hand.

“Oh yeah Wormy and why is
that?”

“Because, you’re an uptight
asshole that’s why,” he smiled through that purple, wrinkly face of
his as hideous as ever.

“Gotta stay on mission
Wormy, gotta be sharp.”

“That’s what this is for
ass, calms the nerves.”

I smirked and just shook my head, we
continued in silence the rest of the time only disturbing a lone
deer along the way. Suddenly in front of us lay an earthen mound
surrounded by spiked pillars.

“Damn,” I said as I surveyed
the anthill the Largarians call home.

“What?” Wormy
asked.

“Look how they live,
underground like ants or potatoes; you can’t burn a potato you
know. It grows underground.”

“Damn you’re right, now
what?” Wormy responded looking momentarily concerned.

“We proceed as planned.
You’re a conjurer now Wormy, once we get inside if there is trouble
there will be too many for us two to handle normally I’m going to
be depending on you to do what needs to be done.” He nodded at me
quite serious understanding the gravity of our
situation.

We stood and began to walk to the
entrance of the huge underground mound.

“How can they live
underground like that?” I asked the purple Worm. He was laughing
hysterically all of a sudden, holding his stomach with his hand up
signaling for me to wait a second.

“What is it you crazy old
coot?” I stopped and asked Wormy.

“Just wait Dagger, I’ll show
you how to burn a potato. That’s what you said right?” He continued
chuckling; I knew the evil bastard was up to something.

Upon reaching the entrance to the mound
of the Largarians we were stopped by two frumpy guards, one on each
side of the opening in the wooden spikes. They wore the same green
outfits we had on, but they wore more armor.

“Who wishes to enter the
mound of life?” A rather odious guard asked, I did not answer. I
waited for the other guard to come closer to his friend to inspect
us, as they came close together I stabbed both in the throats
immediately without hesitation. I recently added a retractable
knife to my left wrist to accompany the one I wore on my right.
Down they both went in pools of blood, the story of my life. Can’t
say I’m happy about killing anymore, leaves me feeling nothing I
suppose. Age teaches you that your grave is awaiting you
also.

“Do your work Wormy,
whatever it is you have in mind,” I turned and said only to see him
drinking his damn brandy again. He began speaking like he was on a
Sunday stroll, the calm bastard.

“You know Dagger, I once
knew this bug specialist when I was a boy, he would pour molten,
boiling mercury into an ant colony to allow it to permeate all the
tunnels. When it had hardened, he would extract the mercury
revealing a perfect mold of the ant colony which he would then
study.”

I had a sickening feeling, “You’re
telling me this why Wormy?”

“Because these suckers are
about to be molten goodness, time for a little
experimentation.”

“Well damn, I guess we
didn’t need these silly outfits.” I said as Wormy raised his arms
and a look of concentration came across his face.

“Makes us look like elves
you know?” I said as I tossed my costume aside. Wormy didn’t
answer.

I stood and watched as a large glowing
ball formed about two feet in front of us. It appeared to be a
metal ball glowing with a metallic blue radiance. It built until it
was just large enough to allow itself entrance into the Largarians
mound.

As I watched fascinated, I felt a puff
of air blow by my ear and I immediately knew it was a projectile
aimed in my direction. It had missed its mark; Wormy had not
noticed and was in a conjuring trance. I dropped to one knee and
turned to face behind myself. I saw a green figure next to a tree
with a bow; I also saw a second green figure with a bow in another
nearby tree. Wormy threw his hands forward and the glowing ball
flew into the mound like a speeding arrow. He instantly came out of
his trance.

“Company behind us, two
hiding in those trees,” I hissed, Wormy smiled.

“Good, let them see what’s
going to happen to their mound.”

From within the mound began what must
have been hundreds of screams; I could feel an intense heat as the
earth began to rumble. The two figures in green came from behind
their trees when they too noticed their home filling with boiling
liquid metal. They were also entranced, in a different more
horrific way; I decided to end their pain.

One. Two. Two blades right into their
throats as they watched in horror the buildup to complete
destruction within the mound. I wasn’t going to take another chance
they would snap out of it and let another arrow fly.

“Would have let you go, but
you took the first shot,” I said gathering my blades from their
throats.

