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





     Date: A Firstday, day 15 of Goldmont, 412 PY - Peace Years.


     Time: 19 o'clock on a Autumn evening. It's raining hard


     Real Life Time: 11:14 PM on a Monday, May 03 1999





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





Rains beats down on the shrublands of Rogothain, turning dry grass and mud into a mush of plant and dirt. No sun shines down on this dismal day, the clouds hiding all light from the earth, though it only is just past noon. A loud drumming can be heard, rain hitting the many many tents of the Uruadum Guard Post camp, while those high in its towers grumble about being stuck in the rain and wind. Grumbling or not, they look to the north, watching where the dwarven camp would be seen if there was no rain.





From the Northeast a small pack of figures moves through the rain and the night. Five tiny shapes in this bleak landscape hide among the mud and the stones left here ages past by glacial ice. Still out of sight from the camp, and even the tower in this weather. The Grunlings leader moves slowly and with care as not to slip and fall in the mud, and as the tower comes into view to he stops and hunches over.





As the unseen army approaches, the guards in the tower do not notice them, seeing as how the rain has put a damper on their view. A few guards lean on the edge of the lookout, huddling as close to themselves and eachother as they can, attempting to stay warm. One guard in particular has found a blanket of some sort, somehow, that he's bundled up in. His weapon is posted against the inside of the small ledge, next to the other few guards with him. The only thing interesting in their lives at the moment is wondering how to rid the man of the blanket to use amongst themselves.





Palorin comes to a halt behind his leader after his leader halts, and speaks a few words with him, though the weather makes it impossible for those further than 5 feet away to hear him. "I can't see a damn thing," he whispers.





Droughan follows behind, His left leg almost being dragged as he shuffles forward slowly behind the two in front of him. His ears listening but his voice remains quiet as he pays attention to where he places his feet for now.





"Which is fine with me Palorin, since that means they can't see anything either...lets get moving around the side." Coarin points to the East where a patch of the Scarwoods is left, once it grew from Carnac to Aduunwath, but here only a few scraggly trees grow -- that is where Coarin leads his Grunling compaions. They will have closed the distance to the tower to about fifty yards once there.





Palorin looks back to his leader, and silently nods his assent. A large rivulet of water flows down over the brim of his hood and onto his nose as he nods, which he wipes it away with his sleeve. Doing so only makes matters worse, and Palorin grunts with annoyance.





The rain continues to beat unmercifully on the camp and all the surrounding area. Those in the tower shiver, watch and mutter, those down below mostly in their tents while those unfornate to have border duty patrol the camps bountries, trudging through the mush created by mud and grass. A lightning strike lights up the sky, blinding all for a minute, and then deafening all as the thunder rolls by.





The guards in the Southern tower begin to attempt at a small cluster to fit under the blanket. Meanwhile, the second tower isn't doing to well either. One of the guards has begun to take off his chainmail, attempting to eliminate the coldness that dwells upon his body. The other guards encourage him to keep it on, but he refuses and continues to peel it off. The weapons of all the guards are propped against the small ledge of a sort, allowing them to stuff their hands into any place warm. The rain seems to be taking an effect on these men, causing most of them to forget about their duty while the others keep a peaceful watch on the field beyond their camp. The rain still blocks any indications of the army, even as the night sky brightens intensly with the lighting while they approach furthermore.





Droughan runs his arm covered with rags across his nose now wishing he did not use so much horse waste to wipe across his body to help add to the disguise of his rags. Following the other dwarves he keeps his head down cast as his eyes scans the ground for footing.





Coarin nods to the others as two Uruadum guards make their way through the rain and mud on patrol. Motioning to keep low in the scrub Coarin waits for the two men to move along their way. Neither of them looking up or out, only down at their footing, muttering and complaining about the weather and their patrol duty. Once they are safely on their way Coarin makes his move... a burst of careful footsetps towards the side of the closest tower, still under the fall of rain his hopes are to make it to the horse corral withing being spotted. The splashing cant be help as he dashes praying to Araw as he goes.





Palorin creeps along with his group, and as they slowly approach the distant towers, he is silent as he can be, carefully picking his way toward the camp. He holds back as Coarin dashes toward the tower, slowly lowering himself to the ground, and snake-crawling along, wary for the first sign that his leader has been spotted.





