"Eeny, Meeny, Murder Moe"
Case No. 04:08 - An excerpt from the casebooks of Jack “Tarquin” Wylde, Private Investigator and Diabolist.

Eeny, meeny, miny moe 

Catch a tiger by the toe 

If he hollers let him go, 

Eeny, meeny, miny moe

Time passed as I waited on the roof of my home for a tiger or demon to appear and attack. If I knew what was destined to happen, I would have taken a different approach. But before I get ahead of myself, I will cover the events as they occurred.
My mindset was that I was a hunted man. Hunted by a massive creature that intended to finish the job it started by tearing my arm off in the military outpost in the Yin-Sloth Jungles. I remembered its size and shuddered; over ten feet long and over 600 pounds. Not as large as the Frost giants I faced, but at least I came away whole after facing them.

I could take a few approaches. I could sit tight and have it come after me. I could try to track it down. I could run off and have it follow me out of Port Monivey. I could disappear and hopefully be out of the creature’s reach; the Runic Medallion from the island would take me to the island and would do the job nicely. I occasionally gave the medallion some thought, I was certain that some answers may be found there. 
I was tired of running, so I decided to sit tight. Let it come to me.
I waited all day until darkness fell. I saw Tavera walk around the building. I told her to come on up and she could take the direct route if she wished. She looked around to make sure no one was watching and she bounded up the side of the building, and used exposed rails as handholds.

She looked good in the moonlight, as well as any other time. We talked for a bit, I gave her as much detail about the creature that I could. I told her about the possibility of it being another Raksasha, after I had convinced myself that it wasn’t a lycanthrope. If it was, I should have turned quite some time ago. And the healers would have been able to detect if I was a lycanthrope. I should have turned by now is I was…
I told Tavera that I didn’t want to put others in danger and hoped that the creature would track me here and I could have a showdown at home. Of course, if others wanted to join in, I wouldn’t turn any help down.
Tavera suggested that she contact her sisters, Thalia, and the Adventurer’s Guild. There are plenty of people who are interested in hunting down nasty creatures. Bless ‘em all. I agreed and appreciated any support I could get. She bounded from the roof and disappeared into the night.
I went downstairs to get more drinks and went back up to the roof. I made another trip for some bedding, to be comfortable in the night air. Somehow I felt more comfortable in the open than enclosed in my room.
I stayed up as long as I could and I don’t recall when I fell asleep.
I woke up the next morning on the roof. The creature hadn’t come. I went downstairs, cleaned up and got dressed. I went to the inn for a pitcher of coffee and the paper and headed back. I didn’t want others to become exposed to my scent, in case the creature was near.

And I had the troubling sensation that the creature had me under constant surveillance, I thought I was the mouse in a fatal game of cat and mouse.
I drank my coffee and read the paper. There were a couple more deaths at the port quarters. The deaths reported yesterday were in the northwest corner, these new ones were in the northeast corner. It’s not getting any closer and it’s nowhere near in my neighborhood.

Tavera hadn’t returned and I was worried about her.
I went to the Raven II to see if Thalia was there to see if she talked with Tavera. Thalia was off investigating the Elven migration and there was no way to know when she would return.
Next, I went to the Adventurer’s Guild. They talked to Tavera and briefed them about the creature and she left around 7:00 PM last night. They organized a hunt in the South Warrens at the docks where the last attack was. I had forgotten to ask about something, so I returned to the Raven II. Tavera was there looking for Thalia at 9:00 PM and she was heading back to see me. She didn’t make it! So she has been gone since then.
I tried to think of any places in the area that had empty warehouses or empty dwelling and I had known there weren’t. Where was Tavera? Had she picked up a scent and trailed it? Damn!

I rushed to Coyote Ugly to speak with her sisters. My Ward of Protection from Lycanthropy was triggered. Go figure; they are were-coyotes, so I deactivated it. While they were finishing up breakfast, I told them what I knew. I wanted to track Tavera to make sure she was all right.
Fifteen minutes later, they had everything locked up and were ready. We went to the Raven II to have them try to pick up her scent. The sisters also detected a hint of a scent of evil; that meant that there was a lot at some time ago. They did pick up her scent, so we followed it south. We were heading toward the South Warrens.

We were a block away from the Adventurer’s Guild, so I made a slight detour and asked the sisters to wait. I told the head Adventurer what we were doing. I took a bowl of peanuts that were left out for snacks in the Guildhall. I told him to follow the trail of peanuts.
I caught up with the sisters and continued to follow the trail, and I left a trail of peanuts. 
We followed the trail and after about twenty minutes of sniffing around, they found blood on the ground; this was the crime scene where the last two people were killed.
They lost Tavera’s scent, because the smell of blood was so overpowering. I suggested that we skirt around the area about 30 feet to see if we could pick up her scent again. They were able to pick it up again and kept following her trail to a building where Tavera’s scent ended.

