Post subject:    PostPosted: Nov 26, 2005 - 09:14 AM

Baron of Newgate

<b>Baron of Newgate</b>

Joined: Feb 06, 2005

Posts: 172

Location: Clearwater, FL

Gila, Jakob, check the people in the wagon! Get them out and check their injuries.

Henrin preserve and protect us and keep us from going down into the pit...

I will reload my crossbow and wait for him to come within 30 feet.

- Sven
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Post subject:   PostPosted: Nov 26, 2005 - 09:59 AM

Baron of Newgate

<b>Baron of Newgate</b>

Joined: Feb 06, 2005

Posts: 172

Location: Clearwater, FL

What happened to John, Zouki and Olar? They were not in the wagon. If they can they need to help the folks in the wagon.

If I have time, I will unsling my shield and get ready to melee after I take a last shot with the crossbow...

-Sven

Delete this post View IP address of poster 

 View user's profile Send private message Send e-mail Visit poster's website  

Reply with quote Edit/Delete this post Back to top

ZGJeff

Post subject:   PostPosted: Nov 26, 2005 - 11:15 AM

Blackmoorian Newbie

Joined: Feb 07, 2005

Posts: 14

"Blast! Lost a perfectly good slug! 'Spirit Eve' ye say? I dunna care if'n it were the day me mother shaved her beard." *Reaching into my pouch I grab another slug and load it into my slug bow.* "Besides, 'face the enemy ye see, not the shadows ye don't,' is what me da used to say to me. Ye best go and help the lads in the cart, half-breed. I dunna think this man comin' at us will really be lookin' to chat up a peaceful negotiation, if'n ye catch me yaw."

I take careful aim at the oncoming corpse, shut out all other distractions [maybe a Concentration in there], and fire when the horrifying abomination gets within 60 feet. If I miss, I will pick up the readied dwarven waraxe on the ground and prepare to meet the creature in melee.

_________________

Jeffrey Quinn

Writer Monkey/Game Designer

http://jpquinn.mortality.net/
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Post subject:   PostPosted: Nov 27, 2005 - 05:53 AM

Adventurer

Joined: Jun 15, 2005

Posts: 387

Location: Würzburg, Germany

gsvenson wrote:

What happened to John, Zouki and Olar? They were not in the wagon. If they can they need to help the folks in the wagon.

[Good observation. I must confess that I would have forgot about them in this scene. Wink]

Those three were running on the right side of the cart, while you were running on the left.

Zouki was the first one, and something struck him down when the cart crashed into the horses. He lies down there, unconscious and bleeding.

The force of the blow has pushed John somewhere into the green; you can't see him at the moment, but hear him fight his way back, cutting down the branches and the moor grasses with his shortsword.

Finally, the son of a hag, Olar, your supposed guide and protector, has passed unharmed and kept running without turning back. He's now about 100 feet away from you, trying to get away as fast as he can. On the way, he has lost all his weapons and all his belongings - they lay down scattered on the road.

ZGJeff wrote:

"Blast! Lost a perfectly good slug! 'Spirit Eve' ye say? I dunna care if'n it were the day me mother shaved her beard."

[Mr. Green Another one to add my personal quote collection!]

--------------------------

Both Sven and Korm aim carefully at the approacing revenant and then shoot. Both arrows hit their mark, Sven's arrow hitting the undead just over the knee, and Korm striking the monster at the shoulder with such a force that it is pushed back and falls.

Rowel, bleeding from many small wounds, is the first one to free himself from under the cart and yells to them: "Now's the time! Hack it into pieces while it can't move!"

Last edited by Desdichado on Nov 27, 2005 - 03:31 PM; edited 1 time in total
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gsvenson

Post subject:   PostPosted: Nov 27, 2005 - 10:30 AM

Baron of Newgate

<b>Baron of Newgate</b>

Joined: Feb 06, 2005

Posts: 172

Location: Clearwater, FL

Having never faced the undead in combat before, I will follow Rowel's directions, set down my shield and crossbow, draw my longsword and start hacking using both hands to get the most strength. Starting with the arms, then the legs and finally the torso.

-Sven
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Desdichado

Post subject:   PostPosted: Nov 27, 2005 - 10:39 AM

Adventurer

Joined: Jun 15, 2005

Posts: 387

Location: Würzburg, Germany

When you step near the animated corpse, you see it tremble and cry in mute agony. As your sword first touchesthe cold flesh, the corpse shudders and then lies still.

