Log file from Shadow Rift.





The Scarwoods -- Wilderness





The cobble stones here begin to give way to the power of the earth. Most of the stones are cracked and have fallen into the earth, covered by the winds and rains. Weeds and grasses are firmly in root, though still relatively short. Few traces of travellers are noticed here, but the tracks and sounds of animals are.





The forest here is slightly thinner as trees become further spaced apart. The trees are much like those to the west, decaying and ancient. Their lifeforce has long been vanquished. Their dropped leaves are spread all around the road and the forest, lifting up and travelling at the slightest mention of the wind.





Contents:


Daerith


Azelreth


Torus


Obvious exits:


West <W> and East <E>





----------------------------Shadow Rift Time---------------------------





     Date: A Firstday, day 1 of Snowmont, 412 PY - Peace Years.


     Time: 14 o'clock on a Early Winter day. It's snowing heavily.


     Real Life Time: 11:10 PM on a Monday, May 17 1999





-----------------------------------------------------------------------





Afternoon has settled upon the blackened branches of the Scarwoods, and with it the heavy weight of a winter's snow. The road through the woods is laden with the settled white of the weather and the dismal track to the west is made more so by the heavy steps many must take to trudge through the winter blanket.





Still though the day may be, and quiet due to the buffering silence of falling white, a group of men have come to make this day less than silent in but a short time. Concealed amid the brush and branches of the trees, clothed in concealing whites and greys, the men of the Screaming Eagles await the passage of troops from either city - Adunwaath or Carnac. Either will meet a rather unfortunate end.





Their Captain, cloaked in the pelt of a wolf and curled amid the bushes with his saber and bow watches the road east and west for signs of movement - for signs of life. As wolfish as the cloak he wears.





To those watching the road there enters an odd sight: A large man comes creeping along the side of the road from the west. He is hunched and moves only occasionally and only from cover to cover. The snow and his heavy bearhide cloth might make him be mistaken for a solitary brown bear creeping through the forest looking prey, if not for the large pit bull that comes slowly not far behind him. From the way he movesm, the man seems to be looking to for something. Little does he know that what he's looking for is closer than he thinks...





Trudging towards Carnac in three straight columns, a small group of Uruadum soldiers, by their uniforms, numbering only ninety, makes its way through the woods. Black booted feet stomp through the snow, causing a loud crunching sound to follow the columns as they make their way forward. The troops huddle in their cloaks, their breath freezing on the air as soon as it leaves their mouth, only a few really keeping watch and studying the forest.





Of that group of troops, only one has a horse, a tall man dressed in all black, with hair as white as the snow. His breath freezes on the air just like it does for the others, but the cold seems to affect him less. Or he just doesn't bother to care. Apparently the leader, he rides near the head of the column, muttering to himself about how slow the snow makes travel.





Punctuality is the Uruadum Army's finest quality. Right on time does the column come, trudging their way through the snows. A nervous patience is required by those in hiding to keep their places - to hold their bolts and arrows, for their Captain has ordered that the center of the column must pass the center line - that the rain of bowshot must cause great confusion through the whole of the column.





Once the head of the column has reaches Daerith at the flank, his crossbow is leveled at the lead footman. With a slow intake of held breath, aim is levelled at that man's neck - and the bolt is loosed. There is but a hiss of air and that man slumps into the snow.





A silent second passes - and then the very forest opens a hail of arrows into the very heart of the Uruadum column.





Upon hearing the marching of many feet, the large cloaked man plunges into the underbrush along with his dog. Peering out to watch the soldiers pass, he witnesses the sudden attack on the men of Carnac. Not knowing the source of this attack, he draws his sword slowly, but remains still and silent otherwise, waiting to see what unfolds...





Even as the first man fall to the snow, the black-dressed one whirls around, shouting a warning that would not save any lives, not in the single second he has to give it. Black uniformed men go down everywhere, stabbed by arrows and crossbow bolts. Others dodge behind shields, trees and the corpses of others, though the latter provides little protection. Before long, a few begin firing back with their own bows, though not to many in the group have them. Their leader draws his sword before the first few seconds have passed, already off his horse should it become a target, as it probably will be. It works good as a shield too.





"Tuan da Umbrae! Tuan Caldera!" Screams of battle rise from the concealed column, the number and volume of the shouts increasing their lesser numbers by sheer force of sound and anger. Those with bows continue their rain of arrows into the fast hiding column, those with crossbows begin the task of reloading and cocking their weapons. Daerith takes aim with his second crossbow and drops yet another soldier - making no motions to reload his toys.





