We are born in death.

I come awake in pain, dagger dismissively plunged in my chest. Man before me already dead though, fountain of blood exploding from chest. It my first kill, I awake by this kill.

I kill. 

There nothing from before this, no memory who this human is. But I know things. I know what falling from me is dagger, I know weapon I pushed in him is sword. I know creature with dagger, this human, is a man, is an enemy. So I know I cannot stop to watch blood run from my blade. I know I must flee place if I want to keep life. 

I alive. I am alive.

Despite wounds I stand, for I strong. I not care where dagger plunged into me, for I am strong. I have many wounds already, for I am… 

I feel terror. I am alone. Wounds are from many enemy. I run.
The green behind me is trees. I know I not like trees. But I need to flee this place. I not know why this man my enemy. I not know why I have enemy. I know not how many enemy I have. How many alive. But I have enemy, and they wound me. So I rush through the leaves, not seeing where I go but not caring. I know not to stay in that place where I kill human if I am alone. If I am hunted.  

I feel hunted. I feel scared. I cannot see in trees.

 Soon I emerge, I burst out of forest. My breath is no longer ragged: I strong, only in battle do I exert myself. 

I fight. But not alone. They hurt you if alone.

I notice sounds now, now I free of trees. My body already heads towards sounds before I think why. There is muffled clatter of sword and screams of human and snarl of voices - voices like mine.

I not alone!

Sound is faint, but I know means they close. My kind. I look around, at nearness and distance as I run. Looking. Distance moves interestingly, bumps interestingly. These are mountains: something in me stirs. I would like to go towards them, lose myself in them. But not to be; I am too drawn to my kind. 

I am alone. They hurt me when I alone. For I have hurt them.

Mountains pretty but that nothing to me. Mountains might be home then, but home not a comfort. Purpose, that would be comfort. A why. Why I hurt people? For fear still prickle me. Enemy could be around and I know not why they my enemy. I look to nearness instead, looking for my kind, for my…not enemy. And that is when, for a moment, I see man again, the man I kill. For a moment fear grips me, a wrong, powerful feeling. My blood chills for second - is it ghost? I think and I summon this ghost? 

Why did I hurt him?

My head is turned the wrong way. It happen so fast. I not find my kind. I find other enemy - or he has found me. While I thinking. While I distracted. While I conjuring ghosts like bad wizard do. 

Thoughts are bad. They hurt you when you think! 

There is more blood; I fear mine. But I realise it red like earlier. Not me. I have struck good blow! On instinct, even as man tries to wrestle me, I strike good blow. 

I strong! I strong when I fight! 

I feel no fear, even as he stab me. I have wounds already; I do not notice his blows. No more than earlier. No, instead I feel new feeling - soothing not thinking. 

Bloodlust! 

We continue to wrestle. His sword far from his grasp; he tries to use dagger as man before did. I look at it without care, then see it not like dagger man use earlier - it is dagger other man use earlier! 

I only meet two humans since I wake, and while I know human seem all same, I know these two human are more same than normal. And now this man has dagger of other, taken it to attack me. I know not what this means, why it matter, just as I know not why he fight with such fury. I just know it matter.

Bloodlust! It all matters, but I not care. The fight is all!. 

We wrestle longer. The man must know dagger not affect me much, rolls for his sword. I eager for the kill, all fear forgotten, all thought moved away. This must be how my kind lives. It feels right.  

Kill. Fight. Enemy not enemy if enemy dead. Why not important. 

I almost have him, there is more red. But then he push me away off of himself with not human strength. 

He is strong! 

Perhaps humans get stronger when they near death? Or when they this angry? Perhaps humans get this strong because of dead other man. This man stands and holds out sword, it quivers in his hand with fury. Time moves. But even as I wonder what to do, sense of…pleasure…build in me. I find I laughing, anticipation building. My body already knows, hears, feels, what my mind suddenly think. I not alone!
Alone I vulnerable. But I not alone. Man strong as I strong. But we always stronger. 

I nod to self inside. Bloodlust making me want to attack man, but I move away. Let this human follow, for the I who are we shall kill him, shall kill them all. I run back laughing and he chase me, heedless of noise getting louder and louder. He trip and stumble. I run with purpose, not fear. 

I have purpose. I just not know what it is  yet. 

Human and me finally come to village, human village. Some part of me knows, knows it burning. Kill. Fight.  This is place for it. That is all. The bloodlust calls...

I finally see those like me. I know they like me. They have my arms. They have my legs. Even though I not see my face, not even in the time before I wake up, I know this what I look like. 

They are me. I am them.

