Deckard’s Account      
The bottom of this cage was hard…not to mention

splintery, I remarked to myself. I shifted my position

only to receive a warning snarl 20 feet below me.  I

looked down at my captor.  The Carver Shaman’s eyes

were a dull red and as I continued to look, its staff

began to smolder…sparks arcing from it dangerously.

            I quickly raised my hands in seeming

defeat…trying to assure my guard that I meant no

mischief; indeed, when the demons overran Tristram, I

fought against packs of them, and lost—painfully.  The

snarl dwindled…and my prison keeper turned back to its

fun...watching its carvers tear apart one of their

own.  It was a strange sound of pain ensuing from the

doomed victim’s bleeding maw…part pain, part pleasure,

part something else…relief?  Its red eyes conveyed

nothing as its struggles weakened, slowed, and then

stopped.  The dead carver’s comrades scimitars

steadily hacked the new meal into smaller, more

manageable morsels…and the howls of bloodlust gave way

to snorts, and wet chewing.  I tried not to watch as

the ichors dripped from their snouts, tried not to

watch as the savagery sickened me.  My thoughts

drifted to happier days….my only escape was sleep.    

   

            I woke to find Griswold in the village

commons, exchanging those primal sounds that passed as

communication with the shaman and its minions.  A pack

of skeleton warriors accompanied him.  They did not

look up as I shifted my weight to get a better view of

the sudden chaos that ensued below.  The commons were

filled with creatures…minions, champion shamans,

skeleton archers, the demonic goat warriors, all

growling in different pitches…snapping,

snarling…..nervously?

A war cry punctuated this din.  Silence fell.  Out of

the fog that always encompassed Tristram these days

stepped three figures.  Two were alike in height and

build, the other slight and willowy.  And all three

were…women?!  But no women I had seen conducted

themselves like these.  Their aura was one of danger,

of deadly purpose.  

The willowy figure carried a bow, carved in unique

patterns, its size only countered by the strangeness

of the runes set along the length of it.  Five arrows

rested lightly against the string, their sharpness

apparent by the glistening points.  Each were a

different color… a bright red…like the roses Griswold

kept before his possession, a deep blue, deeper than

the depths of the great oceans of the Far East.  A

pulsating green was the color of the one below it, a

sickly green, radiating sickness to the eyes.  I

looked to the last two….and started as they

crackled…and a tiny lightning bolt jumped between the

two.     

The other two figures were almost exactly alike…..It

was very difficult to find any marks distinguishing

them.  Black armor….a dark helm with great horns and

but a tiny slit for the eyes…the eyes…filled with a

rage and a purpose greater than I could fathom. 

Slender arms and legs encompassed with steel….and at

the end of their hands….claws.  

The second of the twins moved abruptly, her arms pin

wheeling straight in front of her, to her left, to her

right, up in the air.  Each time she extended, it

seems she was grasping something that wasn’t there!   

       

The arrows left the willowy woman’s bow…and with that,

the battle against all odds began as the demonic

hordes led by Griswold surged forward with a primal,

hellish howl.  One of the twins vanished, only to

appear on the far side of the monstrous mass, and she

exploded into a dance of kicks, fists, claw thrusts

and slashes.  The second twin was engulfed as the

willowy rogue sought more advantageous ground from

which to pepper the enemy with her deadly missiles.  

My prison shook as a circular wave of dark ice

cascaded away from the surrounded twin.  I have read

of the coastal villages of the Far East being engulfed

by giant waves, and the closest minions stood it no

better than they.  Their bodies simply shattered into

bloody ice, the sharp edges of which continually

pierced their comrades behind them.  Their howls

turning from rage to pain and back again, some cut off

as their lives were abruptly ended was too captivating

not to watch.  I must confess a certain morbid, dark

satisfaction at watching them meet their end.         

The burst of magic happened twice more, each time

rendering those closest into unrecognizable lumps of

steaming flesh.  Turning my attention to the rogue and

her missiles, I saw what each arrow did, exploding,

freezing, melting, and putrefying its victims again,

and again, and again.  Her arms had established a

deadly tempo, and her movements weaving in and out of

the monsters were so smooth almost none could touch

her.  The tide was turning, now.

Griswold threw a curse upon the three, his fingers

shaping the magic, his guttural new language casting

the evil lore upon the three.  He then shambled over

to the closest of the twins, only to have her dash

away as he exploded into flame and bolts of lightning

rained upon him in waves, the traps she threw

triggered by his presence.  Despite this charring of

his shell, the demon within roared in frustration and

urged his ruined body onward, until a twin was

cornered by the old inn.  

It was only then that I saw real power emerge from

behind the deadly grace exhibited earlier.  The fists

and claws punctured and pounded Griswold.  3 white

globes sprang into being around the twin, followed by

3 green globes.  With each blow, Griswold shook and

roared and he swung; only to have the splits in her

flesh caused by his displeasure heal before my eyes. 

The rogue and the other twin joined their compatriot,

evidently having dispatched the remainder of the horde

within the commons.

Griswold’s possessor did not leave its host willingly.

In the end, its body covered with arrows, slashed and

bled in dozens of places, one limb nearly shorn off

did the demon abandon its hiding place with an

unearthly cry of frustration and anger.  Rising above

the collapsing body, its shadowy form slowly

dissipated…trickling away into the ethereal hellish

circles from whence it came.  

The only sound was that of the three’s harsh breathing

and my own heart pounding in my ears.  With a swift

movement the willowy warrior turned towards my cage,

nocked an arrow, and let it go. I heard a rope part,

and my cage plummeted to the ground, shattering on

impact.  Groaning, I rolled from the wreckage.  I rose

up on my knees and looked up at my new rescuers, all

standing before me. One of the twins gestured with her

hand, and a blue white glare filled the corner of my

eye.  

“Leave this place, Deckard Cain.  You are needed

elsewhere and no longer is it safe for your kind, O

wise one.”

“Find a sorceress called Akara.”

“Consider yourself rescued.”

I stepped into the light, towards my salvation…..

