A Barbarian’s first battle
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Krant, the barbarian, sat around the fire, waiting for any evil to arise around the Rogue Encampment.  One night, Krant heard a noise coming from some bushes.  He saw a flash of red, but all of a sudden the object disappeared.  Krant clutched his fists around his hand axe, fixed his grasp on his buckler, and set out to investigate.  As he carefully walked through the mysterious, inhabitable land, he heard laughter erupt from a nearby tree.  He headed towards the sounds, and with great strength he shook the tree fervently.  Thuds escaped as two fallen headed straight for the ground.  They stood up, dusted themselves off, and headed for Krant.

“Succumb to the fury of evil!” the fallens cried.

“Never shall I be associated with the likes of you!” Krant replied.

“Than you shall die a most horrible death,” one of the fallens said.

“Bring it on scum!” yelled Krant.


The fallen immediately commenced the battle by surrounding Krant.  One of the fallen approached his flank, going for his back.  The mighty warrior, who was not wearing any armor, turned around and swung his axe at the beast.  The fallen, stunned, hazily stepped back to try and recuperate.  Krant held up his axe, prepared to deliver the final blow, was interrupted when the other fallen lightly grazed his back.  He roared in anger, and threw his shield at the fallen, temporarily knocking him out.  Krant returned to the first fallen, and he knew what was to be done.  He hovered over the crippled beast, axe raised high, and he brought it down upon the creature, splitting his corrupted carapace in half.  Krant whirled around and flamed his nostrils as he approached the other fallen, who was beginning to regain consciousness, pleaded Krant for his life.

“Please!  Spare my life, and I shall tell all of my brothers in the Den of Evil to leave for you!”

“Shut up beast!  I wish to see you and your kind die,” Krant snorted.


With that threat, Krant bashed the fallen’s skull with the flat end of the axe.  Krant stared at the creature, his eyes deeply peering at the weakness that lay before him.  He thought of what would happen if he could actually create an alliance with this defenseless inhabitant.  He then thought of what would happen if the fallen went against its word and called his friends to help annihilate this barbarian.  Krant decided that the risk of an accord was too great to put his life on it, so with a deep swift chop, he completely removed the fallen’s head from its body.  It squirmed around some, then with a resounding silence, it laid still. 


Krant wiped the sweat away from his forehead, and started to walk back to town to have Akara bandage the numerous injuries that were inflicted upon himself.  The golden morning sun shone down upon him, and in the corner of his eye he noticed an object glint from the carcass of one of the fallens.  He bent down to examine the enchanting sparkle, and he pulled out a magnificent amulet.  He couldn’t read the foreign transcriptions that were written all over it.  Suddenly, he remembered the scroll of identity that had been given to him as a gift from Akara.  He unwrapped the leathery red bow that held together the mystical page of translations.  Deciphering the code, Krant discovered that this amulet would give him additional power to his axe, and it also shined brightly enough to let him see further into the abyss.  He put it on, proud of his new possession.  Krant, turning his back on the site of the fierce skirmish, headed back to the Rogue Encampment.  Akara was waiting at the entrance, anxiously hoping to hear all about Krant's first battle against the evil that existed in the disillusioned land.   

