Sentinel

A story by I)ragonReborn

Chapter one


They do not know who we are. They do not even know we exist.


But we do.


We are the guardians, the ancient protectors. It was we who first united the Horadrim. It was we who took the most pain in its fall.

Throughout the ages, from the very beginning of the world, we have kept Sanctuary worthy of its name. When The Prime Evils were banished, we saw the plot. We sent one of our own, kept discreet, to stop the reign of Terror.


He succeeded. But alas, in the final moment of his glory, he fell, as so many others have before him.


I, as leader of the Sentinels, have chosen that our time has come. At last we shall rise from our ashes to embrace the former glory that is our birthright! Now, we will meet the powers of hell head-on.


The time for hiding is over.


I knew where to start. The Rouges were close to where Terror lurked, and they were naturally the place to begin.


I have always had a bizarre sense of logic, although at times it seems closer to the very poorly named ‘common sense’ that is oh-so-rare these days than what most people claim to posses.


I never have gotten the point of the Rouge citadel. I suppose less… gifted people might have trouble getting over the mountains without the aid of a pass. I, myself, have never much liked the great scars in the work of nature that others use. We are much like the druids that way.


Instead of headed to the citadel, I decided to go to Tristram. It was a long walk, but not much for one of my powers. I briefly considered simply teleporting, but decided against it. I could use a brisk walk, and time to enjoy the as-yet unspoiled world of nature.


As I drew nearer to Tristram, I saw that the trees had begun to lose leaves, shrivel up, and die. The few creatures I ran into were grotesquely disfigured, and one time I was forced to put a pale blue squirrel that had lost its hair and grown fangs to death. It was simply ghastly.


Soon after beginning to see rather cross wendigo and oddly mutated hedgehogs, I saw the beginnings of a wall on the horizon. It was simple, only bound, sharpened stakes, but would prove difficult to scale. I could sense no evil in the encampment, and wondered how it still stood. Why didn’t the demons simply torch the thing? Then again, demons never were too bright. I once saw a ridiculous one waving an inflated pig’s bladder with its head covered in fresh cowhide. It was using the bladder to attempt to pound another cow, which was quietly chewing its cud, to death. I laughed too hard to kill it.


As I drew up to the gate, little more than a wooden maze, I saw a lone bow woman standing guard. When she caught sight of me, she called out a challenge. “Who goes there?” the shout rang across the land and nearby river.


“A friend,” I said simply, using my magic to make my voice carry.


Even in the distance, I saw her nod her head slightly in agreement. Apparently she had finally noticed the icy remains of the last wendigo I had come across. He had punched a bit, and got stabbed in the heart with a rather cold sword-blade for it. It couldn’t rightfully be called a sword, being of a mystical nature and coming out of the tip of my shield, but it was much like one.


As a Sentinel, I have always preferred a defensive strategy to the walk-up-and-hack of most modern brutes, and instead have two shields coming to a bejeweled point, one with an emerald and one with a sapphire. While they do significant damage alone, the sapphire on my right hand can sprout a blade. It requires a lot of mana, but lasts long enough to finish most demons off.


Back to the point: as I reached the gate, the woman said, “welcome to our camp, stranger. I have seen your handiwork and would let you roam free, but all visitors are to be taken directly to Akara.”


“Far be it from me to defy established custom,” said I.


“Then follow me, sir.” And with that she walked into the camp.


Akara was a nice woman, if a bit round around the middle, and after hearing the guard’s report, gave me permission to go around the camp. Towards the end of our discussion, she mentioned a cave in the nearby wilderness that sported a host of demonic forces. She subtlety hinted that I would be thrown out of camp if I did not agree to clear it, and I agreed to in due course.


First though, I wandered around the camp a bit. There was a nice lass named Charsi, who told me she was the blacksmith and showed me her inventory of items for trade. I proceeded to meet Gheed, the self-centered pig that sold worse items than Charsi for noticeably more money. I also met Warive, the friendly caravan driver, and last, the prickly Kashya, who seemed to have nothing better to do then take out her anger on me.


At last, I went back out of the encampment, and began to search for the cave. The fight against evil was beginning.

