The History of Ozgood Ratsbane

His mother Charlene Silvermaple was a high elf of some ranking in the Elven court. Charlene was a Druid and powerful in the ways of magic and nature. Her appearance was tall, long silver blond hair to her waist, thin yet powerful build and had very pale blue eyes almost like looking into ice cubes. Her face however was full of life and more prone to smiling than not. She enjoyed life fully and cared for many young children of the people who worked in the fields. There were more humans around her area she was in charge of protecting and she told wonderful stories of her travels. 

Her life was one of peace and quiet till one night when she heard a child scream out in the night and she rushed to find out what the commotion was all about. She had just grabbed her staff and was wearing just a thin robe as she ran outside. In the darkness of the night her keen night vision picked out what looked to be elves with black skin and white hair pulling people out of the huts they lived in and killing them outright. Her anger was boiling up in her heart and she cast a light spell to aid the farmers in running away into the night and she also knew the dark elves hated light. She cast a hold spell on one of the dark elves, but was knocked to the ground from behind. Unknown to her there was a small party of the dark elves that circled behind her with utter quiet and cast a silence and hold spell upon her. She could do nothing but watch as the dark elves killed ever man woman and child. They even slaughtered the animals the farmer had. It seemed the dark elves were killing just to kill and they seemed to rejoice in the slaughter. Charlene knew her life was lost unless she did something quickly, but being under a silence and hold spell there was nothing she could do. Her body was frozen in place and there was no way to cast a spell aloud. 

A tall imposing dark elf walked boldly up to her and spoke in a language she could not understand and used his hands in sign language as well as he spoke. The others around her laughed and it was making her scared. Four of the dark elves suddenly grabbed her arms two on each arm and held them wide as what she thought was the leader took her staff and threw it to the ground and looked her in the eyes. He then reached out with both hands at the top of her robe and ripped it from her body leaving her naked before all. She was a proud woman and knew if this was the way she was to die she would not give them the satisfaction of watching her cry out in pain or in shame. (Details of body here if wanted).

He took her and threw her down and the others held her down as he raped her as the others watched. They made lewd motions as he did the rape on her and then as he was done he dropped a platinum medallion upon her breast.   He motioned for the others to leave and he dressed himself and walked away from her leaving her naked and abused and surrounded by the death of every single living soul she loved and cared for. She vowed to find the beings who did this to her and ensure they would never harm another living being if she could help it.

In a few months she discovered she was pregnant with the dark elf’s child and she knew she would carry it to term, but was scared about if the child would look like her or him or a mix of the races. She learned the name of the race the beings were and they were called Drow and lived underground and are an evil race of elves that were elves of the underworld. Charlene learned as much as possible about them in order to teach her child about them and how she wanted to find the murdering creatures. All she had to use to find them was the medallion that was left with her. Her pregnancy continued and as she became further along she found help from an older human woman and Charlene became close friends, The woman’s’ name was Karen Wiltshire and she was over fifty years old. 

Late one night during a new moon Charlene went in labor and the birth took over twelve hours and she delivered a black skinned baby boy. Karen though he was just a dark skinned human from the southern desert regions where many of the dark race people lived, but Charlene knew the Drow who had raped her left this child as his.

Charlene and Karen broke all ties they had and moved to a remote place in the woods and went into hiding, as she was afraid for her sons’ life. She named him Elias Silvermaple and he acted like a normal baby. He was quiet and seldom cried and Karen said many a time he was a good boy and was going to become a great man someday. As he grew his body was lean and well muscled and his white hair grew long and they kept it pulled back in a single braid so it would stay out of his way. When he was old enough to start playing physical games like most children Charlene taught him how to use a wooden staff and a small wooden blade to defend himself from the wild animals that belonged in the woods around them.

Even as Charlene was a Druid of some measure she was still fearful the Drow would come back and hurt or kill her son and Karen. So she taught them both how to fight in any form possible. Elias was a quick study at everything and learned faster than Charlene would have thought possible. All it took was for him to see something done once or even read from a scroll and the knowledge was his. He could repeat anything he heard back and even comprehend complex ideas and theologies from other religions. 

Elias was still a youth when he ran into a group of human thieves that was setting up an ambush for a caravan they knew was going to be coming into the area and he watched them from a distance. One of the humans felt they were being watched and whispered to the others he was going scouting the area and would see what was watching them. Elias only had his wooden dagger and staff at his side and days rations. It seemed Karen would never let him go wandering the area without at least one-day worth of bread and cheese. She would always say, “A growing young man always needs to eat to grow up big and strong like his father.” Charlene would cringe at the statement, but she did agree a young man did need his meals to grow strong in body as well as strong in mind. Elias saw the human circle around him and he climbed the tree without a sound and watched the human look for him. The cloak and his clothing helped him blend into the woods and the human must have looked for some time and eventually went back to join the others, Unknown to Elias he was spotted by the human and he was playing as if he did not see him. The human knowing a child was around also knew a woman was near and he though of women as weak and ready to be used and enslaved. 

