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Unclear Presence: 
[ 14 Eleasis 1372 ]

Unclear Presence: 
At some point the day before, each had been contacted via

messenger and reminded of today's meeting, not that most would need a

reminder. Escorts were waiting as each arrived at the edge of the Darkwoods,

allowing them to once again

Unclear Presence: 
circumvent the continued battles raging in said district

via the tunnels above. Dekar and Jivin were given word and transport by their

human employer, directly to the temple, though each at different times, as

Jivin and Dekar were

Unclear Presence: 
unfamiliar with one another. At least in their current

respective identities. Perhaps oddly, the arrogant bald one did not remain at

the Tower for today's meeting. As each member of the newly formed team was

led to the meeting

Unclear Presence: 
chamber they'd been gathered in last time, their escorts

left them. Inside there were only two representatives of the Tower, both of

which would most likely only be recognized by Seldsxar. One was a wizard

which all but Dekar had

Unclear Presence: 
been acquainted with last time around, Seldsxar's newfound

master, Vorn. The archwizard was lingering silently in a corner of the

chamber, not joining them at the table for some reason. The other fellow was

obviously a priest, if

Unclear Presence: 
his dark hued garb were any indication. Rizzen, from what

Seldsxar and Jivin could gather when the drow male removed his half mask. It

was the priest who was seated at what served as more or less as the head of

the table, and he

Unclear Presence: 
nodded a polite greeting to each as they entered. Waiting

for all to arrive and get seated before actually speaking, he then stood and

walked over to Vorn's corner, momentarily conversing via drow sign, with his

own body interposing

Unclear Presence: 
and keeping the brief "conversation" from the others.

After nodding to Vorn, Rizzen then circumvented the table and stepped out of

the room briefly, apparently giving one of the two guards posted outside the

door an order of some

Unclear Presence: 
sort. Finally, he traveled back to his seat, though he did

not actually sit, rather he leaned casually upon the high back of the chair.

A brief glimpse of a smile touched his lips before he began speaking.

"Welcome. I am Darkmask

Unclear Presence: 
Rizzen Cormrael. No need to introduce yourselves, as I've

already been briefed on that. I will be leading the upcoming expedition, and

am here, among other things, to address any questions or concerns you have

about it at this

Unclear Presence: 
point. Master Naerth...." A small gesture towards the

corner is given. "...is here today to provide a service, nothing more, so he

will not be joining in the actual conversation." A brief pause as he glances

at each in turn. "As you

Unclear Presence: 
will notice, there is a new face among you today. There

will be more to come before you venture out. Today will serve partially for

the lot of you to get to know one another better. Something which, though you

may not wish to do, is

Unclear Presence: 
critical to the success of our mission. While some of you

may be overly well versed in the interactions between drow in other cities,

such 

Unclear Presence: 
relations will not be acceptable here. The Faithful of

this temple, most notably my fellow Darkmasks, run a tight knit, flowing

group...something the lot of you will become. Failure in this comes to only

one conclusion." He allowed 

Unclear Presence: 
for a moment's pause at that point, in order to measure

the unspoken responses of each. He needed to ascertain who was going to be a

problem, whether through arrogance or sheer inability to accept his role as

leader. "While I am not

Unclear Presence: 
the type to be an overbearing leader, nor the type to

gloat in power the leadership role grants me, for the sake of the mission, I

cannot and will not tolerate insubordination. When orders are given, they are

to be followed to the

Unclear Presence: 
best of your ability, and without question." He pauses

briefly yet again, seating himself now that those issues were dealt with.

"Each of you is being recompensed in one way or another for this mission, so

the terms that I've layed 

Unclear Presence: 
out should not be overly much to require in return. Now,

that aside, the floor is open for discussion." He then glanced around to each

once more, one brow raised slightly in question. He was of course using it to

guage people once

Unclear Presence: 
more, however, not simply asking the silent question of

each.

Dark Side Mazeur: 
Seldsxar did not move in his chair. He had been studying

his companions while listening to Rizzen. They had all been called here, but

still nothing had been revealed about there mission. What was it they were to

do?

Dark Side Mazeur: 
Hoping that someone else would be roped into asking that

question, Seldsxar rested his glowing gaze upon Phaerro. If he was to work

with these folks, it was best to know what they could do.

Dark Side Mazeur: 
As he began studying his companion, a mental nudge

compelled his imp familiar out of his hair and scurrying down his shoulder.

The creature was in the form of a spider but slowly grew to full form and

height by the time

Dark Side Mazeur: 
it reached the table and then sat down. Grinning

devilishly it gazed at its masters new companions.

infernal rabbit: 
Jivin carefully watched the Darkmask with a reserved

expression. His disdain for this paticular group had to do with much past

experience and as well his overall disdain for religions. Although inside he

felt otherwise Jivin 

infernal rabbit: 
accepted to the terms on the outside and would perform to

the best of his ability. He gave a quick and appraising stare across the

room. Jivin himself was exhausted and weariness was visible through the rings

around his eyes.  

infernal rabbit: 
&quot;What shall this mission entail?&quot;

infernal rabbit: 
*enatil?&quot;

infernal rabbit: 
(gah blasts, end of post)

BitVyper: 
For his part, Dekar sat in a relaxed position, leaning back

slightly.  He had already taken in everything he cared to know about his

soon-to-be companions as they entered.  Working together would most likely

prove to be something of

BitVyper: 
a trial.  However, the wizard had paid him well enough, and

promised more... though Dekar didn't particularly trust any promises the man

made.  In any case, he would follow orders for the moment.  &quot;I'm sure

will all get along 

BitVyper: 
fabulously,&quot; he remarked, just before Jivin asked his own

question.

