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Reference


Limbo- From the book of Inferno by Dante

Virgil- Publius Vergilius Maro (also known by
the Anglicised forms of his name as Virgil or
Vergil) (October 15, 70 BC – September 21, 19 BC)
was a classical Roman poet, best
known for three major works—the Eclogues (or
Bucolics), the Georgics, and the
Aeneid—although
several minor poems
are also attributed to him. Virgil came to be regarded as one of
Rome's greatest poets. His Aeneid can be considered a
national
epic of Rome and has been extremely popular from its
publication to the present day. His work has influenced Western
literature. His epic, the Aeneid, had followed the
literary model of Homer's epic poems
Iliad and Odyssey.

Dante- Durante degli Alighieri (May/June c.1265
– September 14, 1321), commonly known as Dante,
was a major Italian poet of the
Middle Ages.
His Divine
Comedy, originally called Commedia and later
called Divina by Boccaccio, is
considered the greatest literary work composed in the Italian
language and a masterpiece of world literature. In Italy
he is known as "the Supreme Poet" (il Sommo Poeta) or just
il Poeta. Dante, Petrarch, and Boccaccio are also
known as "the three fountains" or "the three crowns". Dante is also
called the "Father of the Italian language".










Part 1

Old wounds, new friends








Chapter 1 An
unsettling reality and eyeball hore'dorves


… "The hell I'm not dead," shouted Greth at the tired
shells of forgotten soul, ""Yeah I'll admit I have one hell of a
hangover but dead, thats to an extreme."

"Well your not dead persay," commented Greth's guide to 'dead
life', " If you are anything you are Undead like the rest
of us."

"So you want me to think I'm some kind of zombie crap like from
a movie? Then why am I not eating rats or something?"

"Because smartass," shouted a WWI soldier who was feeding a
maggot himself," You were eating everything in sight before half
your brain rotted away for the magic to give you back your thinking
thing or whatever happens to you at that time."

"Smith, I told you to cool it before I take your other arm and
give it to another fresh one," threatened the guide. Back in the
late 1930's the WWI soldier, Smith, had gotten into a fight about
issue involving the war with Virgil*, the guide. After a broken
coffin and the whole tomb getting pissed off, Virgle ripped his
good, not as rotten, arm off and fed it to a new "tomb
mate." 

Greth chuckled at the two who bitched back and forth about dumb
things like tosters and ink ect, reasoning to himself that the
explanation for the deadish people around him was because of the
boose and drugs he took last night.

After an hour of bickering and fighting back and forth, Virgle
yelled out,"Greth, if you truly believe your not dead, then then
look at your chest. Explain to me how a living man can survive with
half his chest blown away." With a right hook to smith's face and a
jaw swirling in the air, Greth looked down to realised that the man
was right, he did have a hole in his chest. At the looks of it, the
hole looked as if it was caused from a shotgun or a gattling
gun.

Images of war, boose, drugs, sex, and people rushed back to him.
He realised that his "last night" was really the past 5 years of
his live and his real last night was waking up in a prison
camp and being executed with three shells from a 12-gauge
shotgun.

Screaming from the revelation that had shown its ugly self,
Greth ran from the group of undead corpes into a small walkway and
to the far side of it was what looked to be an exit. Panicked, he
ran strait for it untell he smashed himself into a figure that
apeared infront of the opening. With fear, Greth peered up at the
gaint figure's face to regret ever looking. For its face was
nothing but bone. It raised its hand and pointed back at him and
commanded in a wistful voice," Go back to your place of rest.
Your acursed soul is not allowed to leave untell it is
permitted." With that, Greth fell to the floor and
wept.











Chapter 2
Explanations and toad flavored rat


"Virgil," began Greth in a shaky voice," where am I and how did
I get here, being an… " his voice waivered and trailed off.

"I know. It is hard to exept that your soul is damned to a place
where not even the ring of Limbo* will exept us." Virgil paused
before continuing," I was rejected from Limbo because I guided
Dante* through hell, Lusipher didn't like that." Virgle stopped
remembering things from his past live.

Smith picked up where Virgle left off, " As to where you are,
you are in the tomb of exile. Everyone here has done something to
piss someone off, because it's one hell of a long way to get here."
Smith boasted himself as if he had done the world a great honor. "
I got here because I sold my wife fro prostitution so I could get
some more bullets."

Greth stopped listening after that and started looking around
the old crypt. The air was foggy and looked moist, he couldn't feel
the air for his nerves were rotten. The ground was dirt and nothing
more. The walls were made of an ancient stone for the wear on the
stone was at least 1,000 year old. The stone was also stained with
blood, both new and old. Corpses of half-eaten rats, mice, and
other figures littered the floor around him.