The humans ended up ambushing the caravan and it was three wagons with food and wine for a small outpost the humans in the area another half days walk lived. The caravan people were tied up and beaten badly and there was a young woman who the humans stripped of her clothing and they raped her for a long time as the male humans watched. Elias knew this was wrong and he crept around and as the “bad humans” were having their way with the woman he stabbed one of them from behind in the neck at the base of his skull killing him without a sound. The other three were still busy and as one of them finished with the girl and turned towards Elias he simply without thought cut the mans throat from side to side in a single smooth stroke. Unknown to Elias his simple wooden dagger had some magic that caused the blade to be as sharp as fine steel, but light as the wood it was made from. The other two one was holding the girl down while the other raped the girl and he stepped between the two of them straddling the girl and simply shoved the point of the dagger into the eye socket of the one holding her till he felt the man stop twitching. The man who was between the girls legs tried to get up and Elias kicked him in the groin and then used his blade and with a quick flick of his wrist removed the mans genitals and threw them away. The man was bleeding badly as blood pumped out of the severed arteries and veins. Elias saw the horror in his eyes as the man screamed out DROW! And then he died from loss of blood. The others that belonged to the caravan look scared beyond belief and the girl scrambled to pull her clothing together and get away from Elias. Elias walked to the men and knowing they were afraid of him he spoke to them in the only language he knew and it was Elven. The humans did not understand him and they tried to get away, but the girl looked at him and he bowed before her and took a small dagger off one of the wagons and handed it to her. Elias was holding the tip of the dagger with the handle towards her and pointed to the men and made a sawing motion across the bindings that held them. He turned and walked away as quickly and silently as possible. Elias stopped just at the edge of the trees about 200 strides away and then bowed again from the waist and watched the humans as they dug holes for the dead off the side of the road and buried them. The girl washed herself as much as possible and put on clean clothing as the men worked.

Elias cleaned the blood off his blade with some water from his waterskin and ate his meal before he walked back home. Charlene saw the blood on his clothing and she asked him what had transpired. Elias told his mother and Karen what had happened and he was not sorry for killing the man and he truly was sorry for the caravan people whom he had scared. He also asked his mother what a DROW was as the man had screamed out the word with his last breath. Charlene had never told Elias about she was raped and now was as good a time to tell him. She told him of the Drow leader and the party who slaughtered everyone in the village just to kill. Then how she was raped just as the girl had been and how she wanted to track down the being who raped her and do to him what Elias had done to the last man.

Charlene did not know, but Elias was excited about killing the men. He now had a view of justice based on his mothers’ experience and he thought he would become a protector of the people like his mother was. Charlene had a lover whom she had kept secret from her son, but about a moon cycle later introduced them. Willis Longbow was an Elven weapons Master that specialized in dagger and short swords. He also was a master of hand to hand combat and with many types of bow weapons also. Charlene asked Elias to learn everything possible from Willis and for Willis to teach Elias how to fight blind and to be more offensive than defensive. Willis said that he would and to understand why he was doing this and it was for the reason to hunt down the being that was his father and remove him from the world.

Elias studied hard and in months had mastered everything that Willis had learned in his lifetime. Elias was now making up moves as if dancing and flowing from one set to the next keeping Willis on his heals. Willis even brought in others whom he would spar with and Elias watched and learned more. One of the people was a Thief who was as quick as a cat and as silent as an owl on the hunt. His specialty was in blind fighting and how to hear what you opponent was doing by how they drew breath. Elias was blind folded and Sharton would slap Elias around till one afternoon five days into his training Elias understood and used his ears to fight and not his eyes. Sharton was fighting as hard as he ever had in his life and Willis tried to step in between them and Elias hearing the new breathing stopped. Sharton used the flat of his blade and smacked Elias across the chest and shouted at him to continue, but not too touch the person in the middle and only listen to the opponents breathing only not the person not fighting. Willis started shouting and making noise as to try and confuse Elias, but it did not work and Elias would score hit after hit against Sharton all while Sharton could not score against Elias.

Elias trained this way with as many people as possible, but the others had made a promise not to disclose anything about Elias or where his mother and Karen lived. Elias came home and Charlene saw a strong hard-bodied youth and his stature in the way he carried himself was one of confidence and strength and pride. One thing that scared her was in the dark his eyes had changes and they seemed to have a reddish glow when he was angered. Karen was getting too old to do much and was having troubles doing her work and Charlene knew that Karen had family still and let Karen move back to live the rest of her life with her daughter and her husband. They were coming to gather her in a few days and Elias knew he would not want to be seen by strangers, as most regular humans still feared him. He had asked Willis why the people he trained with did not fear him? Willis simply stated that adventurers had seen many strange and wondrous things during the adventures they went on and the races and people they would see. Elias asked him if it was possible for him to join an adventuring party and if he was good enough to go. Willis said it was up to his mother as the group he had been training with the last year was going to go out and take care of an issue the King was having trouble with.

Charlene was worried when Elias asked her for permission, but Willis was firm in telling her the young man was more than ready and the journey was below ground and no one from the area would know anything about who her son was. He even mentioned the youth was a better fighter than anyone in the group was and only by facing more challenges will he lean more. Charlene gave her blessing and Elias was joyful and almost bursting at his happiness for going out on an adventure.

They were to leave out on a week’s time and Elias needed proper armor and some new weapons for the trip. Sharton brought some lightweight leather and chain mail armor and a new short sword and ten new throwing daggers. Two for each arm, two for each thigh, two for each calf and two across his chest all in fast and easy places to get to and throw at a target. Charlene had her traveling pack from her adventuring days and gave it to Elias filled with the things he would need, like a bedroll, sewing kit, flint and steel for starting fires and other mundane items to make life traveling easier for him.

The morning of the party setting off none of the other members treated him as a tag along. They split up the provisions and weapons everyone would carry and agreed on the split of the spoils and who would do what. The group was very organized and Elias felt comfortable with them.

Willis was a Ranger and scouted for the party. Next was Sharton was Rouge and worked on removing and finding traps. Dunbar was a Dwarf and knew about rocks and most things underground and then there was Manfred and he was a Mage and he seemed odd and kind of too books smart.  They did ask Elias to wear a traveling cloak as they went to the Kings court and when if at all possible to not say anything or let people see his face as most humans still hated the race of beings that was his father.