Kitty De Carabas: 
There was a brief pause before someone spoke again, and it

was Phaerro's soft-spoken voice next.  He turned from looking at each person

in turn, and spoke.

Kitty De Carabas: 
"When Rilyn Tree'Duis was engaged for this mission, I was

told we would be spoonfed relevant information as it became determined as

neccessary by the school representative.  I surmise that is you?  

Kitty De Carabas: 
I dislike the terms, but what is done is done.  I must ask

if you will keeping information of tactical relevance from us in this fashion

as well? 

Kitty De Carabas: 
 If we are to be effective, we need to be able to use our

discretion as to how best to contribute.

Kitty De Carabas: 
I have concerns that your leadership style is not honed in

the best interests of the group if such a caveat was neccessary for the

undertaking of this mission."

Kitty De Carabas: 
He finishes speaking, still keeping his eyes trained on

each person in the room in turn.  Then he crosses one leg over the other,

hands clasped over the knee in a pose both relaxed and ready.

Xullrae Zauviir: 
The door open softly and drow male shuffled in.  He wore

simple garb of all black, but it differed from Rizzen's own garb. The pants

were baggy and the shirt was was tighter. His only armor apparent was a pair

of bracers on his 

Xullrae Zauviir: 
wrists.  Around his neck was a silver symbol dangling from

a chain. Serios red eyes locked on Rizzen and stayed there. He came to stand

at the man's shoulder and waited in silence standing like a soldier at the

ready.

Unclear Presence: 
Though more than one addressed him, he waited till each in

turn had spoken to respond. A silent nod was offered to Ulryn when the male

entered, and he made no indication that the priest was to be seated. When he

did answer, his gaze

Unclear Presence: 
moved about the table, so that he wasn't overtly

addressing any single person. Not pointing fingers, in other words. Normally,

he'd have a humored smile on his face at this point, but he was taking pains

not to laugh at any of them,

Unclear Presence: 
and to seem semi-professional. "The general gist of our

mission is to recover an artifact...and the means to duplicate it. There are

lesser concerns along the way, and smaller acquisitions. We have...tidbits of

information and clues

Unclear Presence: 
that we will be working upon. The rest of the puzzle will

be pieced together along the way. That is part of our collective duties."

Unable to keep up such a ruse overly long, traces of a knowing smile did

creep into place at that

Unclear Presence: 
point, and his gaze settled upon Phaerro. "I assure you

that you are correct on one point. My leadership style is not, at the moment,

honed in on the best interests of the group. Rather, the temple's interests

are my main

Unclear Presence: 
concern. You should be able to gather the reasons behind

my witholding information until it is necessary to reveal it. I do not know

any of you, and hence am not prone to trust any of you. When I'm the only one

in the know of

Unclear Presence: 
certain things, it keeps the lot of you safer, as I

wouldn't want to be forced to, hm...quell any sort of...mutiny, should

someone suddenly feel their personal interests come before those of their

employer's." He pauses briefly,

Unclear Presence: 
sweeping his gaze across the gathered whole once more. "As

for questions of tactical relevance, the lot of you will determine that for

yourselves. While I can offer and teach the lot of you enhanced group

tactics, it would be up to 

Unclear Presence: 
you in turn to learn. It is my intent for us to set out

shortly and test the proverbrial tactical waters. Before we do so, however,

the floor is still open for discussion." Once more, he looked around

questioningly, though it was

Unclear Presence: 
a very quick glance, as if he were openly portraying that

he did not wish to hear any more at this time.

Dark Side Mazeur: 
Seldsxar shifted his glowing blue gaze over to Jivin. He

could barely contain his excitment, a quest for an artifact? And the means

for which to replicate its creation? Such opportunities came along rarely.

Waiting for the

Dark Side Mazeur: 
discussion to end, and the search begin. Seldsxar measured

his next companion.

infernal rabbit: 
Jivin closed his eyes contemplating curious as to what the

artifact would be and for a split second wondering if pulling a double deal

would not be more rewarding. In the end he knew better than to tread along

those dangerous 

infernal rabbit: 
thoughts for too long.

BitVyper: 
Dekar remained silent for the moment.  He didn't particularly care

one way or another about group tactics.  The mention of an artifact piqued

his curiosity however.  He felt no need to ask about it at the moment though;

the item

BitVyper: 
would no doubt tell its own story.  Fortunately, there was almost

no possible way that this quest could go worse than the elf's recent treasure

hunt.  He looked around the room briefly, taking in each of the attendees'

reactions to 

BitVyper: 
the provided information and allowed a slight smirk to cross his

face as he imagined that all were thinking the same thing as him at the

moment; could they steal it?

Kitty De Carabas: 
He grimaced inwardly.  "Greedy louts!" he thought to

himself.  Their eyes all shone with the glint of a lust for power and

rewards.  

Kitty De Carabas: 
"I shouldn't be surprised." he thought to himself.  "But I

don't know that I'd want what these tight-lipped bookworms are after.  

Kitty De Carabas: 
Best to keep our eyes on the greater goal... the big

picture.  And not let either of these potential backstabbers divert us from

our cause."

Kitty De Carabas: 
He left his eyes rest on Rizzen.  "That one..."  his heart

sklpped a beat.  "If treachery comes, it comes from him."