There was a bloody paw print on the door. There were also claw marks on the door and on a stone by the door. We checked the building to see if there were other ways in. Only boarded up windows, and there were no other doors. The sisters jointly kicked the door open. On the far corner, was the body of Tavera. She was on her side and she was torn up badly, there was blood around the body. She was alive, but barely. Her healing abilities were doing everything possible. It looked like it would be a miracle if she was still alive.
The Adventurer’s Guild caught up with us. We needed to find a healer, nearby and quickly. A Paladin was in the Adventurer’s Guild who came forward. He placed his hands upon her and worked on healing her.

We needed to get her out of here to a place of safety. I thought a flat surface would be helpful for a stretcher, so I suggested we use the door the sisters kicked down. After the Paladin did all he could do, we gently placed her on the door and we carried her like a group of pallbearers.

The sisters couldn’t pick up another scent from the building.

We were heading back and after a half hour we were near Tavern Row. Terry was running down the street for us. He had seen me from the front door of Deuce’s Wylde.
“Jack! Something’s wrong, the Ward isn’t working. We caught some guys cheating, but their cards hadn’t become blank.”

We get Tavera to Coyote Ugly and get her to a quiet and safe place.

It occurred to me that it would require someone with a spell of Mystic Energy Drain to deactivate a Ward. Some Adventurers went to Coyote Ugly to help guard the place for awhile. The others came with me. It was after 2:00 PM when we reached Deuce’s Wylde. I checked my Wards and both had been deactivated! I was concerned that some undead creatures could have gotten in with the Ward inactive.

I went to the bar, withdrew my deck of Wards. I pulled out the Wards: Protection from Undead and Protection from Evil. I activated both of them. I walked around the tables. My Protection from Evil went off. There were three men that were indicated. I called over the head Adventurer and asked him to have some men keep an eye on the three men, in case they try anything. I reactivated my Ward.
I asked Terry if he knew them; two were regulars, but one wasn’t. The one who wasn’t was making his way to the door. I can’t explain it, but he had a smell about him that I don’t recall ever experiencing before. It wasn’t perfume, but it was a unique and powerful scent. He had detected my Ward going off and decided to make his escape. I could detect some magic about him and his face seemed slightly familiar to me. But I could place neither the scent nor the face. He was out the door and gone.
The two men were observed, and the rest of us went upstairs. I wanted to check it out pretty thoroughly. But there was nothing upstairs. I had Terry close up the place for a few minutes and we routed everyone out, except the Adventurers.
I got the box down from over the door and was going to reactivate the Wards, but they were already activated. The Mystic Energy Drain was temporary and was no longer affecting my Wards. I thought that the stranger with the odd scent may have been a magic user and deactivated the Ward, so that the others could cheat at cards.
It was nearly 3:00PM, when we left Deuces Wylde; Terry could open up again. And we went to Coyote Ugly. I suggested to the Paladin that he stood watch over Tavera and if she needed additional healing, he would be available for it. He seemed to enjoy that job.
Some Adventurers decided to stay to guard Coyote Ugly. The others would go with me to do some further hunting.
I withdrew some Ward cards and I added alarms to them. Once they were activated, I gave them to the Stone Man; the Wards were Protection from Undead and Protection from Demons. In case the creature or some undead creatures tried to get in, the Stone Man would be alerted.
I thought it was getting time for an early dinner, so I asked the men if they would like dinner, on me. They agreed, so we went to the inn and I ordered dinner for the eight of us. I also had the men get some beverages to take with us for a long night. After dinner, we went to my place again. The men carried their bed rolls, ready as combat trained adventurers, and they were ready for sleeping on the roof.

We were on the roof after 4:00PM. We drank, played cards, stood watch over the area, and waited. I don’t recall when I fell asleep, but I woke up in the morning.

One of the Adventurers asked me, “Did you take care of it?” 
I had no idea what he meant, but he told me that he saw me in the middle of the night. He was certain it was me and I told him that I had to go take care of it, and then I left. Only I don’t recall doing any such thing.
I told him that I had no memory of doing that. I told them that the creature must have been there and impersonated me. What was troubling was that my Wards didn’t go off. How could they not go off if it was on the rooftop? It made no sense. So I got up, changed clothes, and got ready for the day. I gave some adventurers some gold to go to the inn to get some breakfast for all of us, lots of coffee, and a paper. 
I went to Coyote Ugly. Tavera was doing better, but she would need more rest before getting up and around. They were surprised that she was able to pull through in the first place. There were no problems during the night.
I went to the Inspector’s office. He was surprised to see me. I asked him if he heard more about the tiger or whatever it was. There was another attack last night, in an alley; more of the same and no real leads. I suggested that he consider getting a Mage to help guard the offices, at least one that can detect demons or other creatures. It was expensive and I offered to cover some of the expenses. No need for the taxpayers to foot the entire bill. I even suggested the Mage brothers, the Fire Mage and Earth mage, but I didn’t know if it was something they were trained in.