They traveled for three days and the cool sunny weather made the travel nice. At night they took turns taking watch and rotated the jobs they would do underground just to get into a routine. Once they arrived in the city. Elias kept his cloak pulled low and everything went well. That is until they were before the King and he ordered Elias to remove is cloak. The King asked what an evil Drow was doing with the party and how dare they bring him before his court, Willis simply stood his ground and waited for the King to finish his yelling. Elias felt very uneasy and afraid of being thrown in prison or worse and being killed on the spot.

The rest of the party stood in place and only watched the King as he ranted and Elias understood that nothing was going to happen as the King had not called his guards or threatened to have anything done to him. Elias looked the King in the eyes and did not blink or look away. Soon the King calmed down and Willis asked the King what the mission was to be. 

“There has been a group of bandits or Orcs we are not sure which that is working out of the mountains about a weeks ride to the north of us. The caves and caverns are a good place for them to hide during the day and at night they come out to do the work they do. There have been no traces of them in the dirt of the roads and the underbrush is not disturbed either. We are puzzled at to why they do not leave tracks and have sent Reynolds Fairwater the Ranger of the north to find out what he could and that was nothing. You have added a youth to your party I see. Is he worthy of the groups name “The Unbreakable Bond”” The King said.

Willis informed him I was up to the task and when we completed this mission I was to be given full honors in the land and welcome into the fighters guild. The King nodded it was to be so. We were given a portfolio of scrolls and maps as well as all known materials on the area and we were ushered out of the Great Hall. Willis told me to be proud of my heritage, as I was not evil like my father but good and kind like my mother. I kept the hood of my cloak back and the group including myself rode out towards the north.

During our travels to the north I spoke to the others and tried to learn from Sharton and Manfred some new things I did not know and Sharton taught me new ways to move even more silent and how to sneak up on someone from behind. He showed me the tools he used find traps and the basics in picking locks. Manfred let me look at some of his written books and taught me to read in common and everyone helped me speak common better. I knew a little, but in the week we rode I became fluent.

A day out from our destination we started walking the horses and Willis was looking closely at everything. He would mention that no one had come this way in a long time. There were not even the heavy wagon tracks that made up a road. Manfred cast a spell and found there was indeed magic in the area and it had been used to cover up all the tracks. We suddenly formed up into a protective defensive position and listened and watched out for any sign of trouble. There was no sound as a arrow stuck into the ground in front of us and a note was attached to it.

The note read “Journey on and we will not slay you where you stand. You have till the shade moves onto the road before we attack.” Willis nodded for us to continue and to Manfred to track where the arrow came from. He cast a spell on the arrow and nodded he had the direction and for us to act like were leaving the area. No other sound or action happened. We traveled till dark and set camp just twelve paces off the road in the open and even lit a fire. I thought it odd, but Sharton said it was common for people to have a fire at night and if the people who were watching us thought us as dangerous if we did not light a fire like common travelers. 

I took the first watch with my back to the fire and I learned something that first night. I could see in the dark by different levels of heat. Warm rocks showed up in a shade of dark red and plants that were cooler were in shades of gray to blue. I saw in the distance a human shaped body glowing red and it was moving towards us. I did not take my eyes off the object and used the toe of my shoe to nudge Dunbar awake as he was next to me. He did not say a work and he nudged the next one in line till the group was awake, but had not moved. I whispered there was a person maybe fifty paces out in the brush and approaching softly and slowly. Willis whispered for me to not move and for everyone to ready weapons in case we were attacked. The creature in the brush stopped moving and stepped behind a tree. I saw the thing move up the tree and up into the middle branch area of the tree. The person or creature moved swiftly as it climbed the tree and came to rest watching the group. Dunbar whispered not to move but also not to stare at the creature so it was not aware it was spotted. “Keep your eyes moving around boy as that one make be a decoy for anything else trying to sneak around and come around from the flank.” Dunbar whispered. I stood up and acted like I was bored and always kept my back to the fire as I wandered around our little campsite. Dunbar and the others went back to sleep. My watch lasted another hour and nothing happened and the creature did not move. 

Sharton was next up on watch and I lay down on a bedroll not in it and went to sleep. I am a light sleeper and would awake at the smallest of sound and was glad I did as a small person maybe knee high was sneaking up behind Sharton with a wicked looking short blade. I sprung up and pounced on the person and knocked it to the ground and in the process knocking it out cold. I also however had made quite a lot of noise. Sharton seemed surprised and as the blade hit the edge of the fire the blade caught fire and it smelled like rotten eggs. Dunbar and Manfred as well as Willis were awake and tying down the person who was attacking Sharton. Sharton looked very mad at me and he said, “ I knew the Halfling was sneaking up on me. I was going to kill him without a sound and not alert the others out there and now our ruse is foiled. The rest of the bandits will try and take us down from the hills with arrows or magic and not come anywhere near us. If I had just slit the Halflings’ throat in silence they may have thought otherwise. Think before you act.” He berated me. Willis simply made a statement, “He is young and did not know better. I remember you making a few mistakes like this one while you were new to our group.” He turned to me and said, “Elias he is just mad you took the Halfling out before he could, I bet he did not even hear it creeping up on him. Did you Sharton?” Sharton simply turned and shook his head. “See Elias you did a good thing the blade had poison on it and would have killed him without your intervention. Just next time be more quiet in how you react and take control of an invader into our campsite.” Willis said aloud. The Halfling was still out cold and Sharton tied it to a tree and pinched its’ upper lip till it awoke. It did scream and Willis just sat there and let it. The illusion of stealth and acting like a common group of travelers was gone and whoever was still out there knew us as adventurers. I quickly scanned the surrounding area and the creature was still in the tree and I saw others now on the ground fanned out and they were trying to surround us. I counted eight warm bodies maybe 30 paces from the campsite and approaching quickly. I alerted everyone and Sharton had his throwing daggers in his hands faster than I have ever seen. Dunbar shouted “Tempus Give me my weapon!” and a large battle hammer appeared in his hands in a flash of light. Manfred was chanting and moving his hands preparing a spell and Willis had his bow in hand with an arrow ready to fire. Myself I had pulled four of my daggers and was ready to defend myself. The attack was quick as Willis let an arrow fly and I heard a scream and a thud as something hit the ground. Dunbar threw his hammer and another loud crack and thud. Sharton looked like a wild man dancing as his daggers flew from his fingers and a new one appeared as if by magic. My own I saw a huge human wearing just a loin cloth and a large animal pelt was a coat burst into the campsite with and large two handed sword held high. He was going after me screaming, “I have the demon and will kill him as his kind killed my wife and child before my eyes.” He was quicker than I thought a large man could be and I just dodged under and to the left of his blade as I sunk one of my daggers into his chest between two ribs and the other into his throat slitting it from right to left. Blood was spurting from his wound, but he continued to swing his blade. It swung low and I jumped over the swing and spun around behind him and in doing so I took his short sword out of his belt and thrust it into the back of his neck in a single quick thrust as Sharton had taught me. The sounds of battle quickly passed and everyone was hole except Dunbar who had taken a nasty looking arrow into his left thigh.