Xullrae Zauviir: 
Urlryn's expression was one of resolve.  He kept his eyes

ahead, they never flickered or blinked.  A quirk touched his mouth ever so

lightly lifting one corner in a tiny smirk as Rizzen admitted his admitted

his taste for leadership

Xullrae Zauviir: 
. After everyone finished speaking he leaned down to

whisper in Rizzen's ear, meant for him alone, but truly made no attempt to

hide what he said should anyone care to listen. "If you would get laid you'd

learn better skills. Now 

Xullrae Zauviir: 
shall we get this over with? All this talking is delaying

the mission." Rizzen knew Urlryn and as such knew the man was effiencient in

getting results, as for hiscomment, well that was a little tease.

Unclear Presence: 
Offering something of a grin in response to Urlryn, Rizzen

then turned back to the collective, and stood. Vorn took a few steps forward

at that point. "Since it seems there is nothing else to discuss at the

moment, we shall get

Unclear Presence: 
underway with testing those tactical matters. Master Vorn,

if you would...?" And without further ado, Vorn began chanting softly.

Unclear Presence: 
[ LOG NOTE: edit in that two of Phaerro's followers are

here ]

infernal rabbit: 
A coy smile light his face as he spoke. &quot;Friends we

should work as team, as that would be our most efficient way of attaining our

ends.&quot; As he said this he projected force from his mind.

infernal rabbit: 
*lit

BitVyper: 
&quot;Of course.  'United we stand, divided we fall,' as they

say,&quot; Dekar responded, quoting an old proverb, and matching the other's

smile.

Kitty De Carabas: 
I'm good

Unclear Presence: 
Vorn shot Jivin a rather dark glare in the middle of his

casting, as if he'd sensed some sort of attempt upon him, but otherwise, kept

casting. If Rizzen had a means of detecting the largely failed group

enchantment, he didn't show 

Unclear Presence: 
it. Within a few moments, the lot of them felt a slight

tinge of disorientation, then found themselves in the next instant standing

within some unknown cavern. Their vantage point seemed to be a ledge of some

sort at first, but

Unclear Presence: 
quick inspection revealed it to be part of a winding path,

which led eventually down to a large, open expanse of cavern floor. That

latter fact became apparent after Vorn cast another swift spell, one which

allowed for their 

Unclear Presence: 
respective ranges of darkvision to increase fourfold.

Those who may have tried to resist his attempt at enscorcelling them in such

a way may be dismayed at the ease with which he pulled it off anyway. After

the initial

Unclear Presence: 
disorientation wore off, Rizzen stepped closer to the

edge, and looked down. He motioned quickly over to Urlryn, and then summarily

pointed out their targets below. Anyone that followed suit to get a look

would see a patrol of short

Unclear Presence: 
humanoids, dwarves to be exact, of the light skinned

variety, who were wending their way across the depths below. That which

accompanied them, or perhaps they were accompanying, was of more interest,

however. A large automaton of

Unclear Presence: 
some sort, big enough for half a dozen of the dwarves to

ride upon it's back, with several legs (closer inspection would reveal six),

and four upper appendages, that seemed to be nothing more than very large

blades. The construct

Unclear Presence: 
was longer than it was tall, and seemed to move with

more...grace, than such a hulking chunk of what appeared to be stone possibly

could. After a few moments of assessing the situation, and determing that

they were out of earshot,

Unclear Presence: 
Rizzen spoke up, though softly. "There is our objective.

Standard seek and destroy. We've already accomplished the seeking part...."

OnlineHost: 
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Dark Side Mazeur: 
Seldsxar slipped his hand into his shirt and grasped the

familiar cool metal disc that was his house emblem. Dwarves were tough and

stubbourn, but no match for the might of the drow. Of course one could never

be to carefull.

Dark Side Mazeur: 
With a practiced effort of will, the drow wizard pulled

forth from the amulet a spell that sheathed himself and his familiar in a

Dark Side Mazeur: 
invisible cocoon of force. It would keep away most of the

dwarves arrows, allowing him to return fire indiscriminetly. &quot;Any plans

or tactics on how should go about this?&quot; asked the wizard, using drow

sign language.

BitVyper: 
Dekar took a moment to look over the strange machine.  He noted

several weak points in its structure that could be easily abused if he were

able to attack them.  The dwarves would be much simpler to deal with once

their weapon was 

BitVyper: 
destroyed.  The elf did not know the drow signs, and so merely

assumed that his drow companion was casting some spell, and so, made no

response.

Kitty De Carabas: 
Signing with his hands, he peered over their prey, making

plans as he spoke.

Kitty De Carabas: 
"I will turn the earth beneath the monstrousity into a

soft mire.  I will need to approach them closer.  Can someone cover the

appraoch?"

Kitty De Carabas: 
He waits for a response before committing to the action.

Kitty De Carabas: 
Coronel silently listens to his commander and nods.

Lifting his cloth mask symbolically over his face, he casts a spell over

himself and vanishes from view.

Kitty De Carabas: 
Crouched on the ledge, he steps off into the space above

and hovers in place briefly before he begins a slow descent, gripping the

haft of his weapon and readying to wreak bloody chaos upon the victims below.

Xullrae Zauviir: 
Urlryn signed in response to Seldsxar, but it was truly

meant for the whole group, "I am here to assist.  I offer spells to protect

and to boost natural skills. I will also heal if it is needed.  I will make

that call once the 

Xullrae Zauviir: 
battle begins but does anyone want particular spells on

now, it will take some time which our leader can assist with as well if need

be." He was a patient man, so he was unhurried and calm as he looked down the

ledge momentarily 

Xullrae Zauviir: 
while any may respond.