As the man dashes toward the tower, one of the guards begins coughing from his new-found sickness due to the cold. The other guards in the tower are still attempting to huddle together, whilst the sickened guard begins to sit on the small floor of the tower, curling into a small ball to keep as warm as he can. After he stops coughing, slight silence falls, only interupted by the small pitter-pattering of the rain. During this moment of silence, one of the guards jolts his head toward the direction of the few small noises he hears. He quietly walks up to the ledge and leans over, cupping his ear to listen while the unseen source of the light splashing and sloshing are heard coming closer. He turns around and frantically waves his shaking hand to a few of the guards, "Gggggo get a ssssmall patrol out tttthere....na na now." His studdered words are followed by him pointing out toward the dark field, showing the men where to scout. "I hhhheard...some,some,sometheen out there...gggo, quickly!" The man folds his arms over his chest, tucking his arms under his armpits. He looks down at the waterlogged bows that now sit idle and useless, "Damn ttthis cursed rrrain." The muttered words are directed at the bows and he grabs his weapon, readying it in case of an emergency.





Droughan watches as the advisor makes his way across the open ground. Debating to himself at what they are trying to do. Still behind the cover he shakes his head slightly as he waits for warning of some sort before he himself makes his way slowly across the ground folling behind the second dwarf.





One of the shivering guards takes a small mallet at one corner of the watch tower, where a bell sits as well. Lightning flashs in the sky, and thunder rolls over the land, and then below the tower, the peal of the watch tower bell rings out, not the signal for an attack but that something was seen. Several guards come from the tents below the tower, peering up as one of the guards shouts down what was seen. In the center of the camp, the tent flap of the largest tent there is pushed open, and a figure steps out, all in black though his hair is snow white. What could they have possibly seen, he wonders.





Palorin slinks in the mud like a snake, using the cover of the starless night and the brown ground aroudn him to cover him as he goes. He stops frequently, and looks through narrow slits of eyes (so the whites of his eyes aren't visible) at the Uruadum camp every time he does so.





Hearing the bell and not knowing if it is a hourly chime or warning Droughan waits quietly for a moment trying to see if the dwarf in front of him has made it to what little safety there is here. A slight smile spreads to his face as he reaches down to the mud with his hands. Taking large handfuls of the smily muck he wipes more across his rags covering even the horse manure upon him. Wiping mud along his face as he waits he finishes off by wiping the mud from his palms upon his chest leaving the rest to cover the back of his hands.





The group of patroling guardsmen make a zig-zag patern, spliting up into two groups of two to cover more ground. Moments after the dwarf makes his 'home base' slide into the corral, one of the groups dashes over to the where he had been. "I swear I heard something over here..." on of them mutters. The other says, "Maybe it was jus' some sorta animal or somehtin'...let's get back, I'm freezin'." With that, the two guards walk back toward the small outpost, not seeing any of the other dwarves along with the intruding one. They motion to the other patrol to head back, calling out toward the camp, "We don't see anythin' out here! Musta been a large animal of some sort, or maybe someone was just hearin' things." Even if the guards had noticed the large gouges in the putty-like ground, they still would've headed back to the camp being as cold and wet as they are at the moment.





Two other dwarves, both dressed as Grunlings wait by the trees with their crossbows trained on the camp and tower. Each of the Dwarves has two of the weapons, and pleanty of ammo. They sit hidden in the dark, even with each lightening flash they are nothing more than stumps in the mud...cold wet stumps.





From the door to his tent, ignoring the rain, the black-clothed one stares off towards where the guards had gone, sharp ears listening and hearing sounds the guards would never hear. As they return with nothing to report, he sighs, muttering something about how frail humans were, how they had no tolerance, though none near hear. Walking from his tent, he heads for the two guards, a not so friendly look on his face.





Coarin is up through the horses, at the main gate. There are no guards there tonight, like their always are -- Thank Araw for the weather. Coarin lifts the first latch of the gate, then raises himself up to the next lifting it. With a slow push he begins to move the gate open...until it catches on a chain wound around it.





A flash of lightening, then a thunderclap and the fall of Araw's hammer busts the lock from the gate. No sparks in the rain, only the clang of the gate swinging wide open... as the frightend horses look at freedom.





The two guards approach their watch tower shivering in the cold, and thinking of going back to their tents, they are disappointed as they see the black armored one standing in their path, white hair hanging limp with water. Hastily they make bows towards him, nearly kneeling. Walking forward, the figure says to them, "What was seen out there





Not seeing anything clearly in the blasted rain, Droughan starts moving slowly from where he was hidden. Crouched low so it looks like he has a hunch in his back he watches the ground before him making sure of his footing as he moves slowly forward almost as in a slow shamble of movement.





Palorin slinks forward slowly, and then looks up in alarm as the horses are freed. Praying that he won't be trampled, he continues to slink forward, paying particularly close attention to the white-haired officer who is being bowed to.