Manfred had a small vial in his belt pouch and handed it to Dunbar and made him drink it. Dunbar made a rather nasty looking face, as the potion had to have tasted bad. “Good medicine taste bad sometimes my friend. Manfred also mumbled as he pulled out the shaft of the arrow and I saw the wound close behind it as it was removed. There was a scar where arrow had been and Dunbar grumbled under his breath and he walked stiffly. Willis was out in the woods and came back to the campsite and said he found seven bodies out in the surrounding area. I said, I counted eight in total when I saw the warm bodies, but there is still the creature in the tree and it has not moved.” Willis looked where I was pointing and walked over to the tree and suddenly the creature dropped out of the tree on top of him. I was startled as he came back carrying a hunk of leather shaped like a human. “It was a decoy and they set up the trap pretty well. Using magic to heat up the decoy so anyone with infravision would focus on the obvious target while the rest sneak up and attack from all directions. Let’s see what the little one has to say before we untie him and take him back before the King.” Willis said. The Halfling was dead with an arrow to his neck. 

“What a shame.” Sharton said, We could have learned more about his merry band of bandits and where they kept all the treasure they have stolen from the passing caravans and who they used to fence it.” 

“I will back track them I don’t think they were covering their tracks as they attacked us and it should be somewhere up in the caves in the area, besides a good nights sleep in a cave is ok by me. “Willis said as he started following the trail the huge human made. I put out the fire and tossed the dead Halfling with the rest of the dead bodies as Manfred created a magical fire and burned the bodies while Dunbar and Sharton watched the surrounding trees to make sure the fire did not spread and start a forest fire. 

“The local Druids would kill us all if I caused a forest fire.” Manfred said as we sat and watched. 

Willis came back and told us to follow him as the bodies were now just ashes and a few of the larger bones still intact. We followed him about a mile into the hills till we came across a rather untidy campsite that the bandits had used. The place stunk of unwashed bedding and old nasty food left to rot. It was amazing no one had found the place from the stench or it attracted Orcs or Goblins to it. We looked into the cave and sure enough we found there was all the stuff they had stolen. Durable goods like blankets, cloth, and kegs of wine, kegs of beer, jewelry and building tools. Willis looked even deeper into the cave and found a crack in the back wall and there was fresh air pouring from behind it. “We may not want to stay here as the cave has been sealed in the rear and who knows where the passageway will lead. Manfred mark our spot here so we can find it again and we will return with more provisions for a longer adventure” Willis said.

Dunbar, Sharton and myself gathered large boulders from around the area and sealed the cave with everything inside except a small amount of jewelry that could be traced to its proper owner. We watched Manfred cast a spell and he sealed the front of the cavern causing the boulders to seem to melt into a single stone sealing it completely.

Our journey back was uneventful and I learned from Sharton more about his line of work as a thief. He regaled me with tales of being a young man in a Guild and how he learned from a Master Thief. The training sessions on lock picking, finding traps, climbing walls and how to win the hearts of Lords and Ladies and then how to lighten them of the worldly goods they had. 

Dunbar chimed in being a Thief is all well and good, but you need to know how to read the lay of the land and where you can and can not walk. Being sneaky is all well and good, but if you step on a soft patch or loose stones you will fall and get caught. Always think of your surroundings as they will help or harm you. In a cavern where sound carries you don’t want to hammer or clunk around, but in the city bustle you can make noise and never be heard.

Manfred continued to teach me to read from scrolls and his books, but his spell books were off limits till I was more fluent. He said, One mispronounced syllable can cause a spell to go terribly wrong and it may cause the spell to backfire and do the caster more damage than it would have caused to victim it was meant for. 

I thought about all these things and wanted mastery of them all. Willis would watch me from out of the corner of his eye and just continue. I know mom told him to make sure I stayed safe, but he also let me stretch my boundaries by learning new things. He would show me how wild animals would hunt and how to track them even in the hardest areas of stone and rock, “Everything natural leaves a way to track it, but you need to be able to know and see the signs they leave. Anyone can track a deer in soft fertile earth, but track a mountain goat in the loose stones and rock in the mountains is another matter. There you look for spoor and hair that is pulled or shed as the animal passes or rubs against things. Smells from upwind allow you to track some wild beast. Have you ever been down wind of a skunk before?” He asked me. I nodded and he said “They are the simplest of all animals, but we can all teach you more. You are now bonded with us by battle and you did very well at your first fight. We are called the “Unbreakable Bond” due to us having been adventuring together as a party now for 10 years. Not one of us will harm another and always be ready to defend each other till the death. Trust has to be complete. If you do not trust any of us now you are free to ride on back home. Myself I will turn my back to you as you load a weapon and have no worry about you harming me. We will train you in the ways each of us knows and you are to be respectful and teach us anything you learn from anyone else. Your mother is a strong woman and I love her with all my heart and I am asking you permission to have her hand in marriage when we get back. Do I have your blessing Elias?”