Greth now focused on who was in the tomb instead of what was in
it. He see that besides the natives that resided here, rats,
spiders ect, that there was a total of 22 rotting characters that
"deadened" the room up including him. the first two that was
notable was Virgle and Smith fighting eachother again, Virgle was
winning. The next two were small nimble figures that had always
carryed a sewing kit. They went around, going from person to
person, offering to stich up an arm, leg, or any more "personal"
apendege that was needed. The next were five armored bodys. To the
looks of it they were romans who died in battle. The other 12
looked like normal people who just happened to piss the wrong guy
off.

To himself he thought he needed to get out…

 

 










Chapter 3
Preperation and fried maggots


… "If your going, I'm coming too," stated Smith, " I can't
'unlive' another day in this dump with this italian peice of… "
with that a blure of metal and rotten flesh surrounded Smith and
came into focus. For the first time, Greth saw the
Romans move or even interact fro that matter.

These romans had snarles on their mouths and their corroded
teeth shown. They showed death in their eyes, showing that
not even death could stop them from finishing what they were
ordered. With spear in hand and pointing at Smith's neck they
roared in unison, "YOU WILL RESPECT MASTER VIRGLE," inching ever
closer towards their target,"HE IS A GUARDIAN OF THE CRYPT. HE WILL
BE RESPECTED." With that they turned away from Smith and when back
to looking like stone figures.

Smith stared at the air where the soldiers just stood moments
ago. After a couple of minutes Smith looked at Greth and whimpered,
"shall we get packing, I really want to leave now." With a grunt
and a dismissive gesture, Greth ignored Smith's panicing desires.
He did though start asking around about the supplies he would need
to escape and survive on the outside world in his current
"condition." The first people he asked were the sewers for a spool
of yarn and a needle. The sewers colaberated on what they should
give him and decided to give him what he wanted. They also showed
him to skills in the "art" of patching up faces and sewing back
arms.

The second set of people he met were the romans. Before he could
even ask, they surrounded him. One of them took off all of his
armor and tossed it to him. The others closed in on him and started
to dress in the bronzed metal protection. Before he could even
protest, they encased him in the breastplate, shoved the helmet on,
and slapped on the gleaves, gauntlets, and boots.

With little to no warning, one naked one tossed Greth his spear
and attacked. With Greth panicing he dropped the spear and tryed to
run, but the half-ton armor dragged him to a stand still. The roman
jumped onto his back and seperated his head from his neck. Greth
felt no pain. What he did fell was the pain of undeath. With a
warcry from the victor, the sewers scrambled in and quickly patched
his head back to the rest of him mass.

Greth jumped up and ran strait for the roman. Used the inursa
from him total mass he smashed in to him, breaking five ribs,
snapping 13 bones and causing a couple sewers to through down their
kit and get out a nail and hammer.

Before he could do any more damage to his attacker Virgle
stepped in and stopped the meyham. With Greth still trying to tear
out the throut of his victim Virgle shouted to him, " Greth stop.
You dont know what your doing to him and yourself."

"I know exactly what I'm doing," spat Greth," I'm killing the
asshole who tried to kill me!" With a grunt of humor from an
armored roman closest to him, Greth swung him armored fist at his
mocker. The fist impacted with the rock wall and an ancient rotting
hand thrusted up into his throut, his herrasser growled at him in
anger, " You are not ready to face what lies beound these tombs. We
are training you in a the way of the roman militia."

With that the roman dropped Greth and picked up the peices of
his injured comrade. The sewers, seeing that the violence was over,
picked up their tools and when to work repairing the damage as best
they can. Bones snapped into place with a crack, thread flying to
and frough while nails and hammer reinforced broken limbs. Soon
they removed Greth's armor and put it back on their patient and
nailed it into his stitch flesh.

Greth went on to others for help and found some trappers who
teached him how to catch himself some meals. When Greth asked why
he would need with skill when he didn't even need to eat,
the trappers chuckled and answered, " it's called luxery." These
skills where practiced and learned over the course of a year.










Part 2

Old Friends, New Taste








Chapter 4
Escape and flesh on rye


… "Let me through you ancient beast," yelled Greth in a prideful
somber," You will let me through or I will cut you down!"

"Hahahahaha, you think you can cut through me? I am the essence
of death, besides I have been sent to let you pass
through," the guardian distainful tone," You have been chosen to
die in the outside world of humanity. You will die in a the baren
land of the void that humanity once had claim to. Now begone, I
don't feel like wasting time with you." With that Greth jumped into
the air and tried to tackle him, but was quickly discarded by the
guardian with a swift back hand from his bone arm.


                              
*                        
*                          
*

 

"Thanks for patching my face back guys," commented Greth in a
thankful voice, "your 'art' is very useful." With a blur of sissors
and needles they finished up.
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