You have just entered room "On the Move Once Again."
RogueJediAlaron has entered the room.
The 1st Oracle: (Log in progress, no ooc talk in this room. State game date for the record. Edits should be posted in this room to be recorded so it can be fixed later. Start when ready.)
Unclear Presence: [ 22 Eleasias, 1372; pre-dawn ]
RogueJediAlaron: The past months have not been so good to me, Horock thought as he stalked his way through his room's level of the tower. A slight tremble shook the tower as some kind of projectile impacted its side. Shaking his head, Horock 
RogueJediAlaron: continued down the corridor, the cowl of his hood pulled low. He knew the disguise would do him absolutely no good in this place, but it wouldn't really matter anyways. With the almost endless siege these last few months, he knew 
RogueJediAlaron: that most of the people would be too busy to even notice him, let alone care that he was wandering the halls of the tower. However, they may have been a little more weary if they knew his destination. He was getting out of here, 
RogueJediAlaron: if only for a little while. He was tired of being cooped up in that small box of a room for so many months. He was tired of seeing the same, sneering faces that he couldn't take his anger out on. He was tired of being rediculed 
RogueJediAlaron: for loosing the part of him that always made him special. And he was tired of having to hold himself back. No, not today, he thought. Today I am going to go and let it all out. Sure, I have been able to train and get some new 
RogueJediAlaron: items for which to defend myself and done some services for a few members around here in order to gain some favors and some contacts, but this is enough. I need to hurt someone and hurt them now! Besides, the whole situation 
RogueJediAlaron: outside of the tower had stirred his curiousity. News had been scarce around here as of late, and Horock had no clue what the situation with Malag'tel or the others in his former employment circle were currently up to either. It 
RogueJediAlaron: was beginning to get to him. All of these things could no longer stop him or slow him down. He put the last few months of training, along with some of the items he had purchased, to good use as he snuck through the hallways of the
RogueJediAlaron: underseige tower. Finally reaching the top, Horock crept quickly and quietly into one of the many exits from the upper level of the tower. Stalking his way quickly through the maze, a dangerous light began to gleam in his 
RogueJediAlaron: eyes. The first enemy that he found he would take the full force of his frustrations, anger and confusions about the last few months.
RogueJediAlaron has left the room.
Unclear Presence has left the room.
Unclear Presence has entered the room.
RogueJediAlaron has entered the room.
Unclear Presence: The tunnels were comprised of a huge labyrinth, all the better to confuse any opponents that may have found out about them. Thus far, it has worked, with no enemies of the Tower actually reaching the place. However, that hasn't kept
Unclear Presence: a few factions from trying, as of late. The beholder hive was the most prominent to utilize the tunnels as an attack area so far, their natural inclinations being for such areas anyway. With powers that could let them circumvent 
Unclear Presence: certain aspects as well, such as simply disintegrating a section of wall, one would think they'd have gotten through already. Perhaps it wsa the constant efforts of a few drow soldiers and minor magic-wielders from the Tower that 
Unclear Presence: halted those efforts, by their constant vigil in changing certain aspects of the maze on an almost daily basis as of late. Despite that, Horock was easily able to navigate through it by now, as the couple of main routes did not need
Unclear Presence: to be altered thus far. He was aware of certain points along the tunnels--which were delineated by waymarkers--that had ready spells on them, which could be used to open up the stone and reveal a new tunnel, or a hole in the floor 
Unclear Presence: which would allow direct access to the cavern below of which the Darkwoods was comprised. It was as he neared one of these, somewhere above the illithid 'stronghold', that he distinctly heard a faint yet discernable scrape of metal 
Unclear Presence: on stone, just around a bend and in what he remembered was a side tunnel to the left. A couple of heartbeat's later, an oddly contorted skeleton of sorts--or at least what appeared to be one--moved out of that side tunnel and into 
Unclear Presence: the one Horock was in. It's attention at that moment was turned in the opposite direction, but the things grinning 'skull' was already turning back towards him. Vaguely humanoid in shape, the floating oddity--which didn't have 
Unclear Presence: overly much breathing room due to it's relative height--happened to bump the corridor wall just then, and the sound of metal on stone could once more be heard.
RogueJediAlaron: His eyes lighting up in excitment, Horock quickly sized up his opponent. Not much caring for the fact that this creature was much larger then him, Horock decided to get right in there and smack it for a few times, just to vent out 
RogueJediAlaron: some of his anger and frustrations at the last few months. Charging in as quickly and as quietly as he could, Horock made a quick first attack at the thing, catching it unawares upon its right flank. Immediately upon the success 
RogueJediAlaron: of his original attack, Horock weighed in with both his wonderful and personal long sword and his trusty short sword. In rapid succession, Horock hit the thing twice with his long sword, quickly followed up by two successful rapid 
RogueJediAlaron: strikes with his short sword. With a quick spin maneuver, Horock attempted to turn around and hit the thing twice more with his sword, the first one seeming to just miss the creature completely, the second strike appearing to just 
RogueJediAlaron: glance off upon its armor. His final strike, a broadside strike to side of its head connected however, giving the Drow some satisfaction of his least coordinated attack doing some daamage to the thing.
Unclear Presence: Being quite mindless and able to do little save for carrying out the last orders it was given to the best of it's ability, the golem--having already expended it's draining aura--simply kept attempting to bash Horock with it's large,
Unclear Presence: steel fists. Though the blows were heavy when they landed, thus far, Horock was eluding the worst of it. Thankfully for the shadowy colored golem, it too was made of hearty stuff, the natural protections offered by the metals in 
Unclear Presence: it's constructions blunting the worst of Horock's sword blows.