The two guards approach their watch tower shivering in the cold, and thinking of going back to their tents, they are disappointed as they see the black armored one standing in their path, white hair hanging limp with water. Hastily they make bows towards him, nearly kneeling. Walking forward, the figure says to them, "What was seen out there?" The two guards exchange looks, one actually taking a step back, "We didn't see nothin', them fools in the tower thought some large animal was something else, I suppose. We didnt see nothing." He finishs, looking at the figure uncertainly. The figure turns towards the horse corral as the trouble begins there, the horses rearing and heading for the now open gate. Shouting towards the two guards for one to close the gate and get others to stop the horses, the other to go raise the alarm. In moment the camp is moving, the white haired one heading towards the center of the camp, where a pole stands from the ground, something hanging from it. The closest thing to a hill for miles and miles, meaning basicly a bare bump in the shrublands, it is the highest point in the camp besides the towers.





Coarin slaps the horses as he races towards the back of the corrall. Forcing the herd forward with each step he takes. His muddy form races through the chunrned up earth, and he almost makes it to the back before his footing gives out under his stocky frame. He is sent spralling face first into the mud, into the remains of supper for some now franich horse.





Palorin continues to make his way toward the encampment, and now takes full advantage of the diversion which Coarin has created. He bolts to his feet, and, still bent over at the waist, dashes toward the tower, where he flattens himself against the darkest wall. His right hand reaches back over his left shoulder, and he fiddles with some straps there. Then, he pulls his cloak around him once more, and lowers his hood. He's actually remarkably stealthy. For a Dwarf.





Droughan just stepping from the small concealment of the tree, The noise of the horses can be heard above the sound of rain. Muttering to himself once more about this journey he reaches up with muddied hands to hold onto the bundle strapped across his back as he picks his pace up hoping he is not run over by a horse of all things. Even though moving a bit more quickly he still manages to keep his body hunched over not daring to look up to see if the horses come his way or not.





Guards rush all about the camp, most with weapons now, some form of order returning to their movement as they group together, beginning a systematic search of the camp and the area surrounding. From his slightly enhanced vantage point, the white haired one waits, or perhaps not. He seems to be muttering, though otherwise dead still. A sudden flash of lightning flashs across the sky, lighting the camp for a brief second, destroying the night vision of the humans, and possibly that of the dwarves. For a moment, whatever is on that pole looked like a body.





Palorin very very slowly slides his axe from the sheath on his back, but instead of raising it over his head, he kind of drops it slowly off to the side, catching it with his right hand. The head of the axe lays on the ground, and he grips the handle with both hands, hefting it up a few inches, and holding. Someone is in for a nasty surprise if he finds this Dwarf.





Coarin crawls through the fencing of the corral up against the tower wall. He shimmys towards Palorin, but his attention is taken by the camp, by the pole, and by the leader there. He speaks a word, audible to Pal and himself, "Drakkloth." He lets it go as he holds out a hand to Palorin to make sure he isn't chopped in half by his friend. "If we want to know where Metaska is, we have to get to him..." he motions at Kaervek and then stops "..where's the Major at?" He looks back at the trees where the other Dwarves are at, but can't make out anything in the rain, in the confusion, in his rush."





Palorin is inches from swinging, but he recognizes Coarin in time. He lets his breath out slowly as the adrenaline ebbs, and grips the axe more tightly. The dwarf warrior shakes his head in response to Coarin's question, "Haven't seen him. What's on the pole..?" he asks in a low whisper, eyes darting toward the white-haired captain.





A guard runs towards the hill top, sliding to a stop in front of the drakkloth, "Lord Elan Morin! Weve got most of the horses under control now, I think, and the guards are out searching in force. Sir, it had to be the dwarves that were camping north!" Elan Morin looks at the guard, cutting his words short, "Do you not think I can figure that one out myself? Back to the search, where you are of use." Turning from the guard, who slinks off, he slowly turns, surveying the camp. Under his breath, to himself, "Eventually, they shall come here." He laughs then, a low cruel sound tinged with a bit of insanity maybe, or perhaps anticipation.





Droughan giving up on shambling as some of the horses make their way past him and knocking him off his feet, He quickly gets up and forgets about the disguise for a moment as he moves quickly to the wall of the tower and the way out of the beasts way not wanting to get trampled on. The short legs of the dwarf carries him quickly to the safety of the wall but a few minutes later. Leaning forward he rubs his side that a horse met upon the way thankful for the harden metal armour underneath. Catching his breath and wishing that nothing else runs into him he moves slowly along the wall towards the corral, waiting to hear voices as he reaches up and removes the bundle from his back.