Do you go onand hack it into pieces, like Rowell said?
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gsvenson

Post subject:   PostPosted: Nov 27, 2005 - 02:45 PM

Baron of Newgate

<b>Baron of Newgate</b>

Joined: Feb 06, 2005

Posts: 172

Location: Clearwater, FL

Yes.

-Sven
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ZGJeff

Post subject:   PostPosted: Nov 27, 2005 - 02:55 PM

Blackmoorian Newbie

Joined: Feb 07, 2005

Posts: 14

Picking up the waraxe, I stride forward with grim purpose. "Sven, save me a bit 'o the white meat. I love to carve into the white meat." And then I rain a deadly downpour of axe blows along the creature's upper torso and head until it resembles little less than shredded grazer meat in a thick reddish-brown gravy of its own effluence.

~Korm

_________________

Jeffrey Quinn

Writer Monkey/Game Designer

http://jpquinn.mortality.net/
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Spikey

Post subject:   PostPosted: Nov 27, 2005 - 03:52 PM

King's Companion

Moderator

Joined: Mar 29, 2005

Posts: 169

OOC sorry was busy for the holidays, time for rotfoot to step up

It might be best if you take some of my oil and light the bastard up, I have plenty. Also make sure you break it lower legs and knee caps. (I motion to the 10 gallons of lamp oil sitting in the back of the wagon) Enough ter light up a whole country side if yer were so inclined!

-Rotfoot.
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Desdichado

Post subject:   PostPosted: Nov 27, 2005 - 04:00 PM

Adventurer

Joined: Jun 15, 2005

Posts: 387

Location: Würzburg, Germany

Rowell, staggering, steps near and pulls out a small iron bottle from his bag. "And now - burn it!" - He pulls out the cork and pours the oil out on the remains of the hanged man.

Then, he steps a few feet back and throws a burning match on the pieces of flesh.

"The only way to get rid of them." He snarls, with blood between his teeth.

As you turn your head to the scenery of the accident, John steps out of the wood, branches and brown leaves and spins hanging in his hair and clothes.

Now that the danger seems over for the moment, the remaining travellers slowly get back to their feet. Everyone has been injured, some badly, such as Gila, who can barely stand. But at least everyone seems to be alive.(For now darkness has fallen over the land, and you cannot say if those who have come with you stood up by themselves or were raised.)

Ademar bears his fainted Arecia in his strong arms. "We have to put her under some shelter - quickly." Itrian, who has broken a branch from a tree tohold himself on his feet, studies the remains of the cart, then takes out a dagger and moves to one of the fallen horses. He stabs one time, and then another one. "Poor animals" he coughs. "I didn't want to leave them here to die. Lets move on."

[Whatever you had on the cart, you can take what you can bear, Rootfoot/Spikey. And don't worry about bigger items. if ever, then THIS night you can leave your belongings unwatched without attracting thieves. BTW, Rootfoot was quick enough to jump out of the cart and didn't get harmed.]

Rowell takes up one of the lamp oil galons and nods to the gnome. "This may well save our lives on a later occasion this night if we don't find a propper place to stay."
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gsvenson

Post subject:   PostPosted: Nov 27, 2005 - 04:25 PM

Baron of Newgate

<b>Baron of Newgate</b>

Joined: Feb 06, 2005

Posts: 172

Location: Clearwater, FL

I will recover my crossbow bolt from the guys remains, pick up my crossbow and shield and then go help check out injuries by the wagon. I will look at Gila's injuries first, as I thought that he had jumped clear when I looked earlier.

Try to see what we can do to get people ready to start moving again. Does anyone else need a stretcher, beyond Arecia? What is the condition of the stretcher?

We are only about 1/2 mile from where we saw the smoke, hopefully, the inn. Of course, they may not let us in at this point. How dark is it?

-Sven
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Post subject:   PostPosted: Nov 27, 2005 - 06:57 PM

Adventurer

Joined: Jun 15, 2005

Posts: 387

Location: Würzburg, Germany

gsvenson wrote:

I will recover my crossbow bolt from the guys remains, pick up my crossbow and shield and then go help check out injuries by the wagon.