When I turned back around I would have
sworn what I saw had to be an illusion. Rivers of liquid metal were
flowing in slow motion, roiling out of the mound as well as various
holes in the ground surrounding it which appeared to have been some
sort of escape or air tunnels. The screams had ended awhile ago,
now only the boiling river of metal consumed the Largarians mound
from the inside out while silence reigned.

“Damn, seems kind of harsh
for killing two brothers fifty years ago.” I said watching the
carnage. The look Wormy gave me could have melted the metal that
was hardening in the mound.

“No Dagger,” he poked a bony
finger in my chest. “I was on that march fifty years ago, I was
there. One of those brothers, well, he was actually my real
brother. We joined together.”

I felt terrible, my sarcastic mouth.
“Oh shit Wormy, I’m sorry I didn’t know.”

“No way could you have known
you young pup, but just know these Largarians brought this upon
themselves. The way they mutilated the bodies of the two they
killed, I…I…”

I put my hand on his shoulder as a
faraway look came over his eyes.

“You got your revenge old
Worm, for the outfit and for your brother. I wish you would have
told me sooner, I would have been just as eager to take them out as
you were.”

Wormy took a pull off his flask and
laughed, he seemed to come back and get over his melancholy, at
least for appearances sake anyway.

“Ha! Thanks Dagger, you’re
right you know. Revenge is sweet and is best served molten and
boiling.” He cackled as we turned to leave, stepping over the green
outfits Cannon had worked so hard on.

“Shame Cannon had to work on
those for so long.” I said as we both laughed.

The mound was nothing but a hunk of
solid metal by the time we were leaving the scene. Wormy conjured
up one of our red banners and I placed it in front of the
entrance.

“The ghost legion does not
forget,” with the names of the two brothers slain by the Largarians
were written on the banner. Like I have said before our outfit
banners are solid red, but this was to serve as our personal
statement.

“Nice touch Wormy, I’m sure
your brothers would be proud.” I clapped his back as I walked past
him.

“Thanks, let’s head back. We
did what we were assigned to do.”

“Right, back to the easy
stuff now,” I said and he laughed.

“Yeah that’s true Dagger,
just an ancient evil sorcerer sponsored by an even more ancient and
deadly sorcerer, definitely going to be a good time.”

“Sure is, especially now
that we have allied with Crusher and his army. What do you know
about him?”

“About as much as I know of
knight-captain Iron…not to be dicked with!”

I smirked, “His black army is wild
looking aren’t they, nice color.”

“Depends on your perspective
really, the same could be said about us in our blood red armor and
clothes. We make a pretty bold statement when we march into
somewhere. No Dagger, the clothes don’t make the army, now if you
knew their origins you’d think they were wild.” He smiled his
toothless purple grin and continued on walking.

I really didn’t want to know more, my
name is Dagger not Cast or Spell. I dislike magic; it has always
made me uncomfortable. Yet here I am, surrounded by it and the one
brother who felt as I did besides Cannon is now a conjurer, though
by no choice of his own.

We walked on in silence careful to take
a different route back through the woods, with Wormy drinking the
whole time. I was lost in thought and worry like usual. The walk
back seemed to be shorter than when we had departed.

We arrived a few hours later back at
the encampment to report the mission’s success to knight-captain
Iron who met us at the border of the camp outside. We stopped and I
told him what Wormy had done as he stood there proudly,
knight-captain Iron seemed to be genuinely impressed.

“Good job you two; we can
strike it from the books. Now on to bigger matters, such as why we
are here to begin with, firstly while Crusher and I planned during
your mission Norib came to us, he is with Crusher and the others
now in Crusher’s stone house. I knew you would be returning now so
I came here to wait for your return.”

“Any more news of
Earthshaker or the Abandoner?” Wormy asked knight-captain
Iron.

“No, no sign since the
attack. Not even a wizard sighting and I don’t like it.”

“What is the plan sir?” I
asked knight-captain Iron careful to be sure he was done speaking
before I did so. He looked at me,


“Let’s go back to Crusher’s
house; we can go over it there with everyone else.”

The stone house of the Crusher was only
fifty yards away, as we were walking the knight-captain turned to
Wormy and spoke with a smirk on his face.

“I would love to see the
look on the son of a bitch’s face from wherever it is you conjured
up that metal.”

I had forgotten, Wormy’s metal had to
come from somewhere according to Cast, it was no created
illusion.

“Poor bastard probably
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