MY dear friends, 

Please take a moment to read:

/roleplay

His old hands placed upon his helmeted head, Basho sat upon the low wall looking down.  His mace hung clanking against his armoured side, the tip of his long curved sword dug a groove into the dirt tracks.  In the sky the sun shone down, and waves of heat shimmered past him.  His armor, chipped with rust reflecting colours against the wall. He thinks of battles fought and won.  He thinks of bigger things.

Men marched away to war, and men marched back.  How great were the battles that they would never get to fight. 

Basho takes of his old dented helm, resting it with a dull clank on the wall.  He runs a gauntleted hand through his matted down hair and raises his eyes to the sky.  The sun forcing him to clinch them closed so only a crack is visible.

A long life of war he has fought.  In dark palaces flushed with the blood of the fallen, and even darker tombs their stone cold to the touch.  Up to his knees in slime, his armour glistening with the sticky secretions of the foul creatures before him.  

These visions fade.  Glory, it seams to him, is fleeting. 

He lapses into long past memories of his youth, and remembers the time he was trapped in a tomb behind a locked door.  His companion and key holder fallen by his side.  The relentless undead, groaning in their eternal agony, raising their arms to embrace him into their doom.  The feeling of helplessness as he banged against the door, as the hands came down on his plate, clawing him back.  Loneliness found him as no one answered.  A cry of rage escaped from his quivering lips, a pure beserker rage, making him stronger, replacing fear with anger.

A rat, when trapped, will squirm and try to escape.  But when escape is denied its fear may trigger a darker and altogether baser reaction.

He had swung his massive axe again and again, felling the monsters before him.  Strikes of great power, rained down on his enemies.  One fell, then another, it’s ugly face sliced clean off and an evil snarl dying in its throat.  As each went down more relentless undead came to forwards from the shadows.  Two more!  When suddenly…

DING!

The bells ring out in his ears! Glory upon him!  A shriek breaks from his lips!  TO MARR!  Somehow the axe responds to his call, hidden light plays along its surface as magic now wells up under his control.  A blast of light emanates from his hands, causing the wrathful mummies to groan in agony and shield their eyes and ears.

The haste spell!  Hidden for so long inside his axe blade.  At last it is free!

A feeling of pure rushing power envelops him, the tiredness of his limbs disappears.  The axe feels light as a feather and the monsters seam to slow to treacle.  They draw back, knowing their death stands before them, but it is too late.

Cry Havoc!

A swing more powerful than he has ever known, his axe glowing from within and the mummy is cleaved clean in two.  Its dry and wasted innards flung across the room.  The last monster turns in terror and takes the second blow undefended, smashing its skull and dropping its carcass to Basho’s feet.

Victory!  A feeling lost, and found.

The light wanes… and behind it comes back the dark.

Rage leaves Basho slowly, and only his laboured breathing can be heard in the darkness as images jump around inside his head.   The shadows draw even further in, threatening and promising, when Basho hears a click from the stone door behind him.  Spinning he sees the door draw back smoothly into the stone revealing a hardy dwarf.  With one hand he is pushing the door aside, while the other holds aloft torch as he peers into the gloom from behind his beard.  He sees Basho and his eyes widen, a gasp escapes his lips,

“Are you ok boyo?”, he asks unsure of the figure before him still clasping his axe for battle, Basho’s pupils made ghostly small by the light.  Basho relaxes his grip, and rests the axe blade on the floor, the tiredness overcoming him.

“Yes”, he gasps back.  “This place is all yours”.  The dwarf smiles.

“Allow me to assist you”, he says with a grin, and Basho realises that it is not a torch in his hand but the healing light from his holy icon.  This dwarf is a Cleric of Brell.  The little man closes his eyes in benediction and the power of his god flows into his mind and out his body.  Light dances around him.

Basho feels the power and goodness of the dwarf god flood into him.  A whispering voice sounds in his ear as the magic spell spins around his body.  Rise Warrior of Marr, it says on the wind, fight on another day….

Bones knit, wounds heal.  The fog and blood lifts from his vision.  He feels peace. The dwarf smiles and opens his eyes.

“Thank you follower of Brell” says Basho, bowing deep, his head coming down to the little mans level for a moment.  The dwarf nods, and passes Basho where he spots the fallen comrade.  He checks the man is dead.