He has bigger fish to fry.





Slipping away from his hiding place, he heads to the center of their line - taking a position with but a handful of crossbowmen who will stem the tide of whatever charge this column offers.





The shouts from Daerith's men reach Torus' ears and he know that he is in a good company. Still crouching low, he creeps toward the shouts, but doesn't get too close for fear that he will be mistaken for an enemy and killed. He merely readies himself to aid his allies in any way he can when the time comes...





It is indeed a strange hour, a fated one some might call it later. Just as the large man heads west in his search, and as the Uruadum infantry heads east to Carnac, another group is headed to Aduunwath from Carnac. A group of horsemen, who have doubtlessly noticed the tracks of the lone wanderer - a strange thing in the Scarwoods, and usually one quite unfriendly to Imperial desires.





The shouts of alarm from the Uruadum infantry immediately launches the cavalry into a charge. "For the Dungwalme!!" comes the fierce cry of the Uruadum cavalry, and their hoofbeats begin to thunder down the path from the east, though they are still out of bowshot range.


Of the ninety footmen in the original column, more than half lay in the snows after the first volleys. The rest, scattered and disorganized seem more intent on finding safety than forming return volleys or making cohesive strikes at the still concealed front line of crossbowmen. Some few do of course, only to be cut down by crossbow shot or Daerith's blade should they stray too near. 


That half is soon a quarter, even as the charge of Cavalry nears the scattered column. Daerith, noting the noise and the call turns to spot the charge up the road - waving his saber in the direction of the first few horsemen. 


"Strike the mounts! One volley to the fore! Fault their charge!" 


And so the survivors of the infantry are offered a brief respite as another hail of bowshot falls into the front ranks of the cavalry. 


The cavalry. All four hundred men, charge on. Some few hold back, however, and draw crossbows of their own, and begin to load them. The first bowshots seem to pass right through the horses! Indeed, these magical steeds bear their riders on into the fray. Behind them, an arrow strikes a non-magical warhorse, and it bucks and drops its rider. All in all, though, the volley of arrows was largely ineffective against these horses and horsemen. It does seem strange, though, that the man who apparently leasd the charge - the one with the fancy helmet and armor, and dressed as a high-ranking officer, does not lead at the front or lead from the rear. He's right in the middle. 


"Fall back! Fall back!" Daerith gives the call even as the bowshot from further back in the forest becomes more sporadic, and the targets become equal part illusion and equal part real cavalry. The orderly volleys have broken into individual opinion, for the plan of a faulted charge has done nothing. Daerith and his crossbowmen hold the line against the impossible charge of the first few horsemen, Daerith slicing his way through a pair of horsemen - one causing him to overextend as he encounters air, the other shrivelling away into a wink of impossibility. 


Ahlriach and his newer blade - but a standard saber. The implications are clear to him, not so to his other men. Not at once. Impossibly, the crossbow bolts of his companions do them no good - their shields stop no lances, and two simply fall to the snow out of fright and shock. 


Damn illusions. They tried this at Ithamon. 


"Right! Fall back one hundred paces! Form a line!" This is demanded as he himself stems the tide of illusions, slicing through each as they come for him. 


The men with Azelreth seem almost as stunned at the actions of the illusionary cavalrymen as Daerith's men must be. "They're with us, fools!" Azelreth shouts to the men, and a wicked smile forms in unison on the Imperial horsemen's faces. "Hold your horses! Do not enter the trap! Draw crossbows!" Of course, the men from Uruadum do as commanded, and draw their crossbows. Not the most effective weapons to use from horseback, and into the woods no less. And far better than giving yourself away as being non-illusionary than being the only guys in red and black, in the woods, on foot. The Imperials load their crossbows. They fire. 


As the crack and hiss of the incoming volley spreads through the forest, Daerith gives a shout and dives for a nearby tree. Snapping tree branches, the thud of bolts on wood - the dull chuff of bolts in snow. The screams of those few that are struck by the volley. All this gives witness to the withdrawal of the ambush. Daerith and the last of his crossbowmen drag the two stricken men with them as they call back - the illusions having been proven for what they are by Daerith's sword and his utter lack of concern for their charge. 


The wounded and fallen are carried back to the line where Daerith eventually meets with his men, each of them looking to their captain for orders. 


"There's too many, our advantage is spent. Quickly, before they decide to give pursuit, back to the north - get to the horses! I'll need six volunteers." He receives thirty and more. Selecting the closest crossbowmen, he and these men take positions in the thick cover of the deep forest as the others make their retreat to the rear camp. 


