Log file from Shadow Rift.





Large Courtyard - The Aekah Mansion(#2788Rnt)





	Between the tall steel gates leading to the streets of Carnac, and the tall oaken doors of the Aekah mansion, is a large courtyard. A paved path goes straight from the gates to the doors of the mansion, spliting the neatly trimmed lawn into two perfect halves. Several tall oaks spread their branches above the green grass, creating cool shade to sit in during the heat of the day. The courtyard as a whole is surrounded by a high wall, made of a dark crimson colored brick, which keeps out much of the sound of the city without.





	Near the gates there is a small guard house against the red brick walls of the Mansion. The house is only big enough for at most four guards, though no more than two are ever seen. The guards themselves watch the streets through the gates, letting in those who have business with the Lord of the House, and keeping out those who don't. Dressed in the livery of the House of Aekah, crimson on black, they stand ready to defend those inside.





Contents:


Ezran


Aekah Guard(#7934np)


Obvious exits:


 Steel Gates <W> leads to Residential Square -- Carnac.


 Great Oak Doors <E> leads to Front Foyer - The Aekah Mansion.





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





     Date: A Harsday, day 12 of Bloommont, 413 PY - Peace Years.


     Time: 9 o'clock on a Late Spring day. It's clear, cool, and breezy.


     Real Life Time: 01:46 PM on a Monday, Jun 28 1999





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





Outside the manor are many men in black and red uniforms, waiting at the ready. Several have crossbows in hand, cocked but not loaded. Others have pikes. At their head is the tall, thin figure whose face has become infamous in but a few days. It is General Ezran, Imperial Inquisitioner. His gloved left hand rests easily at his side, and his right is on the pommel of his shining saber.





Those of the Aekah Guard in the courtyard watch the soldiers with Ezran with cold eyes, standing straight in their own red and black uniforms, though of a different cut. No one talks, making the sounds of birds loud. A few even watch the large doors east that lead into the manor, and they are the first to see those doors open and the tall figure of Lord Kaervek stroll out, dressed all in black today with gold embrodery. Stopping at the top of the stairs leading down, he scans over those gathered, letting with grey eyes settle on Ezran. In that slurred accent he is known for, he says one thing, "Yes?"





"Lord Aekah?" the general asks, not removing his hand from the pommel of his weapon. His voice is flat and quiet, and he speaks with authorit and control. "I come in the name of the Master. You will answer all questions we ask of you to my satisfaction, or the consequences will be dire." He nods to a couple guards, who advance into the courtyard. "Cooperate, and you will not be harmed."





Grey eyes watch Ezran as he speaks, cold as stone. When the other finishs, Kaervek takes a step forward, left hand on the hilt of his own weapon. Guards shift on their feet on both sides of this 'conflict'. After a moment, he speaks, "General Ezran, I believe? I've been expecting you for some time. I will indeed answer some questions, and in return you will answer some of mine. But not here." Motioning towards the door with a backhanded motion, he continues, "If you will, I believe my library is much more suited for this than a courtyard...and probably much more comfortable than whatever place you have in mind."





Ezran considers for a moment, and looks at the Lord Aekah's guards suspiciously, but he simply nods. "Done. I shall leave my men in the courtyard, and they will await my return." The way he speaks, there can be no doubt that he fully expects to return unharmed.





Kaervek nods his head, removing his left hand from the hilt of his longsword. Turning about with a motion for the general to follow, with his cloak fluttering slightly from the turn, he looks very much as if he had asked the general, no..commanded him, to come in the first place, instead of having had the other drop in unannounced. A slight wave of his hand stops to of his guards in their tracks when they move to follow, and then he is inside again, waiting just beyond the door for the general to follow.





Two guards follow the General as he enters, but Ezran turns around, and raises a hand. The guards remain, and the General enters alone.





Ezran passes through the great oak door of the Aekah mansion.





Ezran has left.





You pass through the great oak door of the Aekah mansion.








Library - The Aekah Mansion(#4202Rnt)





	This is the great library of the Aekah family. Three of the walls are nearly entirely covered by book selves, each completely filled with books of all types. Books on military tactics, medicines, swordplay, foriegn lands, politics, fables and legends....nearly every kind of book possible is represented here.





