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It seems so clichéd, when I think about it. An old, conquering soldier, writing his memoirs and trying to relive past glories and forget the fact he has a paunch and can barely see ten metres in front of him. I should consider myself lucky, I suppose. Not many soldiers live to write their memoirs. 

They mob me in the streets. The young boys want to be me. The young girls want to be with me. “Look! Look! It’s Lord Fuzzynuts, Conqueror of P’piar!” they’ll cry out, if I ever expose myself to the public gaze. They think I am larger than life, you see, when all I did was point in the right directions for the men under me to march there and die for their country. 

So they’ll all expect my memoirs to be epic. “How can it not be? He’s conquered almost all of OCR at some point in time!” 

Aye. But a man from the Letters once told me that an Epic starts innocently. A murder, a letter from an old friend… 

Or a casual invitation. 

“Bagel, dear friend, how does an adventure sound to you?” he’d said one day, having invited me into his study. King DJP was sitting at his desk, signing construction contracts. Light shone in from the window behind him, where laid out in perfect geometric perfection was the Capital city of the greatest Kingdom in the lands. The sunlight reflected off the city. It was beautiful. 

The King is a busy man. He spends his days conferring with architects and builders, lawyers and accountants, businessmen and town planners. His study table was overfilling with papers outlining plans to expand the capital, to create post roads for Jendisc, to start missionary work on the outskirts of the Badlands. 

“Sir?” I’d answered, confused. 

King DJP smiled, and signed his name off on another royal construction contract. “An adventure, Bagel!” he’d repeated, looking back up at me. “It’s a time of change, and I intend Jendisc to come out on top.” 

“Indeed, sir. The Principality had a coup again just recently.” 

“Don’t they always. Anyway, on that point, I’ve come across a scroll. A most interesting scroll…” he fished in his mountain of documents that he had on a desk, and triumphantly brought one out. “A group of sell swords begged for an audience with me after crossing the border from the Principality, and after reading this, I can see why.” 

He proffered the scroll to me and I took it. The script was old, almost archaic. 

“I can’t make head or tail of it, sir,” I’d said, truthfully. Certainly, I could read and write, but the ancient text had rules of grammar I had never learnt and words I would never want to know the meanings of. 

“Not to worry, that’s only peripheral to what I’m going to ask you to do.” The King folded his hands into his lap and sat back on his chair, looking thoughtfully down at the scroll. “The man who brought this to me… he has a friend, stuck in P’piar.” 

“Sir?” 

“Your adventure, if you choose to take it, Lord General,” the King continued, “Is to take a raiding party and go find him.” He looked up at me, met my eyes. “They’re probably torturing him as we speak.” 

“Sir, you realize that this will be interpreted as an act of war.” 

“Of course,” he replied, and a sudden glint of something unpleasant came across his eyes. “But then, according to one of the sell swords, the Principality is already preparing for it.” He looked down at the scroll, then across to some other papers. “They burnt another border village today. A “police action,” as their ambassador told me.” 

Some sort of manic anger flashed across the King’s face momentarily. “They raped all the women and children and forced the men to watch. And then they cut all the tongues of the survivors out and sent them here. HERE, Lord General! I will NOT have some trumped up barbarian slaughter my people and send them to my city to mock me! ME, Bagel, the King of Jendisc!” 

He seemed to quiet down a little, although I noticed his knuckles had gone white. 

“Trust me, old friend, if I combine what I know about that and the contents of this scroll, I would not hesitate to raise an army against that upstart Grand Prince and I would not hesitate to lay that pathetic excuse of a kingdom to waste.” 

His face softened, and a little of the gentle mirth that usually came across his countenance was back. “You’re my best man, Bagel,” he said. “So are you up for it?” 

“As you wish, sir,” I’d said, and bowed, and I took my leave. Had I the fortune of foresight, I could not have imagined what would happen; the sheer perversity of fate that wound us all into its weave and spat us out again, unwitting pawns to the whims of destiny. I wouldn’t have agreed to rescue that unknown prisoner if I’d known. 

And that was how the Unification Wars started. 
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