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Treat the Jeweler

 


I was scared, wanting to die quickly
scared. My whole body dripped sweat and tingled, my wiener, for
what it’s worth disappeared. I had to take an enormous shit and I
couldn’t breathe. My stomach was in the worst knots of anxiety I
have ever felt. The word was there was a guy asking around looking
for me in the merchant area and around my shop, someone named
Dagger. Rumor had it he was ghost legion, what else could he be
with a name like Dagger? He had been looking for me and how he had
found me. There was no way out of the tavern without him or one of
his brothers in red always with him noticing me. What could he want
with me? I’m a simple town jeweler, maybe a few deals here and
there but nothing to warrant attracting their devious attention. I
had been able to dodge him and his companions for a couple days,
suppose I was just delaying the inevitable due to the fear. I mean
Gods damnit! The ghost legion, this far north! I know them, I
remember them from long ago when they seemed to be everywhere as a
child. Back then, at least they tried to keep some honor, now they
sound from what I hear, like nothing more than murdering thieves. I
had said so to a fellow in the tavern just the other night and now
that I see Dagger’s face in the day and uncovered in his red armor
I can tell the man I told that too was him! How could it get
worse?

“Well Treat, no way out of
this now,” I said to myself looking in the mirror calming myself,
straightening my hair. If the ghost legion is going to kill me, I
might as well look my best. I stepped out and greeted them; I knew
they could tell I was terrified.

“Good evening gentlemen, I
have heard you may require my services?” I said scared so badly I
no longer knew if I was awake or dreaming.

“You’re the one called
Treat?” Dagger spoke, I knew it was the man from the bar the other
night. He was big, though not too big, muscled and lean. You could
tell he was aging; this was a hard man who had led a hard life
seeing real misery and horror on a grand scale. This was not a man
to be trifled with. Same for his companions, though they wore the
same blood red clothing and armor their appearances could not have
been more different. I decided after seeing these people closer it
would be best to play it straight.

“You are the jeweler of this
merchant camp?” He asked, staring flatly without emotion through
scars on his face.

“Yes sir, that’s right. I
am.”

“We are on our way to Glory;
there are strange events underway in the world. Those we may not
understand, those you may not understand.”

A look of empathy briefly came over his
face as he pulled a blade from his back; I thought I was a dead
man. Instead he asked a question,

“Can we go to more private
quarters? I have matters concerning jewels to discuss with you and
I understand you possess a great deal of knowledge about historical
weapons and their jewelry.”

“You know a great deal of me
it would seem sir, that you have me at a disadvantage, I don’t even
know your name.” I replied, badly bluffing. I don’t know why, but I
had to try to lie, it was just in me. He smiled,

“You know a great deal more
than you say Treat, please, let’s go to your shop to speak
privately.”

I did not like the way my name sounded
coming out of his mouth. I still had a feeling I was going to be
killed by them any second. I am no fool; they are going to gain my
confidence to kill me, but why? I led them to the backroom of my
shop, his two companions waited outside while Dagger sat down
across the table from me. He showed the blade to me
again.

“Please examine this
closely,” he said to me calmly laying it on the table.

“Very well,” I replied
picking it up. I guess I had been too scared to notice before but
this blade, this was the blade, the key!

“Key to what?” Dagger asked,
his dead eyes piercing me.

“Did I just say that out
loud? Well damn, it’s the key to the tower of the
forgotten.”

Dagger’s eyes widened for a second, and
then he regained his poker face.

“Why are you showing me
this? You know what it is.” I asked him.

“For what you just told me,
confirmation,” he replied taking the blade back. “That and to ask
news of Glory or any other strange happenings you may have
seen.”

He laid two gold pieces on the table.
My greed got the better of me, I spilled my guts to him. Like I
said, he scared me.

“Glory fights for its life,
some say it has fallen to the abandoner and his wizards, others say
Norib the dwarf warlord of Glory fights on in defense. Though it’s
all rumors, no one has been up that far we all fled south first
sign of trouble and we move our camp as necessary. I did not
however expect the ghost legion to show up.”

“You will see another much
larger army move through here a day or two after we leave. Thank
you for the information Treat. Now I know the true purpose of this
blade, I had my suspicions, thanks for the confirmation, now you
die!”

I jumped and Dagger laughed. He grinned
evilly the bastard,

“Just kidding Treat, we
don’t kill everyone you know.” Dagger said as he laid another gold
piece on my table.

“Three gold pieces for some
information? Why pick me for information Dagger?” I asked
him.

“Why not you Treat? You had
the information. Don’t sell yourself short jeweler,” he
replied.

With that he and his brothers were
gone, my fear subsided. All that time, I thought I was a goner and
he only wanted some information. I felt a newfound confidence in me
as the door closed behind Dagger.

 


The Ghost Legion:
Dagger

 


I was thinking it over on my way
towards the camp entrance, so as it turns out we don’t need to go
all the way to Nalpore to find our benefactor it was Norib all
along and he rules Glory now. He had been floating between the two
for years, fate is a fickle bitch.

“Well? What did the jeweler
say?”

It was Wormy, he was waiting for me. He
wanted to know more about Glory and Norib than about some ancient
blade, even after what happened before with Violator. A spell
reversal weapon is not that uncommon, thought they usually require
some kind of magical ability to use. I spoke,

“He’s not sure, if that
guard sent us straight and he truly is the camp gossip as well as
jeweler that is. He said Glory might be overrun by one of the
forgotten wizards or Norib could still be fighting, he’s heard it
both ways.”

