War in the North Continues

As replacement troops and supplies filtered into his camp, Lord Devron paced.  He had won this facility, the foe had been vanquished, his army, though wounded, would recover, but what now?  Not far away the city of Ifor Thul was under attack.  He had left Duke Ulik-Nor in command of a large army there, large enough in fact that he thought the Jade Elves would never be foolish enough to attack.  But either he had underestimated their brashness, they had a far more powerful army than his scouts reported, or they were simply fools.  He had never known elves to be fools, so this attack was something to ponder.  If only he was in Duke Ulik-Nor’s place to lead his people in the defense of their homeland, the safety of his kingdom may well rest on the outcome of this battle, and here he was in a foreign land.  Lord Devron slammed his fist on the stone wall of the captured Devout watchtower in furry and resumed his endless pacing.

Ambushed!

Achilles jumped to the side just as an arrow whistled past his and thudded deep into a rotted tree truck.  Whirling and going down to a knee, the Repulsar Knight’s eye could not believe what he saw.  A few quick glances around showed him the truth of their predicament, they where about to be surrounded by a huge legion of horrible creatures that appeared to be straight from the planes of hell.

Vaulting to his feet, he raced the hundred and fifty yards to Agamemnon, his commander, yelling for the sub commanders to reverse their advance.  Upon reaching Agamemnon, Achilles informed him of the coming ambush even before he could catch his breath.  He ended his report with an estimation that the enemy had the field advantage and outnumbered their own force by about half again.  The concern on Agamemnon’s face quickly changed to concentration as his eyes became unfocused and he searched the timelines to find what he needed.

“This way!” he commanded pointing to the army’s right. His powerful voice carried easily across the field to every ear of his entire army.  “Quickly!!”

The organization of the firstborn army, and the powers of their leader was all that saved them.  The enemy army had not yet completely closed the circle and could not react fast enough to the sudden shift in the armies movement.

The army broke from the ancient ruins of the cairn and double timed for over and hour.  They finally slowed when the cairn was no longer in sight, and there was no pursuit in evidence.  When they slowed their pace, Achilles appeared at the side of his commander and wordlessly looked at his.  Without turning, Agamemnon said in a voice meant only for his second in command’s ears. “We were lucky today my friend.”  Then he turned and looked Achilles in the eye, “Let us get more men and then take luck out of the equation.”

Achilles wordlessly nodded and looked back in the direction of the cairn.  All he could wonder was what in the name of the One King where those things, and could they defeat them even with more men?