Palorin stands still, not daring to move lest he be spotted. Then, just as lightning crashes, he speaks to Coarin. "What now?" are his only words. The thunder that immediately follows makes his words quite inaudible except to the dwarf to whom he speaks.





Freeing the bundle from his back, Droughan creeps slowly forward along the wall and stops briefly as he listens for a moment before moving on once more. Reaching a hand inside the bundle he removes some of the wood located inside as he starts moving once more letting the branches fall along behind him. Moving slowly his hand finally rests long his weapon underneath the cloth as he stops to peer about him spotting the two small figures ahead of him he makes his way towards them only speaking quietly as he draws near to them, "I am here is all he quietly says.





Coarin thinks quickly as Droughan joins them, "We appeal to his sence of honor." He stops you short, "Don't laugh, the Drakkloth are vile evil things, but they are full of themselves, pompus and dangerous. Lets circle around the tower and get ourselves int he middle where he is, where I'm sure we shall find Metaska." He points down the wall, and make shis way around the corner.





Palorin looks his leader over slowly, and then nods. "As you say then. I pray to Araw that you are right - if you are not... the hrosemen will kill us, every one."





From the hilltop, before the poll, the drakkloth Elan Morin looks on with interest, waiting for the dwarves that he knows are out there. Arms folded, the wind of the storm above blowing his cloak and hair wildly about, it seems that an almost visible aura of evil surrounds him, a blackness darker than the deepest night. Lightning flashs, reflected back by shining cat-like eyes, golden for the second the lightning lasts.





Coarin says, "Then we shall join Araw knowing that we did all we could to save our kindred Metaska.'"





It doesn't need to be said what a disaster it woudl be if the Hammer of Araw were to fall into enemy hands...





Droughan listens to as both dwarves speak on briefly and then follows behind not speaking for words are not needed when death and combat linger so close at hand. His mind racing as he debates upon himself and the course that they follow.





Coarin moves into a place just around the corner from Kaervek, and the pole. There as clear as day is Metaska, impailed on the end of it. Defiled after death, kept from the halls of Araw by such an act of dishonor. It is enough to send Coarin into a rage...he steps around the corner, covered in mud, with his hammer out in both hands, "I have come for Metaska's Body. Release her and you shall no further troubles from me. Keep her, and you shall find that death is not as rewarding as your dark lord makes it out to be!" He shouts in common at Kaervek as he closes the distance on him, ignoring others around.





Palorin steps out behind Coarin, axe held tightly in his hands. If nothing else, the determination on his face says that in no way will he flee - he has the magesmith's back until the bitter end.





Droughan removing the axe from the bundle finally he offers a quick prayer to Araw. Taking a deep breath he looks about one last time at the human encampment before stepping from the wall to take up the oppisite side of the advisor away to give him plenty of swinging room, The rags still draped from his body.





Droughan wields Battle Axe





Turning to face him, the drakkloth wears a smile, cloaking flying up behind him from the eery wind. He then laughs, "A mud covered dwarf, come to rescue a dead dwarf, oh, or fight over her body! Truly, you are fools. You stand at the center of the camp, surrounded by over a hundred men, challenging their leader. Do you expect to escape?"





Palorin lowers his voice to a growl, and replies. "No. We expect to die. And to take you with us. And not very many years from now, the Dwarves of Gharin will fight with greater fury than you can possibly imagine as they sing the Lay of Coarin."





Droughan listens to all speak but remains quiet himself. His eyes watching before he faces away from the man they talk to and to watch their backs waiting for some attack to begin from the flank.





Coarin scoffs at Kaervek's words and pulls off his rags and robes. Underneath his plate armor defends against the falling rain. On it's shoulders are two carbuncles, magical stones, things of myth these days. They give off of their own acord a faint red light, as a bolt of lightening slams down into the countryside the light from it is reflected in part in the stones, and they begins to glow brighter, illuminating the Dwarf and his compaions, "I am Coarin Forgefire, Grandmaster Magesmith of Gharin. Songs shall be sung of us, songs of vicotry, for here before me is nothing by a fantom." He begins to close the distance, "A shade of light and shadows...behold, the leader of this camp is nothing of this earth I can see it!" He closes in further on Kaervek's form, his gems growing brighter with each word of anger as he does,





Palorin marches forward at Coarin's side, throwing off his cloak as well, and revealing dwarf-made chain mail armor beneath. The light from Coarin's armor bathes him, and gives the armor an unearthly glow. Though there are but 3 of them, the wrath of Gharin is truly something to behold.