I was taken back with his question and told him. Willis you will never be my father in any since of the name.” He looked upset as he listened to me. “However you have my blessing to wed my mother and be her husband on one condition.” He looked me in the eye and waited for my condition without saying anything. “I want to track down my blood father and let him know who I am and then kill him as he looks into my eyes and knows I am the son of a strong woman who loves me and life its self. Mom knows I have a hatred for the filthy creature and my desires. Will you do this? If not I ride from here and you will not have my blessing. I can not stop you from wedding her, but I will not respect you or speak to you. You and the others speak of trust. This is what I want in return for my trust in you and the others,”

Dunbar laughed “You have a strong heart and desires I can understand. I will stand with you as your life is now tied to mine.”

Sharton simply nodded his answer and Manfred nodded his as we continued to ride. 

Willis thought for a long time without an answer till he spoke. “Elias I will honor your condition as the woman I love was used and hurt by the animal who sired you. I respect your wishes, but you have much to learn to take on a Drow. Even alone a single Drow fighter shames Sharton and myself in single combat. We have fought the Drow before and that is why we sealed the cave back there. It may be a passageway into the underdark where they live. We have agreed to train you, but you will need to learn from many others as we do not know enough for you to battle him alone.”

We made it back to the Kings Court and I was granted full citizen status and was allowed entry into the Fighters Guild. Willis and the rest of the adventuring party went separate ways for a time and I studied day and night. 

I was introduced to Lanker the Wooly as he was known for his rather hairy body. Life in the Fighters Guild was not easy and the work of cleaning and cooking I thought of in the past as woman’s work taught me a respect for the simple tasks they had. The first six months I did very little training and was becoming upset as being treated as a second class person. Others in the guild looked upon my black skin and hair and would mutter crude insults. I finally got the nerve to walk into the arena on night and with just my daggers and the short sword I pulled off the human I had killed challenged the guild champion. I fought what I thought was poorly, but the lessons I had learned now started to flow from me. The champion did get in a few hits, but did not draw blood. I closed my eyes and started fighting that way and the crowd applauded my style. I could hear the champion before me, but something made me spin and I heard an arrow coming towards me from behind. I dropped the short sword and with my right hand I snatched the shaft out of the air and as I turned I saw a light colored skinned Elf holding the bow that had shot at me. I held the arrow up and as I did the champion hit me from behind. I had made what would have been a fatal error if the champion had used a weapon and not his bare fist. 

I was unconscious for how long I can not remember and as I awoke the Guild Master was standing before my bed and held the arrow I must have dropped. 

“Elias how did you know the arrow was approaching your left shoulder while fighting Orgomar with your eyes closed? Fereriss the Elf is a Master Bowman and never missies his mark.” Lanker said.

“Why did he try and shoot me while I was fighting Orgomar and is it proper for others to jump into a fight in the arena? I thought it was not allowed to interfere with arena combat, unless one of the participants invited others to join in the battle.” I questioned.

The Guild Master handed the arrow to me and looked me in the face while he said, “Listen very carefully and understand what I am about to say. His race of Elves are known Drow hunters and his life mission is to slay as many of you as possible.”

“I am only part Drow as my mother was raped and then I was born. I understand they have special abilities like creating fairy fire around items, levitation and other abilities I don’t have and only being one half Drow may never get. Is the color of my skin the reason people despise me and fear me?” I questioned.

The Guild Master said, “You are allowed to challenge him to a duel to the death within this year. I suggest you learn how to use two blades and bucklers attached to your forearms for shields. You already seem to dance while fighting and I have a special instructor who does not live on site for reasons like yours. People hate him for being of a race of creatures that are thought of as evil. Manchetill the Silent will teach you for the next year and if you decide to call Fereriss to a duel there will only be one of you alive afterwards and Fereriss is deadly. Do not be surprised by him as he the best teacher in the arts of the style you already have a raw talent in. I want you to gather all you own and meet me in the basement as soon as your breakfast is finished.”

I slept little knowing I would be learning from a new master and wondered as to what he looked like and how he would see me. I packed all my few belongings on my belt as I had little. My daggers and armor I wore and my belt pouch with my sewing kit and a few items. I carried a small mirror, candle, flint and steel, A purple sash I found and used as a blindfold. I went to breakfast dressed and some of the fighters were looking me over and Orgomar walked over and patted me on the back and sat next to me.

“You leaving or are you going to challenge Fereriss today?” Orgomar laughed. He ate a huge breakfast and as he stood up he put out his right hand and I stood and clasped his forearm in a handshake. “Travel well my friend and someday comeback and teach me what wonders I know you will learn.”

I quickly walked down to the basement and my adventuring party was there. Willis, Dunbar, Sharton and Manfred were awaiting me. I was puzzled why the Unbreakable Bond was waiting for the Guild Master saw and me my surprise. 

“Elias the travel to your new master is dangerous and deadly. He refused to come here, but he is allowing you and your friends to travel his lands and are welcome in his lands. Getting to him is another matter and you may become a more seasoned fighter before you are taught.” He said.

 Willis had torches and ropes with his other items and I saw each of my friends outfitted for travel below. 

We are going underground? How far is it and what is to be expected? I thought to myself. Willis clasped hands with the Guild Master and the Guild Master opened a stone door with an old looking key and ushered us inside. Once everyone had passed the threshold the door closed behind us the lock clicked into place. It was utter darkness and yet after a few moments I saw colors of blue, gray and as I turned to my friends they glowed in reds and orange. 

