Battle of Castle Arms

by

Sebastian LaMontagne

1
  In Castle Arms a meeting of elders was taking place. Castle Arms was inhabited by the legendary Thunder Paw Patrol, which had taken up residence after the Javelin Patrol had been defeated by lizard raiders. The oldest of the elders, a creaky old male gray squirrel, who looked remarkably like a raisin, stood and began to speak.
  “I am sure that you all know why we are here. But just in case some of us have forgotten, we are here to discuss Dark Hold and its motley army of former raiders, if I can remember correctly.’

 “Aye sir, that’s right,” said a small and bony squirrel by the name of Rockfelt Hiberting.

 “Yes, that’s it,” said the raisin-like elder. “Those former raiders are planning something big and I think we should advise the younger creatures of this patrol to do something about it.”

The creatures of Dark Hold were not the only ones planning something. 
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  A division of the Lightning Spear Patrol leapt through the branches following the larger group of skirmishers. As were all of the Disruption Fighting Patrols, the Lightning Spear Patrol was made up of red squirrels entirely. The Lightning Spear Patrol numbered 1,000. 

  Nettle Redbrush unslung his sturdy steel-headed spear, which he called snake, and settled down in the branches of a large ash tree with the thirteen others of his division. 

  “Attack Lightning speaaaars!” roared Captain Phinias.

  The division leapt from the trees at the fifteen skirmishers from Skirmish Castle.

  All of the fifteen skirmishers were red foxes armed literally to the teeth with sharp steel reinforcements on their fangs. Nettle dashed over to the prisoner whom he had been ordered to release while the rest of the division dealt with the foxes. The prisoner came from the town Greengates, a young mouse by the name of Snip. A vixen leapt in front of Nettle and swung her finely crafted steel rapier at Nettle’s head. 

Nettle parried the blow and struck at the vixen only to have his arm jarred painfully when she raised her shield and caught the thrust on its highly polished surface. While the vixen still had her shield held in front of her, Nettle leapt over her head and landed neatly on the ground behind her. Nettle hit the vixen over the head with his spear butt and she rolled over unconscious. Nettle leapt to the prisoner’s side and cut the little mouse free.

  “Run mouse, run,” said Nettle as a strong male fox attempted to cleave him in two. The mouse ran as Nettle blocked the fox’s strike. 

  “Retreat and regroup,” shouted Captain Phinias. The division ran back into the trees and watched the few remaining foxes retreat. 

Captain Phinias turned to Nettle, “Did you release the prisoner?”

“Yes sir.”

 “Frederick Bane is dead,” announced the captain to groans of dismay. 

“And now back to the mammoth oak,” he said, sniffing a little.
3
  The twin oaks Mammoth and Military were the size and shape of rather tall and straight mountains.  In the dining hall of Mammoth Oak, Nettle’s division celebrated their victory and mourned Frederick Bane’s death. Each division of the Lightning Spear Patrol had its own table and the same went for the other divisions of other patrols. 

                 ************************************

Dark Hold’s military numbered nine hundred, a tiny number compared to the millions of squirrels in the disruption fighting patrols, but still, their leader wanted to attack Castle Arms and its one thousand Thunderpaw Patrol squirrels.

Mack Migrim, the leader in question, knew that the attack would incur the wrath of the other patrols if he managed to pull it off and win, but he and his army of weasels would be inside Castle Arms and prepared to defend their prize by the time the other patrols heard about the siege.
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  All the rats, mice, squirrels, otters, moles, shrews, rabbits, hares, goodly ferrets, badgers and goodly cats were civil and good. Goodly meant that the sort of animal it described could be evil but chose to be good. Weasels, ferrets, foxes and cats were generally evil except for the ferrets and cats, and quite ruthless. It was the job of the Disruption Fighting Patrols (more commonly known as The Patrols) to fight the disruptive creatures, such as weasels and foxes, and protect the innocent creatures, such as mice and rats.

       **********************************************

  Nettle and his friend Willow dashed through the tunnels of Mammoth Oak, the young squirrel maid always in the lead. Willow burst through a door into the upper branches with Nettle right behind her. Captain Phinias turned and said, “Welcome my young friends and thank you for heeding my call and coming quickly. The rest of the division has not yet arrived but when they do I will tell you all about our mission today.”

            *************************************

The foxes from Skirmish Castle held the villagers of Oakville captive in their meeting hall.

  “Go in and finish them off,” said Captain Darfang and nodded to the door of the meeting hall. The forty foxes obeyed and opened the door, raising their rapiers and preparing to enter.

  “Charge Lightning Speaarrs.” 

Twelve fierce red squirrels leapt from the trees, driving the foxes back. Ten remaining foxes entered the meeting hall hotly pursued by Nettle. A heavily scarred fox grabbed a rat and raised his dagger only to be struck down by Nettle. The eight remaining foxes surrounded him. Willow dashed into the meeting hall and saw that Nettle was surrounded.

  “Lightning Speaarr,” she roared and flung herself on the foxes, scattering them in all directions. The rest of the division entered the hall and drove the foxes out.