Droughan turning as the Grandmaster speaks he reaches up and removes the rags from his body revealing the platemail armour underneath the rags. As the advisor starts to walk to his enemy he falls into step letting the reddish light bath upon his armour and axe. His steps falling in step to the grandmasters. His eyes watching for some sort of attack.





A smile forms on the drakkloth's pale lips, "So, there is a bit of intelligence in the skull of yours. But, I fear you are wrong yet again. There will be no songs of victory. Perhaps, retreat, at the very best. Most likely songs of sorrow and of death. You have put yourself against the Lord Raughir, Coarin Forgefire. Know now that your fate is sealed." Bits of black energy appears in the air, seemingly pure evil, blackness with sparks of uncanny purple and blue. To the left of the dwarves, this energy gathers and whips itself towards Coarin, as it passes over the ground racing towards the dwarf, the ground below seeming to lose vitality.





A crash of lightening strikes just as the black arms of engery form up out of the earth. It hits, or should have hit the far tower, but it is bent and pulled, drawn by the Gemfire that surrounds the dwarves, and it strikes Coarin forking to land on both his shoulders. The Gems nearly burst from the power that has forced itself into them. "Araw, Car'dak, Narmoth..." his voice rises higher and higher but the thunderclap that follows drowns out his voice. The light, brighter than a forgefire, brighter than the earthfires of Gharin smashes outwards in a great sphere. The Black tendrils are pushed back, crushed under the red glow of life. The ball of Gemfire stikes the illusion of Kaervek, sending it into shards of worthless light and shadow. And it grows larger yet...





Palorin watches in awe as the gems on Coarin Gemfire's armor light up and launch forth their tremendous power. The axe in his hand nearly falls to the ground as he watches, but he recovers before it can. "Praise Araw!" he cries at the top of his lungs, and hefts his axe high into the air.





Droughan stands in awe, much like Palorin.





A low laugh sounds across the hill. Bright blue flame fires up from the top of the pole, and standing there is the drakkloth in truth, standing with both feet together above the battered body of Metaska. A tone rings loudly across the camp, heard by all, and the guards in the camp turn to see the battle of magic in progress, turn to run towards the hill. The Gemfire continues to spread out. A pure shield of necromanic energy appears around Elan Morin, a halo of spinning blue fire at his feet sending dark energy upward. "Well done. Harnessing the power of the lightning for your use. Though, if you wish to have a body to recover, I'd suggest you stop. I suspect a dwarf's body would be disintergrated just as easily as mine might without my shield."





Droughan grips his axe in both hands and turns to look at the guards comming this way.





The Gemfire begins to slow its growth until another bolt of lightening strikes just outside of camp, giving fule to Coarin's fire. The strain on The Magesmith face is eveident as he turns the Hammer of Araw skywards to collect the next bolt. Before another falls the sphre spreads out pushing against the edges of the wooden towers, they begin to smolder. "I shall take Metaska with me one way or another. Araw shall have his faithful servent back. You shall not have her for your rituals Drakkloth!" The Gemfire touches the foot of Metaska and it begins to smolder as well. "I give you one chance to call off your guards before the next lightening bolt strikes...if you do not you will know the fury and the firsts of Araw."





A smile forms on the lips of the drakkloth, and the shield disappears. "Give you the body, and let you go. Don't give you the body, and let you die. I'll choose the lather." For a second, he ceases all motion. "Raughir will have your soul yet Coarin Forgefire." He gives the dwarf a cold smile, standing above the battered body, deadly still now.





The stweat on Coarin's brow pours from his helmet. Never has he held such power in his hands, and if it wasn't for The Hammer he would have been unable to hold on to the lightening as well as he has. The towers have held out long enough, and burst into flames which race up sides only short distances as the rain beats down on the encampment. The End Comes.





The lightening strikes again. The hands of Coarin burn to the handle of the Hammer of Araw as the power and the force flows through him into his armor and outwards. The Gemfire is all encompassing, first taking Metaska's body, then that of Kaervek's form. The guards that have arrived find themselves set ablaze, knocked backwards with such a force that they can recall none of this once they finially wake. His armor pushed to the limit Coarin must releave more of the stress or it shall shatter without question. So he strikes the ground with Araw's Weapon....





The force shakes the earth for a hundred yards around, pulling down tents and sending out such a shock wave as to knock nearly everyone to their feet. Coarin stays on his, by the will of his god he will tell of later on, but Droughan falls.





Silence.





The rain.





The patterings of dwarven feet away...





