Log file from Shadow Rift.





The Scrub -- Rogothain





Somehow a road has managed to live among the overwhelming scrub grasses here. It moves off hesitantly towards Drakkar in the South, and the rising mountains of shadow there, but it takes another route, one not any more appealing.





To the East a line of trees, black and sickly swallows up the road and its cobble stones. A foul wind blows from them, filled with the moldy reminders of a tomb or crypt kept closed for generations. And to the North the road is lost to the hot scrub lands that boarder Rogothain and Drakkar.





Contents:


Metaksa


Uruadum Guard Post(#7284en)


Obvious exits:


West <W>, East <E>, South <S>, and North <N>





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





     Date: A Firstday, day 22 of Stillmont, 412 PY - Peace Years. 


     Time: 14 o'clock on a Late Summer day. It's fair and very warm, 


           with a few clouds in the sky. 


     Real Life Time: 03:19 PM on a Saturday, Apr 17 1999





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





As the sun falls slowly from the highest it reachs and the day grows old, the troops stationed at the guard post, numbering over a hundred, move slowly about in the heat, made worse with the lack of available shade on the Scrublands of Rogothain. On top of the towers, guards watch the land, seeing for miles but most often watching the tents far to the north, easily seen from their high position. Suddenly one points to the west, where several men are returning to the camp, apparently escorting a captive before them, swords drawn and pressed against the figure's back. Calling down from the tower, the watchman announces the approaching party, and a runner runs to the largest tent in the camp. A few moments later, an tall figure leaves the tent, wearing all black, though his skin is a pale white, his hair the same color.





"This is absolutely disgraceful!" words in a heavily accented common could be heard. The acptive turns out to be a dwarf, which is actually in a more warrsome mood than before being catured it seems. As the dwargs enjoy poking it with ther weapons the dworf continues to turn about and speak.. and speak,.. and speak. No wonder that some have actually grown tired, and having seen that threats would do little good decided to stop pickering the creature, so that it hopefully stops. "I demand to know where I am being taken!!"





Taking his sword and pointing the dwarf to get her to turn around, a guard says in a tired voice, "If you'd turn around, maybe you'd see. We're almost there." Noting the activity in the camp, he says to his campanions, "Maybe they'll let some one else guard her, I don't know if I could stand it. At least we've been seen." One of the others chuckles, but the rest just give the dwarf a flat, tired look. One of the others, who didn't chuckle, says quitely to the rest, his voice holding a bit of reverence, "Maybe we'll get to see the Lord, he might want to speak with her." The others don't seem to mind guarding anymore.





"And ye think I'll fall for that trick?" the dwarf laughs crossing her arms, which are not tide. Actually there isn't such a great importance sicne she doesn't have any weapon on her. "You think that I'll just look back there so that you hit me on the head.. or do some.. well the things men do to attractive females like myself. Even surfacers! If the magesmith hears about this he will turn all of you to stone!" the dwarf goes on, saying threat after threat, each more incredible than the last. At the end it almost sounds as if Araw himself would descend from the heavens and smite all, except Metaksa, naturally, with his hude godly hammer.





Rolling their eyes, the guards continue to prod the backwards walking dwarf towards the camp, mutterin to themselves, though a few seem to become amused every now and then, laughing at the incredulous threats, most impossible. A good ten minutes pass before they prod the dwarf into the camp, which she didn't see coming until it surrounded her. As they near the center of the camp, a runner approachs, telling the lead guard to wait where he is and guard the prisoner until the Lord Elan Morin arrived. Several of the guard's faces brighten.





Finding herself in some place,, which actually turns out to be a camp indeed, the dwarf stops talking for a moment.. unfortunately only to take a good breath of air so as to continue. "So, I expect this is where someone of greater importance than ye would come? I deserve to talk to a lord at least.. or something higher.. having in mind yer background.." she humps again crossing her arms. "Just look at yerself!" she starts circuling the lone victim guard. "IF I had not falled asleep out of the camp there would be definitely no chance of ye catching me.. when was the last time ye washed? or changed yer clothes?"





The guard gives Metaksa a hunted look, making sure his sword is between him and the dwarf. He is saved as another runner comes up, telling them that Elan Morin will not be coming today and to put the dwarf in a tent and guard it. All the guards sigh, and one hestitantly asks if they can gag her. Luckily, the runner says they can. Grins bloom on every face, and one of the guards pulls out a strip of cloth.





(Later)





Noises could be heard from one of the tents in the camp.. noises of some struggling probabaly.. yet no voice is heard, and mucha blessing this is to the guards standing outside the tent. For it is there that the loud mouthed dwarf is kept, in a pretty much defenless state, once she was deprived of her chief weapon.. However a good deal of thumping could be heard form the inside of the tent. and from time to time even one of its walls moves slightly.