Unclear Presence: 
Doing not much more than glance in Urlryn's direction for

but a moment, he made a somewhat distracted seeming response, which would

serve to further answer Seldsxar's query as well. "I am here in nothing more

than an observatory

Unclear Presence: 
capacity today. You are to aid them as if you were one of

them, Urlryn." That said, he turned in another direction, and nodded to Vorn,

indicating he could leave them. Without offering a response, Vorn set about

casting his spell to

Unclear Presence: 
return from whence he came. It was enough that he deigned

to bring them here, he would not suffer through the boredom of watching such

a physical display of paltry battle. Drazoul, meanwhile, had stepped forward

to make his own

Unclear Presence: 
assessment, but it appeared that he, too, waited for some

sort of plan to be formulated, or at least for someone to offer one, or try

and take up a role of leadership for the battle.

Kitty De Carabas: 
Looking at the bewildered expression on the elf, Phaerro

gently reaches out with his mind to touch the other's.

Kitty De Carabas: 
"I am going to the edge of their vision, it is inferior to

ours.  I shall mire the construct in mud and clay, but as soon as I do so, I

shall be vunerable.  Join the battle and cover the area in darkness or

obscurement."

Kitty De Carabas: 
He steps off the edge of the ledge and descends to above

the level of the dwarve's darkvision.

Dark Side Mazeur: 
Seldsxar watched as part of the group split up. It looked

like they're &quot;leaders&quot; were going to sit this one out. This seemed

oddly similar to that beholder test his mentor put him through not long ago.

He'd have to

Dark Side Mazeur: 
be more carefull with where Vorn teleported him to. So far

the old wizard was two for two with dangerous locations. Seldsxar decided

that he unlike the beholder encounter he wouldnt pull any punches this time.

Dark Side Mazeur: 
Pulling out a handfull of bloody teeth from one of his

pouches, Seldsxar sank into a gutteral sounding spell. Mystic energies

crackled and the air rippled around the mage as the powerfull evocation was

cast. An opaque vortex of

Dark Side Mazeur: 
swirling energy in the form of roaring, screeching mouths

full of teeth formed at the rear of the dwarven caravan. Cutting of any hope

of escape.

BitVyper: 
Dekar recognized the drow sign for what it was just as Phaerro

contacted him via telepathy.  Offering a slight nod of understanding, and

noting that the others were now moving, he promptly sank into the shadows,

moving much further 

BitVyper: 
than he could have by foot.

Xullrae Zauviir: 
When no one requested spells, he went to stand  near Dekar.

He was the fighter of the group and therefore might require his assistance

more. He stayed arespectful distance away, nodding his head in courteous

acknowledgement to the 

Xullrae Zauviir: 
elf before casting spells on himself.  It would do well for

the supporter to not take measures to aid himself as well.

Unclear Presence: 
Already having formulated certain judgements about the

group's effort, but willing to still see how it pans out and not make a final

judgement until then, he softly prayed to his Lord, the result of which was a

cloak of invisibility

Unclear Presence: 
falling around him. That done, he began to scramble down

towards the battlefield. He was not one to observe from afar.

Visage Obscured: 
Noting that the battle would be raging some distance below,

he too cloaked himself in invisibility and began to make his way towards the

cavern floor below. So much for an actual plan, it seemed. He'd have to

content himself on

Visage Obscured: 
taking down a few silently while waiting to see if some

sort of strategy formed among his companions.

Unclear Presence: 
Though Dekar went completely unnoticed by the dwarven

patrol, not so for Seldsxar's spell effect. Shouts of alarm were raised

swiftly by those mounted upon the construct, and bows were brought to the

ready for the riders. The other 

Unclear Presence: 
dwarves located on the ground simply brought their axes

and shields to bear, and spread out slightly in battle formation. To their

credit, the rearmost dwarves held their ground in the face of Seld's spell.

Or discredit, as a drow

Unclear Presence: 
would view such stupid stubborness.

Kitty De Carabas: 
Phaerro descends slightly and casts quickly and

efficiently, placing the epicenter of the transmutation so as to overtake the

alarmed dwarves and their construct.  

Kitty De Carabas: 
As he completes his spell, he calls out loudly to his

fellows.  "The ground is ours, finish the work we have begun!"

Kitty De Carabas: 
With a swift utterance, Coronel infuses magical energies

into a bloodcurdling chant that stirs the blood and beating hearts of the

assembled drow and allies.  

Kitty De Carabas: 
He then moves to position himself in threatening position

to the rear rank of dwarves with his monstrous pulsating polearm.

BitVyper: 
Seeing his opportunity arise, Dekar leaped up from his hiding spot

and charged toward the immobilized construct.  He moved through the mud

easily enough without sinking, though he found the experience particularly

unpleasant.  As he

BitVyper: 
reached the monstrosity, the elf began hacking away at its exposed

joints with Hashamar and Celphied.

Xullrae Zauviir: 
Urlryn took the moment when the dwarves were distracted to

go down onto the battlefield.  He did not have stealth and cunning like the

others, they all went so fast and their own ways that this drow cleric fell

back on the tride and

Xullrae Zauviir: 
true method of achieving his arrival.  On foot. Not alone

he knew Rizzen would not leave him even if he could not see the Darkmask.

"Too independant, they are, the plan failed." He was alright with that, he

would still do his part 

Xullrae Zauviir: 
though, if there came a time they needed him he would be

there to assist any who wanted it.

Dark Side Mazeur: 
Pulling out a long thin crystal rod with various silver

pins laced through it, the wizard leveled the focus at the group of dwarves

down on the cavern floor and began the casting of another spell. With barerly

a thought he nudged

Dark Side Mazeur: 
his original spell into the rear line of dwarves. The

lesser creatures stood they're ground to Seldsxars surprise, further proving

they're ineptitude. The whirlwind of teeth began tearing and bitting into the

tough dwarven hides.