	In the room itself there are four large, well cushioned chairs. The cloth portions of the chairs are made of crimson velvet, and the wooden legs and arm rests are made of ebony. Between them if a round table, made of ebony as well, with several books stacked on it. All of the chairs face the large fireplace built into the south wall, where three large logs are placed, ready to be burnt. The east wall, with the least number of bookselves, has two great windows overlooking the mansion grounds and Carnac.





Contents:


Ezran


Obvious exits:


 Double Doors <N> leads to Front Foyer - The Aekah Mansion.





Ezran does not wait to be seated when he enters the Aekah library. He simply takes a seat, crossing his right leg over his left, in a figure-4, and reclines in it. "You, Lord Aekah," he begins, "Are of course well-known to the Imperial Army. Rumor has it that you have been less than pleased with our occupation." He speaks easily, as if such seditious accusations were mere trifles.





Kaervek walks to the chair farthest from the door, and, removing his sword belt and setting it beside the seat to improve comfort, he sits. He studies Ezran for a moment, listening to the words the general speaks, a slight smile beginning to show on his face. "Yes, indeed, I am. The occupation closes off trade, oppresses people who should have nothing to fear, and so forth." His smile grows, close to a grin now. "There are quite a few in the city with similar feelings."





Ezran folds his gloved hands in front of himself, and smiles too easily. "I know," he replies. "They are being dealt with. Only when the Master has complete control of this city can it be free to operate as a true Imperial City. And you," he leans forward, his smile disappearing entirely, "Would do well to reconsider your opinion. The Master treats those whom he favors with great affection and gives them great rewards, but his enemies will be ground into dust. Do I make myself clear?"





Smiling, Kaervek nods his head, "Aye. You speak the truth. Indeed his enemies are crushed, and indeed do his favorites gain much. Things I know quite well, possibly better than you." He laughs quietly for a moment, then his features....shift. The edges soften, disappear, then reappear in new ways. Tanned skin replaced by pale. Brown-blond hair replaced by stark white. "For you see, I am not quite the man you believe me to be. For that matter, I'm not a man at all." Slurred accent replaced with a distinct.





Now this is a surprise, one which the general shows a visible response to. He widens his eyes a fraction, and asks, "Is that so? Dark Born then? I might have known - arrogant creatures, all of them, and you not the least."





Kaervek throws back his head and laughs, "I'm afraid you are wrong, General. Dark Born look quite human, if a little pale. In truth, I wonder sometimes about just how much in them is fiend, and how much is still human. No, my friend, I'm something much worse, something much darker. A creation of the Master himself." His mirth seems to disappear, and he gazes at the general. In a near whisper he says, "I am drakkloth." Sounding very much as if he had said Death.





"Of course," General Ezran replies easily, "I rather enjoy being given command over your people. Selfless and soulless, I can always count on you to shed your black blood at my command." He looks at Kaervek, not believing his claim. "You may be a clever illusionist, but a Drakkloth you are not. I'm growing tired of this conversation, Lord Aekah, and I may be forced to take you captive if you do not stop lying to me."





Kaervek smiles slightly, "Believe as you will. But before you are forced to take me captive, understand that to even try would mean death to you." His smile grows for a moment, showing white teeth. "My kin mean little to you beyond tools to use, which doesn't really bother me because often they are. Unfortunately, you only stand slightly better in my mind." He pauses, studying the other with yellow eyes, "Dark Born, Drakkloth, Fiend. Believe me what you will, it matters not. The questions you came here to ask are for Kaervek, not me. Now I will ask the questions I said I would ask you."





Ezran rises in his chair, placing his hand on his saber. "Not only are you arrogant, you are a fool, Lord Aekah! To threaten a General of the Master's Army? In the Master's city?? You had best recant that foolish and hasty threat, or you are already a dead man! -I- am the one asking the questions. Answer me, or face the Inquisitors! Who are you?"





Cil has arrived.





Zara has arrived.





Ezran is standing, hand on the pommel of his sword, staring at Kaervek, obviously quite enraged at the Lord Aekah.





Kaervek is sitting quite calmly, watching Ezran, sword in sheath leaning against the chair.