As the sun reachs the top of the sky, a tall man dressed all in black approachs the tent, two guards following behind him. Pale skin and hair contrast with the black clothing, rich clothing of a noble or higher. Reaching the tent, he motions for it to be opened, and as the guards compile, he steps inside. Quietly he tells one of the guards following to cut the gags on the dwarf inside.





"And don't think ye'll get away with this.." the dwar starts instantly as the piece of cloth is removed.. to some it might almost appear if it had before that..."Some way ye treat a lady.. if the magesmith were to find out about this he'll smite ye with his mighty hammer. Ever now I suspect he is searching for me.." however she stops, her attention attracted by the more respectable man. "I suppose yer are the one in charge of this excue for an excuse of soldiers?" she asks loudly.





The tall man (Is it a man?) chuckles, coldly, "If this magesmith arrives, he may find himself in the same position you are in." Smiling, looking down at the dwarf, he says, "And yes, I am the one commanding these excuses of soldiers. Though, they are not bad excuses, as they've held you well enough." Taking a few steps closer to the dwarf, he says, "What is your name?"





The voice makes Metaksa blink, but by no means is left to be impressed by the newcommer. "Excuses of excuses of excuses!" she says loudely, her face red with rage. "And don't ye be thinking that the magesmith will show mercy! He has the strength of a hundred dwarves.. and each dwarf has the strength of 17 surfacers.. and each surfacers has the strength of 17 like yerself! COuld ye imagine how much times stronger he is that I? No, don't answer.. that's probably too complicated for ye."





Frowning the tall man says to the dwarf, "I don't care how strong he is, what is your name?" The room seems to become darker as he speaks. The tent's air becomes chill, most unnatural in this weather. Stepping forward, the black clothed one says again, "You will answer, and answer truthfully, or if your magesmith ever comes here, he will find a shattered shell of a dwarf, a shell of a shell of a dwarf. What is your name?"





And then the miracle happens.. the dwarf suddenly shuts up and just stares back at the man all shivering.. probably with fear? Or maybe because of the unusual blanket of cold that has surrounded her. "Metaksa.." she replies straight away.





Straigthening, the strange man says, "Good Metaksa." The cold seems to warm slightly, the temperture increasign just enough that the guards and the dwarf no longer shiver, but still feel the chill upon the air. "My name is Lord Elan Morin. Since you appear ready to cooperate, perhaps we can sit and talk?" He motions to a guard, who goes to the back of the tent where a few wooden chairs are. Setting one behind Metaksa, and the other behind Elan Morin, he returns to his place. Elan Morin sits. "Now, what brings you to the borders of Drakkar?"





Finding ehrself stand up and moved to a mroe comfortable position.. and all that by her own boy, the dwarf just gasps not believing what is going on. However, for certainshe doesn't want to have a taste of the cold again. "Well.. it be because of this stupid stone.." she says, but stops. Even the fear of the cold doesn't manage to make her go on beyond this point.. for now.





Elan Morin smiles, from where he sits. "A stone, you say? Don't be shy, share your knowledge with me. I might even be able to help you." Strangely enough, his face looks friendly, his smile just right to put someone off guard. "Certainly that is worth describing this stone a little more."





"Well.." the dwarf continues hesitatntly. "I don't know much about it anyway.. all that was said to me.. was that this stone is of some great worth.. and will be invaluable for the progress of Gharin." she quickly starts explaining all the details.. not so much out of fear than her usual habit. "magesmith Coarin says that it is something that would make the magic greater.. or something like that.. I am just here to make sure it is taken properly.. with my mechanic knowledge, naturally. And of course I'll take a small piece for personal studying.."





Nodding in an understanding way, Elan Morin says, "Ahh, I think I may know the stone you speak of. It is far far to the south from here, many days travels through the dangerous wilderness on Drakkar. I've only been there a few times myself, and not for long. You must be brave to follow such a group into such dangerous lands. A mechanic, you say? You must be very bright indeed...tell, who is this Coarin you give such respect to?" Flattery for the mechanic seems to come naturally, with no hestitation.





As she hears the words concerning her nature the mechanic quickly softens.. to the point that no one could believe it is really her. "Well, ahh, I have some brains.. and ahh again they be among the greatest of Gharin.. but ye are too kinf, lord. Brave? Of course.. all are brave from garin.. well me most of all actually.." she continues saying praise about hersel for several minutes, until finally deciding to speak about something lse for a change. "Coarin? The magesmith? Well he be the one who begged me to join this expedition.. gave me money too.. I woundl't be surprised if her were to propose marriage shortly.. but I must take care of my stature.. and my inventions.. life is not as easy as he thinks it to be.."