Dark Side Mazeur: 
With a roar and a mighty tearing noise, Seldsxar spell

discharged in a wide crackling bolt of lightening.
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BitVyper: 
Having no desire to remain in the makeshift trap any longer than

he had to, Dekar hopped out of the muck, and onto the trapped dwarven

construct's back... or what passed for its back, anyway

BitVyper: 
Without hesitating, he immediately proceeded to drive Hashamar

directly into another of its connecting joints.

infernal rabbit: 
Carefully treading his path the assassin moved closer and

closer to a position that would allow him to cause some death and

devastation.

Unclear Presence: 
Cursing loudly from atop the slightly off-kilter construct

as someone jumped right into the middle of their ranks, the dwarves hurriedly

turned their overarmored bulks to the center, hastily dropping their

crossbows in order that

Unclear Presence: 
they could quickly draw the huge battle axes from their

backs. Meanwhile, the handful of dwarves below that had not gotten trapped in

the mud creating spell were doing just the opposite, replacing battleaxes

with bows, so that they 

Unclear Presence: 
could fire upon the one target they did see, if

opportunity would allow for it. Though the construct blocked much of their

view of the companions behind it, they could still make out traces of the

abominable wall of what appeared to

Unclear Presence: 
be fangs that had overtaken said companions. Coronal,

meanwhile, continued to chant on, inspiring his allies to greater heights of

glory. Despite the fact that one of his newfound companions was currently

atop the large construct, 

Unclear Presence: 
Phaerro decided upon a course of action that would

theoretically hinder the dwarves even more than they already were, especially

considering that most would work their way free of the mud very shortly. As

such, with a few words of 

Unclear Presence: 
supplication to whatever twisted forces of nature he

revered, the construct and the environs around it were suddenly engulfed in a

dense bank of fog.

BitVyper: 
Keen instincts alerted Dekar to the actions of the dwarves, and

the elf was moving in the same instant.  In a stunning display of dexterity,

Dekar spun around, finding each opening with a flurry of slashes and stabs

from the shadow

BitVyper: 
cloaked blade of Hashamar in short order.  None of the dwarves

near him was left unscathed by the attack.

Dark Side Mazeur: 
Seldsxar cursed as the group of dwarves and the construct

disappeared under the fog cloud. Still he could hear the screams of the

dwarves being torn apart by his whirlwind of teeth. He let the swirling

collumn stay in position

Dark Side Mazeur: 
and began casting a spell that would take him directly to

the battle scene. He detested such an action, but being unable to see his

targets greatly limited his range. Rambling off a quick series of arcane

sylables, Seldsxar

Dark Side Mazeur: 
vanished and reappeared fifty feet away from the front

line of the fog cloud.

Xullrae Zauviir: 
Urlryn heard Rizzen snicker from his comment.  The cleric

thougt to cast a spell but when the cloudy fog descended upon the area, he

thought it best to wait until he could see a target clearly.  He was very

patient and as such, 

Xullrae Zauviir: 
he stayed his spot quietly.  It was easy to feel useless,

but he remembered he was only here if the group needed him, but since they

didn't, in his eyes they were pretty efficient.

Unclear Presence: 
The construct was still mired in the mirk, struggling to

heave it's six massive legs out of the impediment. Shelob, meanwhile, proved

himself not as patient as a certain cleric, and took it upon himself

(herself? dunno) to leap into

Unclear Presence: 
the thick cloud of fog, aiming for where it last

remembered seeing a dwarf. Alas, though his leap was deft and high, it was

not true.

BitVyper: 
Though the fog hindered his striking ability somewhat (a matter he

would have to take up with whomever had cast it at some later time), Dekar

was able to continue hacking at the monstrosity's already damaged form,

ignoring the

BitVyper: 
dwarves for the moment.

infernal rabbit: 
As the assassin finally reached the top he took a moment to

scan for the right target. He would choose one slightly more isolated from

the rest and one he could spirit away far more easily then the rest. He

little trusted Rizzen and

infernal rabbit: 
if the assassin could discover more information then it

would give him a certain edge. With that the assassin set off to scanning the

perfect target for his precise attack.

Unclear Presence: 
Despite the fog, the ring of dwarves around Dekar took aim

and made an attempt, though only one managed to strike a blow. Coronel

continued singing upon noting Phaerro's silent command to do so. Phaerro,

meanwhile, found no use in

Unclear Presence: 
moving from his spot as of yet, so for now, he

contemplated his next move upon the largely obscured sava board.

Dark Side Mazeur: 
Seldsxar smiled as the dwarves stumbled out of the fog

cloud with they're crossbows raised. Rapidly he spoke the words to a

defensive spell that further protected him from they're attacks. Not wanting

to give away his gambit,

Dark Side Mazeur: 
he started to fumble at his belt as if trying to draw his

handcrossbow.

Xullrae Zauviir: 
The cleric continued to watch the scene.  Two dwarves come

out of the clouded area but he waited to see if the other casters would make

their move.  The bard's song was uplifting, the spells were still in effect

so he guessed all 

Xullrae Zauviir: 
were done until he heard another chant, but when nothing

took effect, it was probably a self spell.  He would lift the fog when it

became necessary. From the sounds though, now was not that time.

BitVyper: 
Dekar felt the tip of one dwarf's axe dig into his dead flesh as

he weaved through the other attacks with contemptuous ease, but paid it

little heed, choosing instead to continue his assault upon the stone

creature's ungaurded back.