Zara is dragged alone, Cil's hand gripping her arm so tightly it's starting to cut off blood flow. She's frightened.





The alarm is sounded from the gateguards, the comotion and ring of battle echos out from the courtyard. The crys are cut short, choked off in a gurgle. A smell, like burning flesh drifts from the outside filling the halls, spilling like blood into the rooms of the manor. The Hand of Raughir has forced his way into the house of the Aekah. Cil hold Zara by her shoulder, draggin her along behind him, while infront a dozen Crimson Guardsmen storm the manor. They force the door of the libaray open, and the Foul Wind blows into the room, with it a hanging desire of sleep.





Ezran's fury seems to dissipate some as his right hand falls back from the hilts of his cavalry saber, and he turns to see the newcomer. "Ahh... the Crimson Guard.." he says , blinking his eyes. He turns to Kaervek. "Now what do you have to say for yourself... 'Lord'? This city has completely..." he stifles a yawn, "Sold itself to the Master, and its guards serve Him now." He smiles, and returns to his seat, flopping down tiredly. "Guards, do what you will to this seditious ... thing. It claims to be a Drakkloth."





Kaervek sits calmly in his seat, yellow eyes ignoring Ezran to watch Cil. The guards don't get a glance. Nor does Zara. He says nothing as Ezran calls out orders, nor does he move. He just sits there, daring them to touch him, watching Cil intently.





Zara doesn't have a chance, Cil's holding onto her so tightly. She just whimpers quietly, not struggling. Blood runs down her back from wounds in her shoulder that look like claws.





The Crimson Guard move into the room, flanking the doorway, four on each side, while four remain in the hallway outside. Cil enters behind them, the slumberous wind slowly seeping into the room, its effects slowed greatly now. The Hand of Raughir stands in the door way a long moment, drinking in the visage of those within before throwing Zara to the ground in the center of the room. "I have come to arrest the traitor Kaervek for the crimes of treason and simpathizing with the enemy. What say you Kaervek?"





Zara crumbles to the floor and stays there.





Suddenly the general becomes aware of Cil, and he is struck with an instant dread and awe. He rises from his chair, and bows deeply to the Hand of Raughir. He says nothing, however, not speaking unless spoken to, and instead turns to watch Kaervek, his eyes passing vindictively over the crumpled Zara, whom he had earlier sentenced to interrogation.





Kaervek smiles slightly, leaning back in his chair, "So says our friend General Ezran." Yellow eyes stare into azure. "What Kaervek says, is that he is guilty on all charges." Ending his gaze at Cil to glanze now at the others in the room, he looks curiously at Zara for a moment, then continues, "What Elan Morin says though, is that he is as loyal as the day he was born, so long ago."





The wind born slumbers are the heaviest along the floor and they infect Zara with their sleeping desires. The burning flesh smell twists around nostils, fouling the air and the mind of the rest. Images of dead, of living dead, creep into the minds eye when attentions are distracted. Cil paces one step into the room, the shadows deepining on the bookcases, thickening around him. His hari coils like serpents in these shadows, and writhe as he speaks. "General Ezran. Welcome to Carnac. Next time you enter into my city you shall seek out the Lord of it before you begin your assults on its populace. Understood?" His gaze turns to the general as he finishes his speach lifting them from Kaervek





Ezran looks surprised at this, and he begins, "I had my orders directly..." he stops, and bows. "Yes, Lord Cil." The general rises again, and looks at Kaervek. "I don't trust this one, Lord, not for a moment. If he -is- the Lord Morin, as he claims, then he has been infected with his disguises, and confused. His mind is not right."





Now revealed by his true name, Elan Morin listens to Ezran with a slight smile of his face, that turns into a grin by the end of the general's speech. He refrains from laughing, though. Quietly, he says, "Neither am I confused, or lost in the webs I spin. But, on the other hand, I believe I have confused you quite well. As for my mind not right...most who know me would say my mind has been twisted from the beginning. Though I have proved that my methods works."





