Like most great events, it started off so commoeglaThere | was, drinking at the Tavern, halfwaptigh a bar tab that |
couldn’t pay, when the Paladin came in. No oneld/diave noticed, except for the fact that he bankled the dancing Gypsy out of
the way and announced, “Is there a blade for hithis midden heap?” Then he looked at me and $atbarian, | would offer you
three shares of the bounty to join my party.” Ageus offering to be sure, but before | could ptcine Marauder called over his
mug to raise the bid to four shares. Half the Ipun unheard of offer, but the Marauder had bdenking. Nothing new about
that. In fact, he always seemed better off aftgoad drink.

We drank until dawn while he explained to me thatas on a quest for the King
Apparently, the Shadow was trying to take overléma and the King was paying
well for the prophecy to go his way. He went oreib me, “I offered you so much
because I've already worked out that defeatingShadow will require some Meleg
fighting.” Then, with a sneer, he wondered alofidhe Paladin knew it also.
Apparently, the King wasn’t satisfied with sendimgly one Hero on this quest.
On our way out, the Marauder made a peace offairgpme wine to the Paladin
As he lay passed out, the Marauder deftly stolédadin’s boots right off his feet
He then gave me the Paladin’s Boots of Speed, ther&n Pack and returned t
me my axe, which | had lost the night before. Feiurning my axe, | gratefully
lowered my price to, a still worthy, three shares.

The next day, against my urging, we traveled to Togver and hired the Elde
Advisor into our party for three shares. The weakresearched the prophecy a
found, “The Shadow’s pace cannot be traced, fomughe ground no marks are
found.” At this obvious disdain for my tracking Bkil demanded another shar@f&ss"
from the Marauder for having to put up with thisveting Tower member. Insteac
of paying me, he showed true leadership with a wigamand.

“Just kill him. W e’ve learned what we wanted.”

how we weren’'t equipped for fighting in either paave chose the less hostill _'ﬁ
Palace. While tracking the Shadow, we were amlliblgehe Court Wizard. Now, §&Eas =
most magic throwers are odd and deserve to diethizutellow was especially odd | =S
He acted like a puppet on strings and his heart'dégem to be in the fight. Whilg -
his heart may not have been in it, his magic suvehg. Spell by spell, he way m‘,ﬁ
slowly positioning us for the kill. Just when albs apparently lost, the Paladi ——
flanked by the Royal Bodyguard, who was wielding ®orceress’ Magic Wand
countered the Court Wizard’s magic and subduedwagward wizard. It was -
granted that the Paladin’s party would receive ibanty for defeating the Cour
Wizard and the Marauder would pay two gold to liwet body for items. !
The Marauder immediately used the first of the ttgons to rewind time and starjje
the day again. He then placed the second itemen Kow, | like to be equippedys
for any occasion, but a Virgin Maiden’s Veil made ok completely ridiculous.§&
The Marauder insisted that it was necessary totheeShadow out of his hiding i
the Darkwoods. So, the Marauder guided us intoDtAskwoods and there | wa
standing for all to see, in a veil. But it did thiek! Before too long, | was face tq@&
face with the Shadow.
Now, | can't tell you what he looked like, for heagvbarely substantive. Even wit
his hood, he seemed to bend from the light and feitm the shadows. He recoileq
as | pulled off the veil and brandished my axehéitgh he may be impervious to
chains, arrows, and magic, we both knew that bladee another matter. He
fought on, matching my strength with the axe, bithva speed no axe could ever
achieve. | gave ground instead of blood, and Wktiet no single blade would ever
beat this fiend. Fortunately, that was never danp | gave ground and, step by
step, he came closer to springing our trap. legdiack, leaving myself open, and
swung with all my might. Unconcerned about thewhlthe Shadow went for the
quick kill and slashed for my head. The Marau@apt out from behind a tree an
blocked the blow. In the split second that thelbkawere locked, my axe smashe
through, destroying him like the dawn does the nigh

by Ben Christenson