BitVyper: 
Unfortunately, interference from the dwarves prevented him from

scoring the devestating blows he would have liked to.  For a moment, Dekar

considered simple casting the entire area into darkness, but decided against

that action, and

BitVyper: 
simply continued his assault on the creature.  Darkness would mean

him doing the entire job himself, and that was something the wight preferred

not to do.

infernal rabbit: 
Silently the assassin measured up the dwarf awaiting till

he was certain.

Unclear Presence: 
The dwarves who were lucky enough to be outside the fog

bank found a target readily accessible, and so as one they turned and fired

upon Seldsxar...only to have two of the bolts return and impale the one's who

fired them. The rest 

Unclear Presence: 
of the bolts were deftly avoided by the drow wizard. Atop

the construct, the ring of dwarves, still oblivious that another foe,

Drazoul, was amongst them, made their attempts upon the pale elf's life. And

yet again, only a single

Unclear Presence: 
blow was landed. The remainder of the dwarves did their

best to hasten toward where they remembered the edges of the mud pit being,

hoping to get out of both it, and the thick fog surrounding them, though they

did so with some 

Unclear Presence: 
reservation, as who knew what enemies lay beyond. Coronel,

meanwhile, stopped singing, and turned his efforts to casting a spell upon

Phaerro, after receiving another silent hand gesture of command.

Xullrae Zauviir: 
Seeing the wizard apprentice by himself, Urlryn decides to

assist, but his attempt failed as the Drown spell he cast on the nearest

fizzled on the surprisingly prepared dwarf. Her gave a sheepish smile to

Seldsxar and urged him 

Xullrae Zauviir: 
to do better than his failure.

Dark Side Mazeur: 
Seldsxar calmly returned fire with the dwarfs, tossing a

conjured ball of webs into they're midst. The sticky substance exploded

outward and covered a 20 foot patch of ground in the sticky strands. Three of

the crossbow wielding

Dark Side Mazeur: 
dwarfs were caught and held fast while a fourth rolled out

of the way with surprising agility. From the rear of the fog cloud came the

continued muffled cries of the dwarven reargaurd.

Unclear Presence: 
Finally, the construct was able to free itself enough to

make some headway. The ride was a bit bumpy, though not overly jolting to

those on it's back, as it was aware that it had riders. Going straight off to

one side, aware that

Unclear Presence: 
doing otherwise would imperil the dwarves that were in

front and to the rear of it, the thing hoped just like the short ones to get

out of the muck and tear into whatever foes it could find.

BitVyper: 
The dwarves, but for one, found their attacks repelled by a solid

wall of shadow that seemed to protect the elf.  Again, Dekar felt one axe

push through enough to clip his side before he could move away.  This time,

the elf became 

BitVyper: 
rather irrate, turning on the one who had wounded him twice now.

&quot;Can you not see that I am too busy for your nonsense?&quot; He mocked

the stout one, and slashed deep into its flesh with his twin blades.

Unclear Presence: 
Two of the dwarves near Seldsxar threw down their

crossbows and charged in his direction, swapping out for battleaxes along the

way. Charged being a relative term, as their exceptionally heavy armor

limited the movement of their 

Unclear Presence: 
stubby legs beyond the racial slowness of most dwarves.

Those above attempted to attack Dekar yet again, with worse results than the

poors ones they'd been having up to now. The remaining dwarves, along with

the construct, spent all

Unclear Presence: 
their efforts at dragging themselves out of the muck.

Coronel's spell completed, Phaerro noted the positions of his other

companions, then indicated the bard should beging singing again, and then

summarily moved into the thick bank 

Unclear Presence: 
of fog, hoping no one would notice, though not counting on

it, as he'd not seen Rizzen anyway, nor the scaled one.

BitVyper: 
&quot;How irritating...&quot; Dekar said halfheartedly as he

continued to parry and weave through axe blades, inflicting two more grievous

wounds upon the one who had struck him earlier.  At that, the fool finally 

BitVyper: 
decided to succumb to his wounds, and collapsed.   Feeling

satisfied at that, Dekar turned his attention back to the construct's

vulnerable backside, and began laying into it once more with Hashamar and

Celphied.

Unclear Presence: 
All told, the dwarves were not much better off at the

moment than they were whilst in the muck and fog. Trying to regroup as they

could, three of them moved off towards a target that came into sight when

they emerged--Urlryn. Two

Unclear Presence: 
more continued their, hrm, inexorable crawl towards

Seldsxar, whilst the five that still stood around Dekar unleashed another

slew of attacks, getting frustrated as once more they could scarcely manage

to hit the man, only one blow 

Unclear Presence: 
being landed. It would appear they needed a change of

plans. Coronel meanwhile, cloaked from sight, began his inspirational

chanting once again, hoping the relatively nearby dwarves would simply opt to

continue after the viewable

Unclear Presence: 
target, Urlryn, and not this new one that they could now

hear but not see. Phaerro, now positioned inside the fog bank, and willingly

haven taken a couple of steps into the mud, began a chanting of his own.

Xullrae Zauviir: 
Apparently Vhaeraun was not with him as three dwarves came

his way. His spell fizzled one another dwarf.  These fella's were certainly

prepared and now it was tome for him to move away before he was really in

trouble.

Xullrae Zauviir: 
*on

Dark Side Mazeur: 
As the two dwarves charged him, Seldsxar chuckled and

activated his magic boots. Small leathery bat wings sprouted from each and he

took off high into the air. Quickly reaching sixty feet he held position.

infernal rabbit: 
The assassin moved with the dwarves never leaving his

intended target. Even though he was focused primarily upon his target the

assassin did keep his senses keen enough as to know to some extent what was

transpiring around him.