     **************************************

Mackgrim, Lord of Dark Hold was ready. The black on red flag of Dark Hold was flying in the paws of a weasel banner carrier. Black castle, red background. Mackgrim smiled, baring his carefully filed teeth and heaved a long sigh, 

“My plans have been carefully laid. The very earth beneath my feet is on my side.”
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  The army under the command of Mackigrim burst up through the tunnel and found the Thunderpaw Patrol ready and waiting. 

      *********************************************

“Alright matey, just saw away on this here tree a tiny bit more and this here tree will fall on that gate and crush it!” 

Three trees fell on the gate and part of the wall of Castle Arms crushing them. The two thousand weasels cheered and charged inside.

        *******************************************

The earth beneath Mackgrim’s paws had helped him, or the forgotten mole tunnel, to be exact. Mackgrim and the division that had accompanied him into the tunnel were soon joined by the two hundred that had destroyed the gate.

           **************************************

  The division with captain Phinias in the lead was heading back to the Twin Oaks when they came in sight of Castle Arms and heard sounds of pitched battle coming from it.

  “We will go and help the Thunderpaw Patrol while Willow goes and fetches Captain Grub’s division of the Lightning Spear Patrol,” said Captain Phinias.

  The Dark Hold Army had the Thunderpaw Patrol trapped in the huge library of Castle Arms.

  “Set fire to the library,” said Mackgrim to one of his weasels.

  “Yes master,” said the weasel meekly and sped off to get a torch.

      *******************************************************

  Nettle and two others levered themselves through the high window and leaped onto one of the bookshelves to climb down into the crowded atmosphere below. Nettle and his two friends dropped to the floor to exclamations of joy from the prisoners. The three members of the Lightning Spear Patrol had held a rope, which was tied to a gargoyle outside of the window, as they descended the bookshelf. They now instructed the prisoners to climb up and lower the coiled ropes they would find down to the prisoners. Five squirrels quickly scaled the rope and lowered ten more down. The Thunderpaw Patrol hurried up the ropes. As the last squirrel disappeared from the window, footsteps sounded in the corridor. Nettle and his friends scurried up the rope as the lock clicked and the heavy stone door creaked open. Nettle leaped through the window after the Thunderpaw Patrol and his two friends.  

The weasel tossed the torch inside onto the shelf nearest the door and left the library without even looking around or shutting the door.

              *******************************************

  Captain Phinias and Captain Grub smelled smoke and called a retreat fighting their way out of the Castle Arms library.

  “They’re retreating, the fools,” laughed Mackgrim as the two divisions of the Lightning Spear Patrol fled the castle.

        **********************************************

  The two divisions of the Lightning Spear Patrol and the Thunderpaw Patrol watched Castle Arms crumble into the ground as the flames reared high and made the sunset appear as if it were made of flame flickering in the darkening sky. The weasels had gone with their prize and they would never see the sunset of flame or any other ever again. 

Epilogue

The new castle arms had been finished fifty years after the burning of the old one. 

The new castle was made of white marble with windows of cut crystal and peace seemed to emanate from its stones.

The thunder paw patrol had gone to man and repair the old and neglected

fort dune which rested in the desert of fallen sea, leaving castle arms to the peace patrol.

The new ruler of the castle was gribe the squirrel, a fiar and just. The patrols were all made of squirrel warriors and always had been. 

The Skirmisher Lord of Skirmisher Castle was nearly ready. The wily old fox had sent a ship down Oak River and to the sea to find an old raider friend of the lord who had a crew of five hundred and might be willing to help lord his cause.

                           ***************************************

The otters watched from the walls of their riverside village as the dark, triple-masted vessel skimmed down the river like some sleek, black serpent. A war like none other would soon begin and the otter might just be a contributing force to the armies of good.

                        ******************************************

A division of the War Hammer Patrol leaped through the trees alongside a division of the Lightning Spear Patrol. The Lightning Spear Patrol was lead by the young captain Brushtail. Brushtail and the captain of the War Hammer Division halted and peered down at the one hundred foxes marching below them.

                     ********************************************

The assassin slipped into the room of the Lord of the Dark Castle and ruler of an enormous well-trained army of weasels, an army the Lord of Skirmish Castle intended to command.

                   *******************************************

The ruler of Fort Dune was not dead as all had thought. No, he was colorless, ancient beyond belief, evil and sickeningly cruel, but he was not alive, nor could he be called dead.  He was scarred and worn by the ages and impossible to be recognized as the great evil fox King Goldensword. When the patrol had shown up and attempted to fix his fort, he had picked them off one by one as he did to the raiders who dared spend a night in his fort. He licked his colorless lips; the patrol squirrels, all of whom had been red squirrels, had tasted so much better than the raiders usually did.  Goldensword did not even remember his name or what sort of animal he had been. Had? Yes, he was not any sort of animal any longer, just a translucent body that should have died long ago had life not clung so cruelly to him. And how had life clung to him so long? Because of the work of evil. His life had not gone and found a new body but had become ground into him by his dark ways. Oh yes, and his dark ways were not about to end. He had big plans. 