Azelreth looks over to his men and smiles confidently. "Captain Shiad! Take fifty men and ride west to the edge of the Scarwood, now! Ride!" He himself pauses for a moment, and narrows his eyes. "Captain Karos. One hundred men. Give pursuit!" He raises his voice a few decibels, and shouts into the forest, "You have no escape, Durnalian rogues! And you have begun a war that you can not win! " The men break up as commanded, leaving Azelreth with fifty men, mounted. The best fifty, of course. Fifty others head west with Shiad, and one hundred dismount, and charge into the forest behind Karos! 


"Now would be a real good time for second thoughts, gentlemen." Even their stalwart Captain shows unease in the face of a hundred charging footmen. Desperate times call for desperate measures, and such a time as this is desperate indeed. Pacing out into view, he looses a single bowshot as his companions file suit, turning about with a scream to rush off into the forest with the rest of his men. 


The chase is on. 


Azelreth watches the chase in the forest dwindle away, and sits there atop his horse for a moment, thinking, pondering. Durnalians, no doubt, they must have horses nearby, and be preparing to ride for their home. "My men! Follow me." He then turns his horse to the east, and cries a ki-ya! into the wintry air. Twenty of the fifty remaining horsemen (the best armored and trained, naturally) launch off into a gallop with Azelreth to the east where they came from. Toward Carnac, fresh horses, and more men. Toward the old Calderan highway that leads up the foothills of the Terraspinum. Toward the spot that he doubtlessly thinks will be the Durnalians' escape route. 


Meanwhile, one hundred (a few less - several now have dropped to the rogues' bowfire) men on foot charge off to the Scarwood. And fifty others head to Aduunwath, likely also to seal off the Scarwood. It may take some time for them to actually spring, but this trap's jaws have been set. 


Caring less for killing and more for surviving - however temporarily - to reach the horses, Daerith and his lightly armored men continue their full throttle sprint off into the woods. After only a few minutes of running, the rearguard catches up with the others who are much slowed in the dragging of the wounded. It is here that the decision must be made. 


Halfway between their horses and the road through the scarwoods, the bowmen once more turn to face the south. 


With their winded Captain at the fore, saber lifted into the air, they await the uneven arrival of some ninety screaming southern soldiers. 


Who are winded from a sprint... 


..Burdened in heavy chain, slowed by snows... 


While they remain relatively fresh, bows at the ready. 


When the first soldiers appear in the woods, Daerith's saber drops. With it drops the first of the Uruadum charge. 


Captain Karos is no fool, and he dives to the ground as he hears the first of his men fall. He's also not all that brave - he was not the one leading the charge. Sometimes, however, cowardice pays off, and this is one of those times. "Spread out!" he shouts, and slinks to his feet, crossbow in hand. 


Thinning lines - a spread of force. Azelreth, intent on capture divided his forces to entrap, this Karos spread his line to avoid bow volley. A divided force has divided again. Daerith, a veteran of guerilla warfare, a master of stealth, ambush and city combats simply smiles to see the division and thinning of the ranks. 


"Half of you fall back, take the wounded with you - the others, with me. One volley to the left! Ready! Loose!" 


A hail of arrows falls into the left side of the charging line, followed by a scream and an upraised saber, "CHARGE!" 


The Durnalian is outmatched, but the Uruadumite is outwitted. The forest is not the place for a captain of Uruadum's cavalry to be fighting, and certainly not against a group of guerrillas. But he is proud, and he has more men. "Men! To me!" The group that had originally been broken up now charges in on the Durnalians. The flank that is hit first is hit very hard, and far more Uruadumites than Durnalians fall. But the Uruadumites are not through. The rest of them regroup, and charge the Durnalians, coming in from two sides: left and rear. �'To me'. This is a phrase you just shouldn't shout when battling Daerith on the field - or rather, the forest. With a grimace, Daerith takes stock of the encroaching Uruadumites and makes a snap decision. Pointing to the smaller of the encroaching arms, he rallies another charge - leading the way with a double bladed frenzy. 


Slamming into the initial ranks, Daerith slices a quick path, ducking and dodging repensatory ripostes with a callous disregard for fairness. Ahlriach, the shadow blade, he has truly heard its song. 


As his men slam into the slightly startled and weakened arm of the Uruadumites, Daerith himself emerges with bloodied blade and frenzied eye, glaring down the edge of his saber at the enemy captain. 


"Now you die!" With a feral growl, the self styled 'Wolf of the Carrans' charges full bore at Captain Karos. 