Elan Morin listens to the dwarf rattle on about herself for a few minutes, and as she begins to speak of Coarin, he interrupts, "Pardon me for interrupting...I thank you for your time, and it has been very enjoyable, but I must see to matters about the camp before the day is out. You understand, of course, I hope. Camps do takes a bit of effort to keep up." Standing from his chair. "I hope you find this tent suitable. If you need anything, say a table, some wine, maybe something to write on to plan inventions, just ask a guard, and they will get it for you."





(Days later)





Rain falls in sheets over the Uruadum outpost, cutting down visiblity to a mere 20 feet at best. But the camp is not asleep as it would be expected. Guards rush about, cloaks pulled tight about them, working to get a pole up in the center of the camp, which has chains hanging down from the top. Watching over them, Elan Morin stands completely still, waiting. Something is going to happen today. Something dark and unpleasant.





In her prisoner's tent Metaksa seems to be having more than an enjoyable time.. in fact no one would ever suspect that she were a prisoner at all. Taking advantage of Morin's offer to call for wine and food she has been doing so ever since... Rarely could one see drinkign wine, and in such quantities as ale, but Metaksa has managed to acomplish that. Even now she finished another aleful, her cheeks more than reddened by the wine's effect.





The guards finish their task, the pole now standing straight up on its own. Elan Morin nods his head in satisfaction, and walks from the small hill towards the tent that is now the home of the prisoner. Reaching it and throwing back the flap, he sees her state, and frowns. Motioning to two guards, they move to grab an arm of the dwarf each, and attempt to get her to stand. Apparently, she is going to get to go for a walk.





"What is this?" Metaksa asks in pretty much a relaxed manner as she is lifted up. The only reaso why the guards manage is because of her small height.. However even she weighs.. and apparenly much more than they could imagin, for gruns are heard as she is taken out of the tent. "This is all very kind of ye..." she says smiling and waving to.. someone as she is dragged.





Elan Morin glances at the dwarf being dragged along, a curious expression on his face, and perhaps amusement behind those golden eyes of his. Giving a glance to the pole, that amusement becomes stronger. "Well Metaksa, we're going to have a bit of fun today, and you'll be the center of attention. I'm sure you'll enjoy it." Laughing quietly, one hand closing into a fist unconsiously. "So shall I. We'll have a great time."





"Fun? Amuzement?" the guarf barely manages to say. "Well.. very nice of ye... very nice indeed.." she hickups, then vomits on the leg of one of her guards. The unfortunate looks at the dwarf with disgust, but the presence of Elan Morin keeps him from doing anything else. "What will ye be showing me? Such a pity thet Coarin isn't here.. I told him that it would be far easier trade for that stone.. but he never listened.."





Elan Morin laughs to himself. Soon they are finishing the last few feet to the top of the hill where the pole is, with its hanging chains. "Yes, I'm sure he'd enjoy this too. But, he isn't here, so you get the fun all to yourself." Giving the guards a sharp motion and stopping, they continue on with the dwarf towards the pole.





Reaching the pole Metaksa looks at it with wonder. "What are these four poles for?" she asks burping.. strangely why, for whine doesn't create gasses.. on the oteh hand it is maybe best left unanswered. "Maybe The stone s up there?" she suggests.





Elan Morin stands back from the single pole, though the dwarf sees four. Nodding to the guards, they grab the chains, connecting them to the arms of the dwarf, and using the other end of the chain which hangs down from the other side of the pole, hoist her up, though they grunt with the effort. Sticking a chain link onto a nail to hold the chains in place, they back away. "Yes, the stone is up there. Let us help you get up there. Not much further now."





Swinging from the chain, Metaksa simply laughs looking at everything about. It seems somehow weird... but not too much than a moment ago. strangely every time she leaves a tavern things start to seem strange. "Very kind.." she begins, but all this swinging makes her sick again reulting in another... pour of vomit form her mouth.





Elan Morin smiles from where he stands, but his attention is no longer on the dwarf really. He seems to be concentrating, moving his hands slowly almost as if weaving. A darkness not caused by the clouds and rain seems to begin to gather around him, an evil aura. The guards back away from the pole by several feet, and from there look as if they would like to move further back. Bits of blue lightning seems to be in the darkness around Elan Morin now. "Metaksa....you proved to be very interesting company, and let me know of a serious threat to Uruadum. For that, I will give you a quick and painless end."