RogueJediAlaron: This time things didn't seem to start out as promising. Horock's attmepts to dodge the attacks of the beast a few moments before seemed to have worked, but not this time. A huge hand slapped him across the face, causing him to 
RogueJediAlaron: nearly spin out of control. Regaining his balance, Horock swung back in, two more quick dual strikes with his trusty long sword and short sword, each one striking, but seeming to do quite as much damage as they should. The thing 
RogueJediAlaron: swung at him again and missed before Horock could get another strike in, this one missing as well. Horock took two final swings with his long sword, the first one striking again across the beast and the second one missing wide.
RogueJediAlaron: Horock reeled from the blow again a little bit as he staggered under the blow. Ducking low, Horock managed to hit the thing again with a dual strike before deftly dodging the next. Another dual strike hit the thing before three 
RogueJediAlaron: attacks with his main hand hit nothing but air.
RogueJediAlaron has left the room.
Unclear Presence has left the room.

You have just entered room "On the Move Again."
RogueJediAlaron has entered the room.
The 1st Oracle: (I believe everyone knows the drill...so whoever I think Mike can start when ready.)
RogueJediAlaron: Horock eyed the thing as it fell, his final blows striking dead center of the large construct's mass. The thing slowly fell, as if it was a tree, tottering on its heels before crashing to the ground and coming apart in the several 
RogueJediAlaron: pieces that made up its main form. Horock gripped his right arm and winced as his hand came away, covered in blood. Anger began to seethe through him as he really and truly realized how feeble and weak he had become since he had 
RogueJediAlaron: lost his powers. Glowering Horock screamed in rage and struck what remained of the things torso, banging and kicking the item over and over again until there was litterally nothing left on the ground. Once there was nothing left 
RogueJediAlaron: to smash or scatter, Horock finally had the presense of mind to look around and make sure that nothing had come up on him since he had fallen into his rage. Still seething in anger, Horock began to head off towards the city again, 
RogueJediAlaron: the main goal of his leaving the tower not quite realized as he was more angry then ever. This is not helping, he thought and glowered at the darkness. Moving quickly, Horock headed off towards the city, looking for anything that 
RogueJediAlaron: might even have the smallest chance of pulling him out of his angry, dire and rather mood.
XX Cogliostro XX: Horock soon found something, though whether it would lighten his mood was questionable. Rather, he found someone, a familiar enough face, though--just as with himself--there was something a tad different about the towering human 
XX Cogliostro XX: with the clean-shaven, tattooed head that now stood only a handful of paces ahead. What it was couldn't be nailed down. In any case, the man's arrogant, superior smile hadn't changed, nor did his coldly calm posture, hands even 
XX Cogliostro XX: clasped casually behind his back. Most likely, his show of nonchalance was a goad at Horock, portraying that the man had no fear of the drow. "Well, I see your temperment hasn't improved any since you've returned. Did you really 
XX Cogliostro XX: have to destroy my scout?"
RogueJediAlaron: Horock just glared at the vaunted 'Bald One' before glancing back down the tunnel, his swords still in hand. Gesturing back the way he came with his long sword, Horock looked back at him. "Obiously wasn't much of a 
RogueJediAlaron: scout," he said, his voice barely above a whisper, his eyes half closed and looking at him as if he was an enemy. "I could hear the damn thing halfway down the tunnel. While the sounds of our battle assuredly carried
RogueJediAlaron: at least as far, I will just take a little bit of pleasure in cleaning up one of the pieces of junk that have been wandering in here as of late." He continued to eye the bald one and looked him up and down. Not so much
RogueJediAlaron: as for a way to attack but any attempt to discern his true intentions. Finally, curiousity got the better of Horock and he blurted out "What are YOU doing up here anyway?"
XX Cogliostro XX: Waving off the loss of the scout, which incidentally, wasn't really his in the first place, his smile broadened, in a knowing manner, at the bluntly asked question. "Nothing more than I appear to be doing. Talking to you. My
XX Cogliostro XX: relations with the Tower have been a bit...strained, lately. So, I've waited for you to come out of your hidey-hole." He paused then, and took time to assess Horock in like manner, though he was most assuredly using magics of 
XX Cogliostro XX: various sorts in the process, and trying to discern anything but intentions. "Mm, my, you have undergone some changes, haven't you?" It was a rather rhetorical question, with no answer needed nor expected. "I wish to parlay. There 
XX Cogliostro XX: are matters you and I should discuss. Concerning your own interests moreso than mine, of course."
RogueJediAlaron: Horock waved his hand at the last sentence, his face a mask of barely concealed annoyance. "Don't patronize me. I know you too well for that. Nothing you do is soely for yourself, same as just about
RogueJediAlaron: everyone else in this world." Horock began to walk carefully towards Cogliostro, his weapons still held up in a guard position as he approached the human's position.
RogueJediAlaron: Once again, his curiousity got to him and he lowered his weapons, shaking his head as he did so. "Well, fine. What is it you want with me? And for the record, I wasn't hiding. I was... building my strength
RogueJediAlaron: back up."
XX Cogliostro XX: "Mmhm, of course, how...silly of me. Let us go somewhere a bit more suitable." With a gentle wave of one gloved hand, he brought a portal to life beside himself, then stepped through. "Don't tarry over-long."
RogueJediAlaron: Horock simply shook his head. Trust or no trust? It wasn't really in his vocabulary. However, he didn't have much of a choice as there were somethings he wanted to ask the human anyways. Sighing, Horock 
RogueJediAlaron: stepped forward, weapons up in a gaurd position, and went through the portal.
