Log file from Shadow Rift.





Main Square -- Carnac(#913RntJ)





The Broadway ends in this paved square. Trading occurs in the Bazaar north, and most of the more upscale residences lie further south--the main square is used largely as a meeting place these days. A round fountain, its pool one hundred feet or so in diameter, dominates the flagstones of the square. It is likely the only remaining structure built by the city's original elven designers.





An alley leads east, and another street in better repair runs southwards. The former governor's palace compound, now in ruins, is to the southeast against the slopes of the great mountain. The ruins are sprawled against the forested western slopes of Mount Arabel--from here the crumbled towers have an eerie majesty.





Contents:


Jael


Aescyn


Execution Block(#8131n)


Obvious exits:


 Ornate Gates <SW> leads to City Hall -- Carnac.


 Alley <E> leads to Alley -- Carnac.


 Road <S> leads to Residential Square -- Carnac.


 Road <N> leads to The Bazaar -- Carnac.


 Road <W> leads to The Broadway -- Carnac.





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





     Date: A Harsday, day 12 of Bloommont, 412 PY - Peace Years. 


     Time: 16 o'clock on a Late Spring day. A light rain is falling. 


     Real Life Time: 10:28 PM on a Sunday, Mar 07 1999





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





A light rain falls from the sky down into the square, with the light of day fading and being replaced by the lights of the city. In the center of the square is a tall platform, and on it sits the dark execution block. Despite the rain, the square is full of people, many watching the platform and waiting to see what use it will be put to. The crowd opens up to reveal a unit of Imperial Soldiers, led by a tall man with striking blue eyes.





Demetrius walks up amongst the crowd, to view the ghastly execution. Then his eyes search the crowd. After watching the Imperial soldiers, part a way, he leans over and whispers to some merchants "Whats going on, heard its suppose to be an execution today, and who is the guy with the shiney blue eyes?"





Maslo comes walking slowly towards the main square. He looks around, waiting to see if something will happen.





Led by the tall man with the blue eyes, the soldiers surround the execution block, clearing the crowd back. Once the area is secure, the blue eyed one gives a hand signal, and the prisoner enters the area, surrounded by four guards with blades bared. The prisoner is gagged, with hands tied behind her. From the execution block, the tall man smiles.





A wide smile appears on Maslo's face as a prisoner is being taken towards the execution block. He squirms through the crowd, heading towards the front row, happily. Once he is at the front, he scrutinizes the prisoner and begins emitting some sounds which sound like a sword cutting something.





Jael walks with her head held high, unafraid of what comes to face her.





As the crowd mills about, trying to see the one to soon lose her life, the guards reach the execution block's stand and climb to the top, the prisoner between them. Several feet above the crowd, she is now easily seen. The executioner stands off to the side, waiting for his part in this grim business.





From the distant part of the crowd comes a ripple, as of some object parting a wave before its passage. It is a man, riding on a massive black steed, and attired in the full military dress uniform of an Imperial Army Field Marshall. Long black hair streams out, streaming behind him in the breeze as he rides slowly, almost languidly through the crowd. Flanking him are a half dozen soldiers forming an honor guard, keeping the crowd at bay. But they seem almost irrelevant, for this figure emits an almost palpable sense of power and authority, hushing the crowd with his very presence. He nears the platform and dismounts, walking slowly up the steps as all await him on top.





Jael looks out over the crowd with a steady gaze, no emotion on that face of hers. She's somewhat pale, as if ill, but she holds herself as tall as she can, her hands bound tightly behind her back, shackles around her ankles.





Tallanvor stands off to the side as Valdaran ascends to the top of the platform, giving the esteemed leader a chance to speak. Jael's guards stay around her, swords hovering near but not touching the girl's skin.





Maslo moves aside as the crowd moves when the military man arrives with his soldiers. His eyes move towards the execution block tapping the ground with one foot impatiently.





Demetrius merely watches, scans the crowd, forothers who it seems, may fit his look, and height, and moves thru the crowd, standing near them, and watches silently, with a slight shake of the head, as he realizes the prisoner to be executed





Valdaran ascends the steps, pausing on the edge of the platform to shift his gaze steadily over those assembled there. It lingers a moment on the prisoner, his expression blank and almost disinterested, before shifting with a slight nod of acknowledgement to the officer standing by. He turns to face the crowd, dark eyes moving with infinite patience and a contempt so fathomless that it appears to be little more than boredom over the mass of the crowd. He prepares to speak.





Maslo is wearing a very wide smile, watching Jael on the exectution block. When he realizes Valadaran is about to speak, his eyes shift towards him, mumbling to no one, "Maybe he'll scare the prisoner or... say what she did and then he will make her suffer!"





Valdaran opens his mouth, and in a voice roughened to a military growl, and deepened with the years to match his formidable size, he addresses the crowd: "Subjects of the Empire." Obviously he is not attempting to win points with the citizens today. "You are gathered here to witness a display of Imperial justice, to one who has flaunted the laws and ordinances of this city and this realm." His words are slow, spoken almost casually in the gutteral drawl of his southern homeland. "She will die," he says simply, matter-of-factly. "Feel no pity, for treason deserves no mercy. Observe and learn what pertains to one who flaunts the lawful authorities. Condemn her in your own hearts, revile her, and hate her, and the blessing of the Master will come upon you. Loyalty above all. May His Will reign supreme." Without bothering to spare the crowd another glance, or offer another word beyond what was apparently absolutely necessary, he turns and proceeds to the rear of the platform to a waiting, empty chair. He sits with a full view of the platform, his presence there casting a dark and rather oppressive air over all the proceedings.





Maslo's smile grows more as valadran says the prissoner is going to be killed. He shouts, "Kill her now," and is followed by some other shouts giving out the same message.





Tallanvor smiles cruelly as Valdaran backs away, giving the older man a salute before walking towards the prisoner. He says to her, though no one else hears: "Now know the full price of your foolishness" He then waves the executioner forward, as the guards shove the girl towards the block, one or two wearing sadistic grins. The blue eyed officer draws a dagger, and looks to be debating whether to torture the girl or kill her.





Jael stumbles forward slightly as they push her further than the shackles will go. She falls to her knees in front of the block, her face is still the same, expressionless.





Apparently decided, the officer takes his dagger and makes a cutting motion near his neck, signalling for the executioner to do his job. As the officer replaces the dagger in its sheathe, the guards shove the girl down onto the block, taking straps on the block and strapping her down, her head held back with her neck exposed. The executioner approachs with his axe, and the cries, some of hate, some crying in pity, cease. Everything hangs for a moment, time frozen. Then the axe is falling and there is the sharp clang of its blade hitting the stone, followed by a soft thump.





Jael's eyes don't even change as the axe comes down, ending her life.





Maslo walks towards the alley slowly.





Demetrius shakes his head, and turns to leave.. heading northward, moving with the flow of the crowd





Valdaran is on his feet almost as soon as the head hits the ground, signaling with a finger for his guards to flank him. "Well done, officer," he offers in parting, and a moment later is astride his steed once again, riding back to his manor amongst the milling and dispersing crowds.





Tallanvor stands there for a moment, looking down at the body. A look close to sadness, or perhaps regret, is on his face, but it soon disappears as the officer signals for the body to be taken away. He is then striding through the crowd, making his way south.