Willis asked aloud, “Elias do you see the colors of heat like you did before and do you remember the bandits and how they used the heat as a decoy? Never trust your eyes 100% here as items and people and things also use the same type of vision we use. Manfred and Dunbar can not see without a torch and we will travel ahead of them so the heat of the torch does not affect our vision. I want you to try and use both types of vision at the same time if possible. Let your infravision as well as letting the natural light vision overlap. It is not easy, but it will benefit you better and make you quicker to see things.”

Dunbar and Manfred lit a torch and I saw only in the light spectrum again. “Well which way do we go?”

Dunbar pulled out what looked to be an old map and pointed north. Willis lead the way. He stayed just out of the torchlight and I stayed by his side while we traveled. Nothing exciting happened for what I guessed the first two days of travel. We walked as silent as possible and at rest set up a schedule of watches. Mine was always first followed by Sharton then Manfred and last was Willis. When we made camp there was no fire, just a single small candle that never seemed to burn down and only put out enough light to see a very small area around our campsite. The candle belonged to Manfred and was a handy item to have. The third day we heard a noise that sounded like wind instruments being played and Dunbar tied a wet cloth around his mouth and nose and said we all should do the same thing. We entered a rather large cavern and saw what I thought were huge mushrooms. The things must have been twice my height and they moved around slowly. The air was full of small black and multi colored particles. 

Dunbar told us all to keep moving and not let the cloths dry out as we did not want to breath in the spores the Mushroom Men were throwing off and have delusions of being one of them or worse. “What could be worse?” I questioned. 

Dunbar said, “You could think you can fly or I am a Drow or other creature you hate and try and kill me. These things are not to be messed with. As a young Dwarf even before I grew my beard my father was traveling and found himself in a cavern with these things and he became delirious and killed his best friend. They had known each other since they were children, but the delusions the spores create is strong and powerful. No keep going as they have nothing we need or want.”

We quickly walked through the cavern and did not pull off the cloths off our faces till we had traveled for five hundred paces. Dunbar had everyone blow their noses and rinse out their mouths twice and spit it out and not swallow any of the water. He next passed us a skin and told us to swish the liquid in our mouths and then swallow it. I almost choked on the strong drink. It tasted worse than the elderberry wine Karen made and drank at night with my mother. It took my breath away and Dunbar chuckled as he watched me cough. The rest of the group took another swig each and we settled into making camp for the night. I took first watch as always and just before I was going to wake up Sharton I heard what sounded like something walking in mud. I did say a word and shook Sharton and held my hand over his mouth to remain quiet. I looked out into the darkness and saw a large four-legged creature in the gray to dull red color with a bright red and orange glowing person on its back. Sharton nudged Willis who nudged Manfred. They just opened their eyes and did not move. The creature on the larger creatures back saw us all looking at him and whirled off into the darkness as the large animal ran quickly.

Willis was up in a flash and Manfred started casting a spell Sharton had his daggers in hand and Dunbar called his hammer. I readied my daggers and short sword for combat. “Elias look to the rear Dunbar cover the rear as well Manfred I hope your doing something good as there are at least five more of the foul creatures coming up quick. Manfred said an arcane series of words and lighting flew from his hands and lit up the tunnel as it sparked from creature to creature. I turned and saw five dead bodies in black supple leather armor and small crossbows. They fell where they were hit by the lighting and Manfred fell down to his knees. Dunbar motioned for me to keep looking to the rear. Willis and Sharton went among the dead and Sharton said, “Scouting party it looks like. They did not expect to see Elias with us and were probably curious why he was not tied up or trying to escape from us. We got lucky today. The rest of the day’s travel was not exciting in the least and we traveled quickly. The tunnels changed from natural tunnels to worked stone corridors. Dunbar mentioned the walls were the work of Dwarves, but had not been traveled in a long time as a thick layer of dust was covering the floor. There were sconces for holding torches built into the walls and most of the torches had long been used and left in place. We came to a four-way intersection and stopped. Dunbar refereed to the map, but Willis held up his right hand in a fist and everyone froze in place. I could smell stale air coming from the left blowing across to the right and could hear faint hammering from the passage ahead of us. Sharton put on a pair of odd colored goggles and crept along the right hand wall and was gone from site without a sound. I saw him return as he approached us he was carrying a small body and it was limp. Dunbar spit and cursed as I saw what looked to be a Dwarf, but the skin was gray and the beard was dirty and the clothing was shabby and ill kept. 

“Damn Duergar in this area. I have not seen them this far north in many years and now they are in our way. Sharton how many of them are there ahead?” Dunbar questioned.

Sharton answered, “ I spotted over a dozen of these things and they were working a vein of what looks like raw Gold. They only had this one as a lookout and I am not sure how long it will be before they notice this one gone. Be quick and get information out of him as I awaken him. I just stunned.” After saying this Sharton pinched the creatures ear lobe and it awoke and glared at us. 

Dunbar started talking to it in a language I could not understand and the thing refused to answer till Sharton pulled out a thin silver looking dagger and grabbed the Duergar by the wrist and made a cutting motion like he was going to remove the things right hand. Sharton did make a small shallow cut and the Duergar spoke quickly and looked at me suddenly and a look of horror appeared on his face and he was faster in speech and started shaking. Dunbar was satisfied with the information he got from the creature and Sharton knocked it out cold again and poured a vial of black liquid in its mouth and made it swallow. 