I look. I look at what they do. Slaughter all around. I not even see my tormentor now, lost in crowd. For a moment I confused - I feel empty. Bloodlust, the pleasing not thinking, is gone now my enemy gone from view. I am whole with my kind, but now I thinking. It set me apart, I know. 

I am them, they are me. 

Helpless humans looking defeated all around. My body already know what to do, moves towards closest one. On way I see my tormentor now, across the village. He forced to his knees. He crying in frustration and staring at me in terror realising I have led him to trap. But I feel nothing. I care not for him now, what is past is past. Images try to haunt my mind, but my body know what to do, how to join with my kind. I come to new target, poor wretch crying in agony, near death. I feel nothing for him, but I need distraction and my body already knows what to do. The moment I attack him, I summon bloodlust again. The soothing not thinking. 

I am one with my kind. I am them, they are me.

I spend some time with new victim, blood flows strong. I hurting as my fellows hurting. I not think, just as my kin must not think. Too soon it over, blood flow from my blade and I stare at it. Do we only hurt not to think? Why we do this?

I then see one standing tall. I feel fear, I feel awe. I know, I can feel it now. This creature is like me but not like me, his armour heavier and darker, a cruel whip swats out to punish them not following his words. Dark images I cannot grasp swim forward. He is what I should be. He is what we should be. The rest of the squad pause from their initial attack, there is a lull yet such excitement of purpose.

In my heart I want to follow ones such as this. Dark memories swim at me, deep in the bone, telling me I must obey and be one such as this. Only this way will I not be alone. Only this way will stop the thoughts.  I can be hurt when I have thoughts. I already thinking again, and summon ghost. Man I kill earlier standing on the edges, even though the one with his dagger is still on the ground, on his knees crying in frustration not seeing the ghost on his shoulder.

The black chainmailed warrior takes step and the bloodlust rises in me as I realise what will happen. He brutally hacks at a random human by him. "Giaks! Attack! Kill!"

He tell me my name. I am Giak. He tells me my freedom from thought. I fight. He tells me my purpose. I kill. He and I, my kind and I, we are all Giak. Together we strong. Together we fight. Together we kill.

Men must sense their deaths now, they fight stronger now, and blood flows freely again. I fight with such not thinking, senses filled with battle. I cannot feel my wounds at all, such is siren song of death of others. Men throw themselves at us, knowing end is coming, trying to protect those wretches huddled behind.

I see the one that stalked me before. He stands now, he has used the opportunity to come after me. I try not to think, but I cannot help it - I see with my eye the man I killed earlier, standing at that man's shoulder still. The other man does not heed him, looking at us instead with a strange expression. The sword is quivering in his hand again. Perhaps he sees our power, he realises the futility of the struggle. He realises he will never right the wrong done to his kin. The man invisible at his shoulder except to me will never be avenged. 

He surely has not long to live.

I keep fighting, but that thought bothers me. I try to lose myself in the bloodlust, but it slowly ebbs as there are fewer foes before me, as they all fall back holding their swords in trembling hands, looking at us with helpless fury awaiting final end. At least the ghost is gone, and I cannot see quivering man.

We must attack them, kill them all, but the thought does not appeal to me. The flow of blood was satisfying, lacking thought satisfying, but the vision of man still haunts me. The face of his kin still haunts me. When I think, I can be hurt. But…when I do not think, others must be hurt.

I look to my leader, the real Giak, and he gestures to the rest of us. However, all around there seems to be an unspoken consensus. I look around to see if the strange hesitation that is tempering my bloodlust is in my other kin. Have I infected them with my thoughts? I am them. They are me. Yet I cannot tell. Am I alone? I cannot tell! I am Giak. We are Giak. We fight. We kill. Yet now we hesitate. Does that mean we are…not Giak? 

The humans watch us with terror. The only real Giak watches with disdain. Whip flails once, ineffectively. The black-mailed Giak grins an evil grin, perhaps dreaming of different method to drive us onwards to kill. He is definitely Giak. He wishes to fight, to kill.

I want to be like him. But that not good enough. What is his purpose. Why does he do what he does? Why does he want us to hurt?

Then the noise. Giak looks upwards, we all do. Big shadow in the sky falls, a shadow with wings. An omen of death, a dark guardian. I feel the fear. I realise even leader, even true Giak, feels the fear.

This is his purpose. This is our purpose if we want to be true Giak.

A blood red shade sits on the winged thing that descends, that slams down onto earth beside us in a cloud of dust. The red robed thing is evil. I can sense its power, its fury. It gestures with its mace and murmurs words, our leader snaps off some quick words in return looking at us with disdain. I feel much fear at this red robed creature, I realise I do anything it ask. Yet I know it evil. 