Unclear Presence: 
Having but one target in it's sight, aside from the

nuisance upon it's back, the construct swiftly pumped it's six legs in

Seldsxar's direction. Shelob, meanwhile, lashed out at the closest dwarf with

one of his eight swordlike

BitVyper: 
&quot;Do you so wish to join your friend?&quot; Dekar mocked, as

he parried another axe swing, and turned to face the one who had struck him.

In truth, the blows were beginning to take their toll on the elf, 

Unclear Presence: 
appendages, but it clanked harmlessly off the dwarves

mountainous armor.

BitVyper: 
but he certainly wouldn't let his opponents see that.  Instead, he

let loose with a flurry of strikes, inflicting several gashes on the

offending dwarf.

OnlineHost: 
infernal rabbit has left the room.

Dark Side Mazeur: 
From his vantage point in the air, Seldsxar gave his

collumn of whirling teeth a mental command and it moved towards one of the

corners occupied by the dwarves. The teeth chewed into tough dwarven flesh

and soft spider skin.

OnlineHost: 
infernal rabbit has entered the room.

Unclear Presence: 
Infuriated, confused, and in much pain, Shelob and his

limited intellect settled for merely slashing out at the nearest target yet

again, still failing to penetrate the armor.

BitVyper: 
&quot;Slow learners...&quot; Dekar muttered, as his targetted

dwarf suddenly found itself in a storm of blades that the stout one could

never hope to defend against.  Finally, he too, fell, the myriad of cuts and 

BitVyper: 
gashes on his corpse a testament to the legendary dwarven

toughness.

infernal rabbit: 
He had observed long enough, springing like a panther the

assassin lunged forwards bringing his blade in for a paralyzing blow. The hit

connected but the assassin realized with dismay his calculations had been

slightly off turning 

infernal rabbit: 
the blow into a vicious stab that sunk deep. He sighed in

frustration prefering to have taken one alive but instead of dwelling he

continued fighting.

Unclear Presence: 
Dwarves were still franctically moving about around the

cloud's perimeter, some attacking, some merely trying to get to their target

in one way or another. A new threat seemed to crop up, targeting the trio of

dwarves who were on

Unclear Presence: 
the far side of the cloud from Urlryn and who were

following in the construct's wake, though ever so slowly--tendrils of some

sort, that had already hit and ensnared one of the armored warriors. Having

shuffled but a few feet, 

Unclear Presence: 
Coronel continues singing, figuring to aid his master

moreso than anyone else at this point. Phaerro, meantime, had invoked one of

his greatest abilities, that of shapeshifting, in order to take on a more

combative form, though he

Unclear Presence: 
did so concealed from the sight of all the others, safely

tucked within the depths of the fog bank. For the most part, as the top of

his tree-like form loomed above the cloudy square. Though he could sense the

presence of everyone, 

Unclear Presence: 
and their locations, he could not actually see anything

that was going on outside the cloud, and hence he could not tell how badly

his spider companion had been wounded.

Unclear Presence: 
{ Log Edit: Coronel was to heal when needed, so change his

action to moving to shelob for that purpose }

Xullrae Zauviir: 
Well misfortune smiled on him before so in light of his

failures he turned to divine Guidance. Holxding his symbol, giving it a kiss

for luck, he took note of the two dwarves fighting the spider. The creature

served its purpose of 

Xullrae Zauviir: 
distraction. Calmly beginning the prayer, the cleric raised

his arms to the ceiling from which light swirled and then a column of holy

flame hurled downward and engulfed the three in a blazing inferno.

Dark Side Mazeur: 
After taking a moment to wallow in cruel amusement at the

cries of the spider. He started casting again. Back home he would have been

flogged for such an action, but here in Sshamath wizards ruled, not Lloth's

clerics.

Dark Side Mazeur: 
With a mental command he moved the whirlwind of teeth

around the fog bank, it had more work to do up front. Reaching into his

robes, he withdrew a pinch of bat guanno and cast down a fireball upon the

dwarf who had just freed

Dark Side Mazeur: 
itself from the darkelfs webs. The webbing itself erupted

into flames in the inferno, adding more burns to the scorched dwarves.

BitVyper: 
&quot;I am glad you could make it,&quot; Dekar said sarcastically

as his ally joined him.  &quot;See what you can do about these fools while I

finish this monstrosity off,&quot; he said, while in the process of parrying

and 

BitVyper: 
dodging several more attempts to take his head.  Seeing an

opportunity arise, he began striking at the strange golem's connecting joints

once again.

infernal rabbit: 
A deft hand resheathed the shadow blade and then both his

hands came up to produce the twins.

BitVyper: 
No longer concerned with the dwarves beyond avoiding their

attempts to unmake him, Dekar continued laying into his unwilling mount with

Hashamar and Celphied.  Slowly but surely, it was beginning to show the

damage that the elf had

BitVyper: 
inflicted upon its form.

Unclear Presence: 
Coronel, despite being a drow, was rather taken aback at

the dire mistreatment and utter disregard for 

Unclear Presence: 
Phaerro's most favored animal companion. No longer needing

to aid the creature, as it was burned down to nothing more than ash, he

turned an angry glare in the direction of the one who'd called down the

flame, contemplating whether 

Unclear Presence: 
to sneak up and kill the man or not. It didn't help that

his master was not available to give orders. Phaerro, meanwhile, continued to

assault the lumbering dwarves, unintentionally granting a swift death to two

of their ranks. The 

Unclear Presence: 
third, however, he could have more fun playing with,

planning to devour it slowly.

infernal rabbit: 
He decided that the best route would be to dispatch the

dwarves as quickly as possible. With quick and cunnigly deceptive motions the

assassin lunged in with a reverse slash high up and an across slash to the

lower section.