Dunbar told us, “It seems they had sent out a scouting party and they are working fast as they are very near a Drow trading route and they know the noise will draw attention, but the find and quality of the gold was just too much to pass up. They actually came from the other direction and we would have missed them if we were a few hours later. It was unfortunate we came across them and the poison Sharton gave him will let them think a Drow killed him if we stay here. I suggest we travel back and Manfred cover our tracks and make the dust look like we never had been here. We will back track a thousand paces and hold camp there before we travel on.”

We traveled back and Manfred did cover our tracks. We came to a bend and sat down and waited. The hammering stopped and there was some commotion and footsteps were coming our way. Willis had his bow handy and Sharton suggested I stay in the front of the group with my head held high and if they came near us I was to command them to take the dead body and never venture this way ever again. In other words bluff them as Willis did not want to kill them, but Dunbar had his hammer in hand and the look of utter hatred and ready to kill. The noise stopped about where we had left the body. I was ready for what ever was going to happen and the footsteps retreated the other way. Manfred pulled out some dried meat and cheese and started to eat, as it had been a while since any of us had ate. We stayed in place for a long time resting and making sure there were no sounds anywhere in the area. I had learned underground sound travels a long way and it is wise to be silent as possible.

When we started traveling again we came to the four-way passage and continued forward and Sharton said he came across the Duergar here and there were signs of fresh digging and moving of earth and rock. Dunbar was excited and marked the place on his map and made a note so he could either guide himself and us or his clan back to this spot. Willis signaled for us to keep going and we traveled for what must have been hours, but now there were signs of this route being traveled and not just by the Duergar we had run into earlier. I saw prints of what were very large lizards and soft-shoe prints that resembled my own tracks. Willis pointed to something glowing softly that was embedded in the wall at eye height and it was a symbol of a spider holding a body in its web. 

“Drow Trading routes symbol and now we must be very careful. This was just put here not long ago. I wonder whom they have added as trading partners this close to the surface. This is not a good sign for the Guild as they are coming dangerously close.” Willis said as if to himself and no one in particular as we continued. “I only hope they have either made friends with your new master and not kill him.”

We continued on and Dunbar had his map out and stopped at what was a blank wall on the right side of the corridor and said this is the spot right here. He ran his fingers over what looked like normal stones and pressed on them in what I saw as a random order. A door opened and Willis said to me. “Elias we leave you here and in your new masters hands. We shall return for you in eleven months.  To help you come back to the surface. Always be ready for anything that could happen to you. There are danger underground that make the most seasoned warrior hesitate in battle and that simple thing will get you killed. I will say this about your master, but I am not supposed to. You and him have many things in common and both of you are outcast from the races you share in common. They closed the door behind me and I was in total darkness. There were no sounds other than my own heartbeat as I was starting to panic. I remembered my blind fighting training and listened very carefully and heard what I thought a small click and then a sudden splitting of the air and at the same time a flash of blinding light. I snapped my eyes closed just in time from being blinded and with a dagger I knocked a crossbow bolt out of the air. I knew my attacker could only be before me as I still had my back to the wall and if they could see as I did they could see my heat signature and there was no way to hide. I took a small measured step and then another not making a sound, but I heard laughter from the other end. 

“You’re trying to be silent. It sounds to me like a Tinker Gnome rattling along not caring about any sound and still stumbles around in the dark. I give you that you are fast, but I will make you react faster and more deadly.” I heard a voice say and then I heard another bolt come at me. I did not move and I stood still. I could hear the bolt as it passed me and broke on the wall about an arm length from my left shoulder. “You could have been dead why did you not move?” The voice asked from even closer range. This time I thought I heard a footstep. Supple leather on a stone chip that was on the floor. I sprung forward and tried to grab the person, but all I had in my hand was air. “You were very close, but I am right here.” The voice was next to my right ear and I felt a hit on the base of my neck and remembered nothing else. I awoke in a small room carved out of stone on a wooden bed with my bedroll spread out under me. My possessions were placed around the room and I had a rather nasty headache. I slowly sat up and the room started to spin as I held on to the edge of the bed. I saw a single small candle was lighting the room and the wooden door was open just a bit. I was not being held captive it seemed and my new master must have been the person who hit me. There was water in a pitcher as well as a small plate of dried meat and cheese as well as a small loaf of bread. My stomach was rumbling, as it had been a long time since I had eaten so I sat on the edge of my bed and ate my meal in silence. The meat was good and the cheese fresh as the bread was still warm out of the oven. After eating my fill I stretched my body feeling stiff as if I had slept for a very long time.

I put my weapons on and gathered my fighting gear and boldly walked out into a well-furnished room fitting a royal court. Purple tapestries woven in patterns of what looked like webbing with spiders and people being killed. Others showed women holding whips that looked like they were made up of living snakes. Bookshelves lined the other walls and the bindings appeared well worn as there was a person seated in a large leather padded chair facing away from me. 

“Elias I see you’re awake after your sudden slumber. I am sorry for how you were handled, but it was just a small test of your poor fighting skills. I did like how you were able to deflect the bolt and then did not panic as the next one was heading towards you. Sharton taught you some good basics, but you will learn more in the next year and when you leave here you will also have a new name, as Elias is far form a name to inspire fear of cunning.” The stranger said without moving. “Come before me and you will see why you were sent to me.”

I walked around the chair and before me was a man who had the same skin and hair color I had with red eyes and slender in build. He motioned to a chair like his opposite him and I sat. I studied him without speaking. He was older than my mother, but not much older it looked and he was wearing simple black leather pants with a black cloth shirt open at the throat with a small gold medallion on a chain. His hair was white and pulled back off his face in a ponytail and was down the left side of his shoulder past his collarbone. A belt two finger wide that was around his waist and a gold buckle of a spider on its back with it legs curled up as if in death. Knowing Drow worshipped Loth and the Goddesses appeared as a spider before her subjects gave me pause to wonder about this mans motives. 