“And that old knife?” He
pointed at me, right where I keep the blade we got from
Slice.

I winked, “Might come in handy yet,
let’s move.”

Wormy smiled his hideous grin; we
turned to leave this merchant camp. I had been up and down this
place after knight-captain Iron was told about a jeweler who
specializes in ancient weapons. Knight-captain Iron did not reveal
where he got this information, I just went along with his story
that it was a tip from one of the guards outside the merchant area.
We all did, besides what are you going to do about it? Question the
leader of the outfit? So Cast and Cannon came with me looking for
this jeweler named Treat. It took us a few days, precious days
Norib could use us closer to Glory if was indeed still alive. I
hoped knight-captain Iron knew what he was doing delaying here.
Treat’s information didn’t seem too important, I’m sure we would
have figured out its use in the end. But the knight-captain Iron
has never been wrong, not as long as I’ve been a brother anyway. We
eventually tracked and trapped Treat in a small tavern, Wormy came
in near the camp entrance after I left as a nice surprise. Cannon
and Cast were completely silent during the entire time we were in
the camp, knight-captain Iron’s orders, must have sensed
something.

Leaving the merchant camp the four of
us were stopped by a dozen armed mercenaries just outside the camp
borders, definitely not official guards. There were always thieves
and bandits hanging around these merchant encampments. They could
be a gold mine for the right scheme; these twelve though I don’t
think are headed for success. It started raining again.

“Gods damnit Dagger!” Wormy
shot me a look of hot fire, I love it.

“Can’t you just conjure up
some sunshine for us Wormy; since you’re just such a special little
ray of it yourself?” I asked sarcastically as I crossed my arms,
damn rain.

“You know it doesn’t work
that way you bastard.” He scowled, old purple faced Wormy. How old
is Wormy? Who the hell knows?

“No but things can be
rearranged,” Cast said as she created some sort of shield over only
our heads, it was completely clear, no rain touched us. The bandits
and everything around us were still getting a good soak.

“I’ll drink to that,” Wormy
said taking a pull of his flask, which is now always full with his
conjuring.

“I don’t mind the rain
anymore,” Cannon grumbled leveling his icy stare on the dozen
guards before us as he removed biter from his back and took it into
his large, calloused hands.

“Oh that’s not going to be
necessary Cannon; you would make a huge mess and waste time we
desperately need to make up.” Cast snapped as she lifted both hands
and spoke words in a language I had never heard before. Guttural
like goblin speech but there was no ugliness to it, very
interesting. After she finished speaking all twelve guards
collapsed in their respective places immediately. They looked like
puppets with their strings cut.

“Ha! Good, I didn’t feel
like hearing their mouths anyway,” Wormy said as we took each ones
gold pouch and continued on our way back to the outfit to keep
moving north to the city of Glory and a hopefully still alive
Norib.

“I guess its true then,” I
said outloud.

“What’s true?” Cannon
asked

“I disguised myself to get
information from the jeweler Treat one night and he said the ghost
legion used to have honor, now we’re murderers and
thieves.”

“And you let him live after
saying that?” Wormy asked I suspect only half jokingly.

“No Dagger, we used to have
hundreds of thousands of brothers and unlimited financial
resources,” Caster spoke up in a deadly serious tone, I knew outfit
history, but only a few hundred years back. I decided to
ask,

“What happened?”

“The war of the tower of the
forgotten happened, changed the world. You think we just opened a
door and asked them to remain inside please?” Cast looked at me
sideways, what she spoke of was thousands and thousands of years
ago, she was there. I just don’t question our sorcerers
anymore.

“So when you hear those
speak who know nothing but self preservation, pay no heed, a
murderer or a thief depends on your perspective in life, you of all
people know that Dagger. Cast said while looking at me.

“Yeah…I just…”

“The good old days don’t
exist Dagger, nostalgia is misplaced. The here and now is what
matters. The past is gone forever; we can build the brotherhood
again.”

She was right, self pity is useless and
beneath a brother of the outfit.

“You’re right, as always
Cast, and yes we will rebuild. Starting with Glory.” I said looking
at her and I’ll be damned if I didn’t almost actually start to
believe it.

“Let’s rejoin the rest of
the outfit, no time to waste.” She said and we did with no time
wasted that’s for sure, we hauled.

The four of us caught up to them a few
miles up the road, they had already packed and begun moving
forward. Knight-captain Iron, always thinking, falling into
formation I rode up next to the knight-captain’s right
side.

“Did you find what we were
looking for?” He asked me, the knight-captain was more concerned in
the jeweler’s opinion regarding the old blade from Slice than any
gossip, the opposite of Wormy. Knight-captain Iron appeared to have
his own information on Glory and Norib already, he always sees so
far ahead of everyone else.

“The jeweler’s name was
Treat, he said the blade is the key to unlocking the forgotten
tower. I pretended like I knew what the hell he was talking
about.”

Knight-captain Iron looked at me
unsurprised and skeptical.

“We shall see, unlocking or
locking and in what manner remains



























































































































cover.jpg
The Ghost Legion
U LEYIVI: 0W {0
OV YOuT enemy