Xullrae Zauviir: 
(Draz has Greater Invis, edit Dekar's post from earlier.)

Unclear Presence: 
Most of the remaining dwarves were attempting to gather

themselves together, those with crossbows near at hand retrieving them, and

starting up the reloading process, as their primary foe right now was

airborne. The others were

Unclear Presence: 
trying desperately to get back to their own crossbows,

which they'd left behind in their earlier haste (haste being a relative

term). The construct, meanwhile, seemed to be faltering more in it's advance

around the cloud bank, 

Unclear Presence: 
indicating that perhaps Dekar's continued ministrations

were weakening it. Phaerro, having only one foe left, drew his tendril

rapidly inward, towards his 

Unclear Presence: 
waiting maw, but the relative unfamiliarity of this form,

coupled with the obscuring mists, caused him to miss by just a tad. No

matter, time was on his side.

Xullrae Zauviir: 
Without moving from his spot, Urlryn repeats the flame

strike spell.  Concentating the flame on the two dwarves near the wizard

apprentice.  They were on fire, but alive.  Some just refused to die easily,

he respected that.  

Xullrae Zauviir: 
Movement in the cloud caught his brief notice, but it

seemed that the other caster was fine, if a tad strange to use plants, but no

conversation passed his lips on that subject.

Dark Side Mazeur: 
Floating safely above the combat, the drow wizard laughed

at the lesser creatures below him. The dwarves were no match for the drow,

and a quick look told him his companions fared well against the construct.

With obvious

Dark Side Mazeur: 
glee the wizard pulled out another pinch of bat guanno and

conjured another ball of fire and tossed it down amongst the dwarven archers.

infernal rabbit: 
Drazoul fell into a rythm easily move in and out of the

dwarves zone scoring fatal wounds. A dark grin formed as the assassin finally

felt within his element.

infernal rabbit: 
In a final stunning display the assassins blades both

crisscrossed both darting straight towards the dwarfs neck. The dwarves eyes

widened as it realized its doom was imminent. Both blades slit the sides of

his the sinewy neck.

BitVyper: 
With the dwarves occupied by their invisible opponent, Dekar was

finally free to divert his attention fully to the stone construct.  Sensing a

weak point in its crumbling structure, the elf raised Hashamar up high

BitVyper: 
and slammed the shadow-blade into the monstrosities back, at which

point its entire structure finally gave way under the punishment, crumbling

while Dekar scrambled for safety.

Unclear Presence: 
[ LOG NOTE: change the next post of draz's a bit. and

insert that Coronel started singing again]

Unclear Presence: 
[ change order of his post, i mean]

infernal rabbit: 
Feeling confident Drazoul slapped the dwarf rather fiercly

with the flat of his blade throwing him with the momentum of the blow right

into his other awaiting knife.

OnlineHost: 
infernal rabbit has left the room.

OnlineHost: 
infernal rabbit has entered the room.

Unclear Presence: 
[ Due to time constraints, voted in an encompassing

ending, which will now follow]

Unclear Presence: 
Once the gargantuan construct fell, so too did the spirits

of the remaining dwarves, at least temporarily. Then they mustered their

stubborn wills once more, and fought on. To no true avail, for in the end,

the remaining scatter of 

Unclear Presence: 
dwarves had not a chance against the concentrated and

combined might of the Vhaeraunian church's newest recruits. Despite the fact

that several kinks needed worked out, Rizzen was pleased at the final outcome

all the same. He'd 

Unclear Presence: 
judged them as an able lot in combat, though he

desperately wished they had more time in which to properly train them all in

group tactics. With the natural talents that were displayed this day, the

group could come to rival his own

Unclear Presence: 
crack unit of Darkmasks and Wizards with proper guidance.

As soon as the large stone and metal beast had fallen, Phaerro had the sense

to drop his tree like form, and adopt the male drow guise once again, thus

saving his secret for 

Unclear Presence: 
yet another day. Coronel had gone off to continue aiding

the others with his magics and songs during the final slaughters, though

Phaerro was largely distracted by the fact his favored companion had been

slain. And angered; to the

Unclear Presence: 
point of wanting vengeance. Wisdom prevailed, at least for

the moment, and as such when all was said and done, he ordered Coronel to

stand down on enacting immediate vengeance, in order that they may take time

to simmer over the

Unclear Presence: 
incident, and weigh the spider's death against all the

benefits the alliance with the church had brought to them. Seldsxar could

rest assured that he'd done well by his Master and wizardly kin this day.

Word of his deeds and part to

Unclear Presence: 
play would surely reach the proper ears. Drazoul, while

finding this venture of no great challenge, finally got the chance to test

himself and his abilities in the wake of his hiatus and severe training

regimen. The results would be

Unclear Presence: 
most satisfying, and should bolster his growing reputation

to boot. Dekar would also leave with a sense of satisfaction, not only for

single handedly felling the great construct, but also for the fact 

Unclear Presence: 
that the voice of his blade was becoming louder and less

dreamlike, the whispers to him becoming ever clearer and more urgent.

Hashemar was awakening, truly gaining awareness. Perhaps a bit of

anticipation and even trepidation would

Unclear Presence: 
come with that as well, though. All in all, those who

participated today had gained in one way or another, both as individuals, and

in a sense, as a whole, for now each at least new rudiments about how the

others acted, and hence 

Unclear Presence: 
how they could interact in future. And how they could

exploit the others in future. While no real pomp and circumstance awaited for

them after being whisked back to the Temple, they had that much, at least.

Unclear Presence: 
( okay, if that didn't make sense, i'll correct it later,

thoughts too random )

BitVyper: 
(was fine

BitVyper: 
)

