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The armies of Gen Disc had rode over the forces of PPR and none now remained who would fight openly. Peace had been settled and a time for rest was afforded to the weary soldiers. One in particular wandered the high hills of the land. 


In the mountainous regions of PPR, far from any town or village, stood a lone man. He looked down upon the green valleys and hills. The cool air mingled with the soft noon-day sun. Spring had arrived. 


Emanon watched a flock of birds fly away into the north. Their wings beat as one and they soared into the open air with freedom. A single feather found its way upon the wind and alighted at his feet. Emanon knelt down on the grassy knoll and plucked the feather from its resting place. He gazed at the crimson object with a thoughtful expression upon his weather-worn face. He slowly lifted his wrinkled hands into the air and let the swift wind blow the feather into the distance. Soon it was far beyond the reach of even his keen eyes. A sigh of boredom escaped his lungs. He slowly turned and started plodding back. 


But back to what? There was nothing left for him to accomplish here. The war with Unmod was going well enough, from all accounts. Either he would be summoned back to Ordiss and then be retired by Lord King DJP, or he would be stationed in PPR's highlands indefinitely. There seemed no other options. A puzzled look adorned his face. 


“Why am I still yet alive? My time as a soldier comes to a close, but I still live.” 

A sudden horn blew a shrill note across the land. The call of battle? Emanon grinned ever so slightly. 

“Perhaps the answer is before me even now.” 


Emanon quickened his pace. Twenty minutes, no more, and he would be back at the recently built outpost. He would soon know the cause of this sudden reprieve from peace. 


The camp was all astir with everyone coming and going, making urgent motions, and looking extremely busy. As Emanon reached the camp he soon realized that the commotion could not possibly be the result of an imminent threat or enemy. His men looked far too professional and orderly; wearing clean uniforms and going about their business as if they were working in a factory or warehouse. This was the highlands of PPR and there was no need for such behavior, especially in a time of battle. 


Another horn sounded and Emanon's eyes drew to the source. Standing there, in full regalia and majesty, was Lord General Bagel Fuzzynuts. He was mounted upon his spotless white stallion and cantered into camp. Emanon slowly walked up to him and saluted. 

“Greetings, General.” 

“Greetings Captain.” 

“What may this humble servant of the crown do for you?” 

“You and your men are being ordered to pull out.” 

Emanon had been expecting this for quite some time. Peace reigned now, there was little need for active garrisons. 

“Am I to disband then?” 

The general looked down upon him. As their eyes met, Emanon saw that Lord Bagel was visibly agitated and, if he was not quite mistaken, grieved. 

“No, you are to join my battalion and together we will march toward the border lands of Gen Disc and Unmod.” 

“For what purpose? Is the Unmod front proving too difficult for our forces to penetrate?” 

“In some regions yes, but even those could easily be subdued if we had ample time to lay siege upon them.” 

“You say 'could' general. May I inquire as to what is preventing that?” 

“There is a growing threat in the lands of NuMod. It is a force not allied with our enemies, yet it is most certainly no friend to us. It has proven much more dangerous to our cause than any concern of possible rebellion here in PPR. We will move out immediately. Ready your men.” 

“Yes sir.” 

With that, Emanon saluted and returned to his tent. He informed his men of the situation and made ready to depart. As his men left his tent, one plucky young officer turned and said: 

“Back to war, eh sir?” 

“Indeed.” 

The officer grinned at his commander and exited. 

Emanon gave a deep sigh. It was one of contentment. 

“Back to war and back to living.”