“Drag him up to the entrance and I shall revive him for you”, he commands, the smooth flowing accent of the dwarfs deep with tones built for singing, bids Basho to obey unthinkingly.  As Basho drags his friend the dwarf follows.  “Best you leaves this place to us, eh?  We short ones, as you call us, better suited to daaarrrrk places, see?”  He strokes his beard, a common Dwarf habit when thinking.  Basho grunting with effort smiles back.  

“No problem”, he says.  The dwarf frowns, clearly this man is of little words.

“You need friends, eh?” The dwarf asks, his head inclined to one side.  “A man as such as yourself could use a strong arrmm beside him, me thinks.  And p’raps a healing spell once in while?”, he chuckles to himself.  Basho looks into the face of the dwarf and spots only what the eyes of that stout race show.  The truth.

“Your right”, he realises.  The dwarf passes around the body of the fallen and speaks to Basho whilst placing the corpses hands across its chest,

“You goto my home”, he says nodding to himself.  “They like your kind there, yes?  The Elves live near there too ‘mind.  And they are a little too carefree and jolly for me…” He pauses and looks into Basho’s face as something occurs to him.  He rubs his beard.  “Hmm per’raps you best meet up with them in fact, you could use some jollying up I’m thinking”.

“I guess. Is it far?”. 

“Ooohhh not faaarrrr. Not far at all really.  Id advise you to ask a druid in town, but I think you best off takin’ the boat”.  The dwarf stands back from the fallen body and prepares his spell.  He closes his eyes, raises his hands out over the body and starts to murmur.  Basho stands dumb and watches.  The dwarf stops and opens one eye towards him.  “Off yea’ go lad”, he says gently.  “Many guilds in the trees of the Elves.  Best you join one of a baaarrrdik nature I’m reckoning.  Make you a little more merry me’haps”.  He waves one of his outstretched hands at Basho, dismissing him.

“Thank you kind one”.  Basho turns and leaves the tomb, magic tumbling through the air behind him.  As he steps out of the tomb into the sunlight he wonders which way the land of the Elves is.  He climbs the sand dune next to him and looks out across the vastness of the West Common Lands.  The wide space flows out before him.  Large spiders and bears cross the path.  In the distance someone is shouting the presence of a Hill Giant on the other side of the lake.  For eight seasons Basho has wandered here.  

He recalls the dwarfs words…. Ah! he thinks to himself.  Boat….

The memories of those times flit inside Basho’s mind as he sits upon the wall.  That was the start of the journey he has made with his guild.  He did find a bard to befriend whilst adventuring in the trees of the Elves, and the noble fellow did bring him into the fold of the guild, where he found his voice and led the guild to so many wars.  For a moment he remembers Rodrick.  And smiles.

He hasn’t seen that happy face for a while.  Nor many others.  But other things tug at him now, his long age sits heavy on his brow and he wonders where he may go from here.  As the battles get harder and the aches in his bones take longer to go away he considers  the unthinkable…

Retirement.

He chuckles to himself.  Can old warriors retire?  His women would say so.  Once a young and beautiful halfling girl, now an even more beautiful partner.

Many moons ago he rescued her from a forced marrage, an angry father, and her virginity (in that order).  A long time have they been together and yet apart as his warrior ways have conspired to drive him to war in foreign lands, away from his beloved.

He reaches into his cheast plate and pulls out the well worn letter.

It promises warm kisses and even warmer cooking (to await those who would embark on that adventure)…

At a price.

So, all things must come to an end it seems.  And here on the wall Basho’s time has finally come.  He stands to his feet, bows his head, and with a heavy heart removes his guild icon; his hood.  He slowly and reverently folds it up and places into the depths of his sack.  

He will keep this safe, for who knows, his old fellows may call for him once more yet.  And he will heed that call!

Time, marches on.  Basho must march with it.

The dust motes swim around his boots, as Basho goes forth…

/ooc

Thank you all for what has been a very special year for me.   I wish that I could join the new adventures in DAoC, and one day I may well be able to do that.

Starwars Galaxies will find a home with me!

I hope to keep coming here to this board, I can’t imagine not reading the posts daily.

I almost left the guild before but was held up by the great leadership of Ynnos, who recognised that in order for such a guild as HN to succeed we needed to encourage uniqueness in the officers.  That policy was a success.

HN is a success.

I hope you all still consider me your friend, as I am totally.  

If you need me I will come, be sure of that.

Basho Matsuo (retired) signing off.

…the rest is silence.