Folded arms. Dressed in darkness. Cil listens and thinks. "You are correct General Ezran, he is infected. With what is yet to be discovered." His gaze is heavy now on Kaervek, or Elan Morin the Drakkloth, "I wish for him to be taken into costody, interrogated, and made a public spectical...." his voice is soothing, clam, comforting, "...then released. Let us see how much deeper we can send Elan into Kaervek." His foot taps the ground, a heartbeat rythm.





Ezran uses his black-gloved hands to smooth out his uniform, and a smug half-smile comes to the general's face, more of a slightly curved crack on a face of granite than a true smile. "I shall summon the Inquisitors, Lord Cil, if that is your wish."





Zara stays crumpled in the heap on the floor, quiet, hoping beyond hope that Cil will spare her life.





Rage floods into Elan Morin features. Standing, his seat flying out from behind him to hit the wall, his left hand grabs the hilt of the sheathed longsword his right hand holds. Darkness cloaks him, the sunlight from the windows turning cold. "I will not let 35 years of work be destroyed. You doubt my sanity? Two countries I have delivered to the Master, more I shall. I will not go quietly, nor without a high cost." Yellow-eyes turn on Ezran, concentrating, those yellow-eyes gaining a far off look for a moment.





Confusion suddenly seems to cloud the general's face, and he turns to the Crimson Guardsmen. "Lord Cil!" he shouts, pointing at some of his troops, "Aekah's men have infiltrated your ranks!" The general draws his sword, and rushes at what looks to everybody else to be two regular Crimson Guardsmen. Down flashes the General's sword, but the nearby guard flashes his own sword out of its scabbard, blocking the blow just in time. "General, cease this madness!" shouts a guard, attempting to smash Ezran in the face with his fist and knock him out. Ezran blocks the blow, and delivers a fierce knee to the man's groin, dropping him. The orderly arrest becomes chaos.





Zara remains huddled in the center of the room, too frightened to move.





Cil raises an arm and points at Kaervek, the wind born slumbers begin to seep into the room more and more, "Sit Down Elan!" The anger in his eyes is eveident. The Voice of Raughir only speaks his commands once. "I have given my orders. Do you question me? Do you question Raughir our more horrible and terrible master? Speak quickly or you shall find 35 years of your life given into the care of The Sightless!" The mad General begins his attack on the Crimson Guard and Cil makes no move, letting the guard deal with him as he stares down Kaervek.





Elan Morin hestitates on casting his next spell, pausing, "The Master would not order this, against his faithful servant!" He hestitates still, hand on hilt still. Walking backwards slowly, he sits down in the chair, where it now rests against the rear bookcase. Illusions flicker out, and he lets the spell controlling Ezran dissolve. One more spell he casts, bringing back the image of Kaervek, blond haired and grey-eyed.





Four Cimson Guard block the door into here from the hallway, while a troup of guards sleep out fron in the courtyard. Zara lays cringing on the floor, while the other Crimson Guard try and take an enspelled Ezran down. Cil stands pointing at Kaervek. The Hallways and other rooms as well as this one are filled with a Wind, a cloud of burning flesh, which sends everyone to sleep. Anyone entering into the hosue will be almost imediatly put to sleep.





Ezran is quickly overwhelmed by the superior numbers arrayed against him, and just as he cries out the Master's name, believing himself to now be about to die in service to Raughir, a guard cracks him on the back of his skull, and General Ezran's knees crumple as he falls down onto his face. His eyes roll back into his head as he loses consciousness.





The boiling anger in Cil's blood rips out through his mouth, as he spits out his words, "Guards! Take Kaervek de Aekah into costody for sedition and treason! Have in questioned but not tortured! He is to await my arrival for the finial questioning." He moves closer to Kaervek, kicking the curled up body of Zara as he does, hard square in the chest. "And take this one as well, she knows too much." The wind born slumbers begin to slowly withdraw from the room as Cil leans over Kaervek, "Never question my orders again Elan! Never!" He spits as he speaks, red flecks of blood onto the black garments of the Drakkloth.





Zara grunts in pain as she's kicked over, curling up even more and waiting for the Guards to pick her up, or kill her, hoping for the former.





Kaervek just stares at Cil, his sword dropped besides the chair, to stunned to react as guard come for him.





Cil has the General picked up and carried to the HQs for treatment. His Guard are ordered to sieze the house until further notice.