I follow it. I am evil. Giak purpose is evil. Giaks hurt others, because Giaks are evil.

I know not if these thoughts echoed in the minds of my fellows. I dare not ask under the dead eyes of red shadow, skeletal twisting of human shape. 

Vordak. The name in my head for it. 

I know not if it name for this one, or name for kind. Red shadow's gaze sweep over us all. Does he know my thoughts? Does it taste the bad taste of them? He must. Or more bad , can it only hear thought but not know from where? Not discover which not-Giak thinks it?

The red robed shadow say something to leader, to real Giak, and we all herded away from the village. Giak and Vordak stay at our backs. Cannot look at us. The humans look shocked as we leave. Some drop  weapons and cry out. Others are dead of face after seeing horror from before. Humans been spared, and they not know why. 

Is this because of me? Is that good thing? 

Part of me thinks this a good thing. Yet I should be Giak. We should be Giak. If I, if my kind, do not kill for evil, what our purpose? Is it worthy to allow humans, allow enemy, to live when my kind, when me, might be led to punishment for my thoughts? 

When we think, we can be hurt. 

I do not speak, but troops around me joke and make crude talk. But I can sense it. Many not confident. Many scared. Dare I share my thoughts? Do they think like me? No, I cannot share. For one big moment I not feel alone. For one big moment I had purpose and did not think. 

But what let me be happy in my place also make me think. Question. My purpose evil. My purpose shallow. I not want to hurt. 

I know I alone. 

I look up many times to Giak leading us, to new red spectre flying above us with disdain. Red shadow not look at us. But I know thing is sweeping us with its thinking. It tried to put its thinking into our head to hear our thinking.

Many days pass. Red shadow drive us back to black walled building. It also evil, so very evil. We not look at it as it swallows us whole. Inside there is other Giaks, true Giaks. Inside are humans who are not humans, dressed in black and I can feel they evil too. They come upon us, push their weapons at us, test us to see who can still fight. They are evil. We should be evil. These evil men test us, make us fight each other and them. And I am amazed as all my fellows, one by one, show their lack of appetite. I am one of the last to still be able to fight, to wield a blade in anger.

They were me. I was them. I should have said something when we walk. I was not alone.

Perhaps it not because I evil. Perhaps it mean I want fight evil. But it too late, my fellows are defeated now. Maybe I fight last because of fear, or maybe I angry at myself. I cannot tell.  Perhaps the man who spared, with the shaking blade, not fight with fury. He fight scared. Yet he fought

Maybe that enough for the ghost, for the man I kill.

Maybe I could have fought for ghost too. But I was born in death. He was dead before I even think. Action follow consequence. 

My mind is clouded now, I can think less with weight of my memory. Finally the black soldiers, and other true Giaks sneer at us, and degrade us as not being solders, not being true Giaks, not worth the space in the spawning pits. And I know now where we come from. Sadly, I know now. We only born of evil to these evil men. To fight. To kill. We are only strong because they wish us to be strong. If we cannot be strong, then we nothing to them. 

And I know, spawning pits are where we will go back to if we cannot change. I have delivered my kind to this, traded their lives for the enemy, the human. Yet - what did the humans do when not fighting? The man who attack me, he did not wish to fight. Do they have a higher purpose? If men and Giak around me evil, then were they good? Would that make us good if I had dared speak up, if my kin and I had fought not to come to this black place? 

The mountains were pretty.

But it too late. Slow thoughts too late. The evil men, the true Giaks strip us of out weapons now, we are not worthy. They beat us. We try to fight back, but I know my mind and anger fades with each minute, as do theirs. They all seem like me now, none have the true aggression of Giak. If I could have spoken earlier, it could have been different, but I was afraid - they hurt you when you think. Perhaps this justice, evil turns on itself. The man will have his revenge for his loss - the consciousness born from the death has led to this punishment for those who killed them. Even more disgusted with us, the warriors and other Giak berate us more, beat us more.

Finally, weakened we are pushed back to the place where we were spawned. Others crawl around in the spawning pits even now, wallowing in the stench of it. 

We will join them.

I am pushed back, my reward for thought, for feeling, is to be sent back so they can try again. Breed a better warrior who will kill without question. I think in horror at all the evil that will be done with the one who will take my flesh.

If only he could know what I know, that we are Giak. We are strong. We can fight. We do not have to kill. That not have to be our purpose. Evil not need to be our purpose. If only he could know that. No, if only time could run backwards, if only I could know that and do it all again with what I know now. If only consequence could only come from action. 

Yet it is not to be. A strange robed creature takes my hand, and lowers me into the vat. Only now as my life slowly fades and my consciousness dims again do I understand what I should be. 

In death, we are born.