Pretty impossible, if you don't want to burn your hands.

gsvenson wrote:

I will look at Gila's injuries first, as I thought that he had jumped clear when I looked earlier.

Gila's right side has swollen, and the young mercenary cries in pain, the first sound you have heard him make ever. It appears as if his legs are broken, or even worse.

Arecia's stretcher seems to have been crushed under the remains of the wagon, and with the beginning of the night, it becomes very unlikely that you will have the time to build new ones.

gsvenson wrote:

We are only about 1/2 mile from where we saw the smoke, hopefully, the inn. Of course, they may not let us in at this point. How dark is it?

Given that this buidling seems to be the only fortification within miles, you might not only find shelter there, but maybe also powers who can withstand against the hordes of ancient dead. - Whatever you decide, you better hurry - for it's dark now. You stand in the deep, dul cold of a moonless autumn night.

You feel a wet touch on your hand. Snow has begun to fall.

Delete this post View IP address of poster 

 View user's profile Send private message Send e-mail Visit poster's website  

Reply with quote Edit/Delete this post Back to top

gsvenson

Post subject:   PostPosted: Nov 28, 2005 - 01:21 AM

Baron of Newgate

<b>Baron of Newgate</b>

Joined: Feb 06, 2005

Posts: 172

Location: Clearwater, FL

To Gila:

"Sorry, this is gona hurt."

[I will splint both of his legs.]

"Hey, GIla has broken both of his legs. Jakob and Zouki, come over here. I want you to carry him."

"If nobody objects, I will go first. Rowel and Rotfoot, I want you two to cover the left side of the road. Itrian and John you cover the right side. I assume Mant and Ademar can carry Arecia while Jakob and Zouki carry Gila in the center. Korm, you have dark vision, you can cover our rear. Ok. Let's get moving."

[I will start moving down the road listening carefully and scanning ahead and to either side as I go with crossbow ready to fire. When we pass Olar's equipment, I will pick up his bow & arrows or crossbow and bolts, if he had them.]

-Sven
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Post subject:   PostPosted: Nov 28, 2005 - 02:57 AM

Blackmoorian Newbie

Joined: Feb 07, 2005

Posts: 14

I mechanically tie the loopof my waraxe to the ring on my belt and pick up my slug bow from the ground (reloading it). I sling my pack up onto my back and look back down the dark road.

"It's like starin' down a dead troll's gullet back there... dark, moving shadows, and ye never know when it's gonna jump out at ye. None of ye have nothin' to worry about as long as Korm is back 'ere to keep ye safe. Just think o' the night like ones ye used to have walkin' with yer fair ladies through a moon-dappled glade on the Eve 'o Kisses. That aughta warm yer cockles!" I break a large grin and a hearty chuckle at my own joke.

I slowly plod along behind the others, keeping my ears, eyes, and gut open to the very real possibility of trolls or worse jumping out from behind each and every tree, shrub, and field mouse.

~Korm

_________________

Jeffrey Quinn

Writer Monkey/Game Designer

http://jpquinn.mortality.net/
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Desdichado

Post subject:   PostPosted: Nov 28, 2005 - 05:25 AM

Adventurer

Joined: Jun 15, 2005

Posts: 387

Location: Würzburg, Germany

When Sven splints Gila's legs, the young man faints with a deep sigh.

The others seem transportable for the moment, and the young thief Kalen joins Sven at the head of the group. Itrian, hobbling, waits for Korm at the end. "Fought well, sir dwarf."

As Sven examines the belongings of Olar, he finds the following things: A muffled shawl, bread and a small bottle containing some very bitter booze. The weapons left by Olar are indeed a quiver with seven crossbow bolts, of which one has a silver pike, an old short sword that is almost brown of age, and a helmet that would very well fit an ogre. Inside the helmet, you discover a small packe of documents, tied to the metal boards, but Kalenand Rowell emphasize that you might examine it better on a lter, safe occasion.

So, you all make your slow way through the soon snow-covered road. What started as a cold shower quickly changes into a breezing, chilling storm of rain and ice, and you sight ends only few steps before you.

After seemingly endless time, virtually out from nowhere, you find a massive stone wall is blocking your way. The wall is about three meters high and definitely made my human or dwarven hand.

"Maybe we have reached the inn that was promised" Kalen shouts through the storm to Sven.

