Brigida’s Quest

Creepy! That’s what he was. Dressed creepy, smelled creepy, and he definitely looked creepy. So why didn’t I brush him aside? Well it was a creepy night complete with a creepy storm that pushed me into that Norwegian pub. . . and I was in the mood to be creeped.

“. . . and for the price of a grog or two I’ll tell you a terrible tale to while away the storm. Be warned. There are spooks and a curse.”

It sounds crazy but no sooner had he said that when a brilliant flash and clap of thunder rocked the building. That Flash highlighted the side of his face. At the sight only the ferocity of the storm kept me from bolting.

To calm my nerves I ordered a stronger drink. . . and refilled his cup . . . of . . .er . . . “grog”.

“Okay old man, tell me.”

He grunted, and chug-a-luggeded his cup. A cup, by the way, that he’d pull out of his bedraggled coat. A cup that echoed his own beat up face. 

“Brigida, was her name, aye, bigger, meaner, and uglier than the rest of a nasty bunch. I’m ashamed to say I was one of them. For a time we terrorized the uplands, roaming where we will, taking what we wanted until this old hag showed up and filled Brigida with nonsense.

“There’s a magic sword what gives immortality to them what bears it.” There was more but Brigida heard only the first part.

So Brigida went for the magic sword. The rest of the idiots trailed along even though each of us felt a sense of forbodeing.

It took us two weeks to find the tomb. We camped and waited a week more for the dark of a new moon as legend directed. Funny thing, the minute we started to enter the Hag what guided us there went crazy.

“No, you can’t.” The hag screeched trying to block our way.

Brigida swatted the frail creature aside. This after all it was her quest.

“Nooo. . . Don’t go in there, tis cursed.”

But of course we did. And I swear as I passed the old crone she was cackling,

“Fools it were my duty ta warn ya now it’s on yer heads.”

To get in we descended a steep stairway barely wide enough for one. Fire pots at the bottom, once lit off revealed a large room with a sunken portion in the middle of which rested a stone crypt.

Wasting not time, all of us muscled the lid aside. 

Now things got weird. Inside a glowing greenish mist lit the interior. Atop a mummified corpse, lay the most magnificent weapon I ever saw. Weren’t no surprise, was Brigida what tried to snatched it from the coffin. But the grip of the thing aholtin' it were strong. While the woman worried the grip I looked real close to the creature with the death grip on the blade. It were armored in a style old and the raiment also looked to be at least for a thousand years past. And then there was the face. Hard to tell by the parchment like skin but I felt the look of a thing terrified. Suddenly, in the glow of the green mist I swear eyes turned in their dead sockets and looked at me while the skin tore letting the teeth and bones below now grin up at us as though it’s agony was soon over.

Of  a sudden Brigida grabbed a holt of a war hammer and smashed the bones a grippin' the sword. With the breaking of the grip the whole of the corpse just crumpled to bits and pieces. It all happen so fast the rest o us jest gaped while Brigida, ignoring all else, scooped up the prize. There she stood looking at the blade, caressing it. All golden was the handle and guard with sparkling stones and the blade. ah the blade fair glowed bright steel. Along the blade were carved runes of olden days , mayhap telling of great battles. . . or of curses. But there was nary a hint of stain or rust on the gleaming blade. In fact there seemed to be a faint glow about the whole sword.

Brigida cooed as she danced about swishing the blade through the air. One of the lads reached for it but Brigida brushed him aside. Another demanded a turn with the sword. But Brigida ignored him. Another pushed and suddenly, before any of us could draw a blade she was upon us. I was the first to feel the bite of that sword but all too soon the rest lay dead or dying. Once the deed was done Brigida jumped up on the lid of the crypt and danced a jig. Then I remembered the rest of the legend. 
“To gain immortality the blade must be baptized in blood, and as long as you hold the blade you cannot die”
But there was more and as I lay there watching her obscene triumphant gesture, the mist of the coffin began boil up into a green fog. And in that fog something formed. Something terrible. 

I started to laugh. Not an easy thing to do with your guts spilling out around your hands.

The laugh drew Brigida’s attention.

“Why do you laugh dead man.” she sneered.

I smirked through pain gritted teeth. “Aye, it’s dead I am. Ya learnt the promise of the legend well”, all the while I watched the demon form behind that murderer, “but me thinks we all should have paid more attention to the curse part. Ya grabbed up the Blade and then baptized it and yourself in the blood of your comrades. Yes, gloat woman. . . Dance on the tomb of the dead. The sword grants immortality. You cannot die but very soon, I think, you will wish that were not true.”

“You fool I have the sword! “ She screamed raising her arms the blade flashing in the light of the firepots. “I have the blade and I am Immorta. . .”

In that instant the creature pounced freezing her. Only her face had time to contort to a rictus of pure terror, while her hands in a kind of reflex clasped the sword to her bosom much as we’d found it on the former owner.

Slowly at first then faster the beast receded, still clutching Brigida frozen in horrified triumph, disappearing into the subsiding mist, flowing back into the coffin. From the throttle of Brigida’s crow of triumph to the end the only sound I heard was the grating of the stone lid as it slid back into place.

“Yes,” I said aloud to the dead and dying. “Immortal. . .  But where?”

For long moments he sat there looking into his cup. 

“Wait a minute,” I finally broke the silence, “you said before you could draw your swords. . . When did this take place?”

“Oh,” He thought counting on his fingers for a long moment. “About a thousand years ago I think. Some times the years escape me.”

His matter of fact tone almost convinced me he believed the whole thing. Then I noticed something I should have seen from the beginning. The same storm that forced me into this tavern had sent him scurrying in right after me. Even though the warmth of the Pub had dried me somewhat he still looked as drenched as though a personal cloud still poured on him.

Zzzz, Bam! Another hit and I swear his eyes glowed. Static electricity made the hairs stand up on the back of my neck. Yeah right. Still, I tried to save my sanity.

“Okay, so you said everybody died yet here you sit telling me this story. You claim to have lived almost a thousand years?

“Hurrump”. . . The old man snorted, “I never said I lived. In fact I did die. . . . . .every time I went back.” 

I sat bolt upright. “Went back!!??

Outside the storm ebbed as in the dark corner of that booth he slowly faded, “Come back next All Hallows Eve for the rest of the story, after all even a ghost gets thirsty.”