“Let me introduce myself to you. I am known by many names, but I am friend to few and dangerous to many others. To you I am your master for the next eleven months of this year. Morkinson the Wild is my given name. You will simply call me master and once you leave here after your training you will address me by name. Do you understand?” He calmly said with out emotion.

I understood what he said and his voice was slow and every word was measured. The timing of his speech had a lilt as he spoke and his hands moved in gestures as if sign language was his first language not his second. I stood up and knelt before him and received a kick to the chest as I bowed before him. As I stood up he said. 

“Never kneel before anyone or anything. Never offer your servitude or you will loose freedom. A warrior and man serves only himself and the few he truly loves. I owe only one man my life and he gave me life as he spared me after a battle. I was raised in a place of wickedness and hatred and will teach you the ways the Drow fight so you may defeat them in battle. Willis has told me much about you and I was hesitant in taking you as a pupil, till Freed and Falling Feather spoke for you. You have never seen them, but they have been watching you and helping your mother with simple matters as needed. They are powerful allies, but beware them for when a favor is called in it is demanded payment in full at the moment of their wish. Now sleep the rest of the cycle as I am tired and when a bell chimes seven chimes you are to awake and we shall start your lessons.” My master spoke.

I went back into my room and saw the lights out in the main room go out and listened carefully for any sound he made, but there was none. I lay down on the bed as the room as comfortable and had my weapons within reach in case anything may happen. I did not know what my lessons were to be and maybe being jumped in my sleep was one of them. I drifted off to sleep and when a bell started ringing I sat upright and saw the lights were on in the main room. He was in another room off the main hall and I heard cutting and pounding sounds. I walked into the room and he was fixing breakfast. I did not ask, but helped him while he baked the morning biscuits. There was fruit and eggs also and soon we ate a good meal and with a simple wave of his hands when we were done I saw the dishes become clean and stacked back in the cupboard they came from.

“Do you know how to read yet Elias” he asked me. 

I nodded my head and told him I did know, but was learning and I knew I had only just started, as many words were not known to me. He smiled and told me I would learn to read common, Drow, Elvish, Dwarven as well as the language. Of magic spells and scrolls and how and when to use them. 

“A well read man who knows the art of reading and speaking many languages makes more friends than enemies. A person who only sees us for what we look like will hate us more readily than if we converse with them and exchange honest truths and wisdom. Willis told me about when you asked why travelers did not shy from you and he told you that travelers and adventurers see many races and people and share knowledge. Now unless you have something to share why should someone talk to you and not be rid of you? For the next month we will read and study texts of languages as well as sharpen your skills of what some would call being a thief. Unlocking locks simple and complex, climbing walls, hiding in shadows and being utterly silent as you approach people. Once this is mastered and it will take many long days and nights we will move on to other subjects.” He said and we went to work.

My master seemed happy with my progress as I learned everything quicker than he thought possible and he would quiz me on the material. My answers were correct every time and he started to push me harder and the more I learned the faster I understood the materials and how everything fit together. I had mastered the languages and then we started to speak them and use subtle dialects from different areas and how to pick them up from others. “This will help you if you are to blend into a crowd and need to get away without being noticed. People notice a type of speech just as much as the way you look. I have many items that alter my looks, but my speech has to match or else they notice. A good thief is an enigma wrapped in a riddle and no one can read you. Do you understand?” He asked.

“I know if I am going to be traveling and people think I am a local by my speech they will be more open in conversation and trust me. The more trust the easier it is to get what I want.” I said as we continued. Soon I was speaking in Drow and using the hand signs he used as a part of his speech.

“You see in the world of the Drow there is little light and the use of hand signs is a way of speaking without making sound. Using your natural ability to see heat in the darkness you can see what they are saying and when possible speak to them as one of their own kind.” He said just using his hands. I replied I understood him fully and then continued to ask about learning the language of magic.

“Tomorrow you will start, but know this one wrong work or stutter may cause a spell to go wrong. Once you start you must know exactly what you are doing and saying. Not only are there words, but also gestures used in the creation and using of magic. Now that you have learned the ways of using your hands we will continue learning more.” He signed to me.

We had been working together now for over a month and one morning he said to me. “It is time we went out for a walk. These walls feel like a prison and I know a few people out in the underdark you will enjoy talking to as a test. Remember what I have taught you about listing and picking up the dialect they use and then mimic it as naturally as possible.” I watched him gather a few daggers and wrapped a sling around his waist. He strapped on a wonderfully bejeweled long sword and matching dagger. They seemed to radiate a power I had never felt before in my young life. “I see you feel the enchantments of my friends here.” He said.

“Your friends?” I asked 

“”Yes Kinshink and Yinshink. They are magical weapons and do more than just look pretty, but they are intelligent and speak to me mentally. They warn me of dangers from other planes and are able to damage most things a normal weapon can not harm.” He said as he pulled the wondrous blades from the sheaths that held them. The engraving on the blades was mesmerizing and seemed to dance in my mind. I felt them pull at me and my master also felt the blades pulling to me. “They seem to think you have much to offer them, maybe not in riches, but in a dance of death they desire. I shall start teaching you when we get back in a few days from our little walk out in the wild, but till then I am going to have a chat with them.” He smiled as he sheathed the beautiful blades.

We walked out into the corridor I was rudely greeted in and I saw how he had hidden. A small series of walls jutting from the main wall giving a place to hide with ever step as a defensive position and a small crack in the door where the bolt I had let past me hit. He ran his fingers over the crack and it mended completely as if it had never been there before. He pushed on the door and we were out and the door sealed behind us. I tried to find it, but there was no trace of the door at all. My master saw me looking and pointed out a hairline crack in the edge and it took me a very close look to see it. At a glance or even close inspection you would never have seen the door, but then he knew where it was. 

