                                                  living shadows , dead in the light       


    For days no i have followed a strange barbarian, strange in that he seemed to be working for the rouges that used to hold the monestary in this land. though i knew little of them, one of their members, akara i knew all too well. She was the witch that sought to twart my teacher many years ago when i was but a student. 


    This barbarian from the frigid norththough had my full attention, even at the risk of exposing myself to that witch. For some reason this barbarian was destroying the blight of this land like a being possessed. As in the begining when almost dead he pushed on into a graveyard to confront a powerful being of the darkest evil and not seeming to be satisfied, he contiued to purge the evil in the graveyard by entering some tunnels underneath, destorying the evil beings below completely.


    Today though i have seen him pause, as if having second thoughts about the task he was on. This was strange as in the past i have watched him rush into combat without pause while facing a veritable hoarde of evil beings, cutting them down brutally while giving forth his barbaric cries of rage. To see that hulking brute suddenly stop in the act of opening a door in what seemed to be the end of the catacombs beneath the twisted monestary almost sent me running back to the surface. Almost. 


    All through this foray, into the monestary and below, the creatures bcame increasingly deadlier and fouler, as if something within was feeeding them power. Many times i was forced to come to the barbarians aid as groups of powerful beings assaulted the barbarian without pause nearly killing him. During those times the shadows hid my strikes and self from any but those that died. I was forced to lay traps as the barbarian rushed to the lower levels not caring if anything alive could follow. In those instances i simply left death traps for those things that might follow.


    Now though as i wondered about this barbarians resolve i also had to ponder why i was so interested in this barbarian. Hardly anything so mundane as that which attracts average folk, no , this had to do with something else. Honor? That thought almost had me laughing out loud. Maybe it was simply curiousity.


    A sudden crash had me clenching the handles of my hand claws and looking for the barbarian. Where the door had been was nothing but splintered ruin and from within came the familar sounds of the barbarians war cries causing some of the beings inside to stumble out into the hallway in terror of the raging being inside. I helped them escape terror forever with a few psyhic hammers that pounded the life from them. making sure none survied i made my way to the doorway to have a look within and felt fear like never before.


     In the middle of the room was an abomination so foul i could only stand frozen to the spot as it chased the barbarian spewing a noxious green cloud. The thing made the barbarian look like a child it was so huge , looking as if someone twisted a woman, a spider and a demon together, and it was faster than anything i ever saw. 


     " Run! "   


     The barbarians harsh voice broke the spell on me in time to see the creature bearing down on me. Without thought i left my shodow behind to worrie at it and slipped to the side while tapping into the essence of shadow mana, letting it enhance my reflexes.


     " It must die! Strike now! " bellowed the barbarian as he lauched a flurry of blows to the creature so fast it seemed his swords were but a blurof motion.


     For some odd reason i joined him in hamering at the thing using my claws to shred it's flesh with repeated tiger strikes until in fury my last blow to it released the pent up rage in a flash of power. After that a foot like a blade passed through me and i was stumbling away bleeding out my life. A look back allowed me to watch the barbarian strike the thing one mighty blow causing it to implode in a shower of lights and what sounded at the time like screaming souls. Then quiet and the barbarian was next to me pouring a healing draught into my mouth, easing the ache of my wound and giving me new strenght.


    Just as i was about to speak an oval of light appeared. Standing the barbarian extended his hand to me.


    " Will you join me instead of following my shadow? " he asked quietly. " It is not done yet. There is something that must cease to exsist or this will happen everywhere."


    At first all i could do was look up in confusion at him. Questions ran through my mind, yet they could be answered in time. For now though i accepted his hand and followed him through the portal to wherever it may lead, trusting in my skill, his strentgh and at least having one question answered. 


 	 		                                              