Recognition flashes on Captain Karos, and then sudden fear. "Daerith..." he says, in a hoarse whisper. This captain has heard stories, apparently, and the twin saber style is not exactly the most popular in Eretha. His bloodied sword he rises up to guard, and he awaits the assault, round shield on his arm in front of him. 


As it was, many men were rushing toward their captain to aid him, and give Daerith a nasty case of death by treacherous blade. Karos shouldn't have whispered Daerith's name. His hesitation, and that name, cause many of those who would have wolf-packed the Wolf to drop back. Morale among the Uruadumites falls. Apparently a rose by any other name really would not smell so sweet. 


Throwing off his wolfish cloak, the Captain of the Screaming Eagles reveals his unmistakeable dress - the shock and time winning awe of his appearance being played to the maximum effect. Wasting no time, for he knows his lines are hard pressed at the flank, the Mercenary Captain charges forward - his trademark approach and double pronged attack - one blade above head, the other held low and before - naming him as surely as his dress. 


Knowing what will come of him should he slip up, his first attack is actually aimed at a bystanding guard - a sidestepping stab which hits the target in the soft belly between stirnum and pelvis. He steps back in an attack against the Captain meant only to abate the other's, a heavy blade strike with Ahlriach at the blade arm. 


Karos drops back another step, carefully picking his path as he simply steps out of range of the black sword. Knowing, or believing certainly, that he is outmatched, he goes on a strict defensive, slapping at the arm wielding Ahlriach as it passes by as more of a means to catch Daerith offguard than anything. Time will win this battle, and the captain is no more a fool than he is a hero. 


In the background, Daerith's single-mindedness on his attack on Karos has given the Uruadumites a distinct advantage. The Durnalians without a knowledgeable leader are far less able to divide and conquer. And right behind Daerith, an Uruadum soldier breaks off from the combat, and draws a knife. 


Time, they say, can heal all wounds. This one, however, will not quickly heal. Catching Karos's blade in a hanging high side parry with his left hand blade, Daerith offers a quick sidestep to his left and a right handed slash to the knee of the Uruadumite Captain. With the hanging parry no longer needed, he spins away to the side of the unwitting Karos, bringing Ahlriach back down in a decisive shoulder strike against Karos's sword side. 


Captain Karos of the Imperial Cavalry cries aloud as his knee is nearly severed, and he crumples down to his knees. The shoulder strike, however, is completely unnecessary. Just as Ahlriach descends, a dagger flies through the air at where Daerith was but a split second ago, and impales itself right through Karos' right eye. One second earlier and the tale might have been different. Karos' scream is cut off short, and the Imperial soldiers realize quickly that their captain is dead. Not wishing to join him, one cavalryman who is not currently embroiled in combat, turns tail and runs. Like hell. 


Anybody who had bothered to watch would have seen that this particular soldier had, not long before, been wielding a knife in his right hand. 


'The Wolf' makes it his duty to charge back to his embroiled men, slicing through those that turn his way as determined as ever to live or die at the front of his troops. When at last he breaks through the Uruadum line to the ring of his men fending off the last of the enemy - he turns about with his grim cargo. 


The head of Captain Karos. 


Flinging that at the foot of the nearest Uruadum Soldier, he snarls in their native tongue, "You can bring that to Valdaran. If you can run fast enough..." 


He follows his words with a quick burst of attack at a soldier standing beside the chosen messenger. 


Soldier number two drops. Soldier number one, the guy with the head at his feet, stumbles backwards and doesn't bother with the head. He just runs. Other soldiers continue the attack, but most that aren't at immediate risk of death if they were to turn their backs take off. 


The rout is nearly total. As the ranks of the Uruadum army break away, Daerith leads the final spirited charge to retake the bodies of the fallen Eagles. Once the main retreat has been run down, a dwindled volley of bowshot snipes down one or two more, leaving perhaps a dozen of Karos's company to relate the tale. 


With little time for mourning, Daerith sends the last of his unwounded men northward to fetch the horses - and during the ten minutes required to fetch the horses, the wounded and dead are gathered, tossed onto the backs of horses, and ridden to the north. 


When the Uruadum scouts return to the field of this battle they will find the bodies of nearly 180 Uruadum soldiers. Among them will be the body of Captain Karos. The head of that Captain, however, will be found spitted upon an Uruadum Pike, the end of which protrudes from the corpse of one of the soldiers. 


From that pike will wave the a tattered banner of blue, a silver eagle screaming its anger. In one claw a sword. In the other a blade. 


And around it, not a single sign of a fallen Eagle.