I headed home. I had my demon bone handy, the one that could shoot fireballs. I hoped it would come in handy against anything I faced. It troubled me that my Wards weren’t triggered last night, so I thought I’d try a different approach. I kept my awareness over my Wards, in case they were somehow deactivated – and not triggered.
Back on the roof, I had some coffee. I saw one of the adventurers reading the paper. I asked him if there was anything interesting in it.

He said that a Diabolist was mauled last night in an alley at Tavern Row. He thought they must have been mistaken, because they were certain that I was the only Diabolist in the area. That’s what I thought too.
The lead adventurer and second in command were having a discussion and were trying to keep it quiet. One carried a leather pouch or felt bag and he opened it. One said, ‘Don’t!” The other said. “I’m bringing him in. It’s done.”
I asked them if there was a problem. They said it was nothing.
I drank more coffee. I wanted to check out this Diabolist that was killed and I gave them a pass phrase, so they will know it’s me when they see me again. “The cat howls at midnight.”
I made my way to Tavern Row and I saw Fritz the coroner. He was cleaning up the site.
“Hi Fritz, is that the victim?”
“Almost.” Someone brought a back with some parts. “Now, he’s all here.”

“Was there anything identifiable?”

“He had some Parchment on him, but I was unable to make it out.”
I asked to look at it and he pulled it from a pocket. I examined the markings and I could tell that it had some Protection spells and a Ward, Mystic Energy Drain. Through the smell of blood, I could tell it had the faint trace of aroma that he had yesterday. “Fritz, I don’t know who he was, but he was alive before 3:00 PM yesterday, when he ran out of Deuce’s Wylde. He had two accomplices, perhaps they are there today, playing cards. If so, perhaps they could identify him. The parchment he was carrying had a magical Ward of Mystic Energy Drain. When the Ward was activated, it drains magic. In this case it deactivated some Wards in Deuce’s Wylde. That is what got our attention, messing with a Diabolist’s Wards gets their attention.” I exaggerated.
I asked one of the police to follow me. He did. I checked with Terry to see if the two guys were still there. They hadn’t shown up. I suggested that Terry contact the police if they did, they may be able to identify the third person who ran off yesterday. I told Terry that he was attacked and killed. I apologized to the police officer for wasting his time and he returned to assist Fritz.
I went to Coyote Ugly to check on Tavera’s condition again. She seemed to be doing much better, although I would feel better if she had Thalia or some healer to give her a once over. It was the middle of the afternoon and Tavera decided that she wanted to get up and around. She told me that she had the creature’s scent. The tiger was as large as I said it was and she had doubted that it would be that large.
I told her that I wished that she told me what she was going to do and I wished she didn’t go out alone after it.

She thought that it would probably be a good idea next time. But now that she had its scent, she was determined to go. The plan was to gather everyone together and pick up the scent from where the last body was found. So we went to the alleyway and followed the scent. And the trail ended at my place.

It was like it teleported away, teleported away? Of course, my ring! The tiger must have my ring, since the ring was left with my lost arm. So I thought quickly. How many times did the trail end? The first time was at the building where Tavera was attacked. And now this time, at my place. That means he possibly has one teleport left for the week, if he is using the ring.
We got everyone together and decided to break into three groups, with one of the three sisters in each group. Now that all three of them now have the scent, we have three that can detect the tiger’s presence. We went down each road, trying to pick up the scent somewhere else. They found nothing.

So we went to the South Warrens where Tavera was attacked. We hoped that the scent would be picked up there or he may still be found there. When we reached the block it was getting dark. The plan was to surround the area, close in on it, and try to find a scent. 
Shortly, our group was getting closer to the spot where the three groups were converging on. I saw the outline of an upright figure from the corner of my eye, jumping along the rooftops heading behind us.  I pointed it out because I was concerned that it may try to outflank us and get behind us. But it was decided to keep going to meet with the others. 

I heard a very familiar sound of a ping, that of a bow being fired. I shouted out a warning and dropped to the ground. Tavera was hit in the back.
Damn! The bastard did outflank us. Whatever this hunter is, he’s damned good. But at least he is in human form and firing known weapons. A couple of adventurers were hit. A couple of shots were fired from the side. He is moving fast and firing fast, perhaps too fast to follow. I had my demon bone ready, to release some fireballs. I focused on the places where I heard the bolts released. I waited until I heard more bolts fired and I let loose with a volley of fireballs at the sound. I guessed that it missed, because I saw the figure as he ducked into the alley.


Some adventurers and I ran to charge into the alley after the figure. One of the adventurers made it into the alley first, and he was immediately hit in both shoulders and fell back out of the alley.

There were more shots and the men came out of the alley, with bolts sticking out of them. The way was cleared, so I entered the edge of the alley, turned sideways to make the smallest possible target and spoke the Power Words and fired into the alley.


The fireball erupted and lit up the alley. I saw a human figure that fired a crossbow the same time I did. His expression was one of recognition and surprise. We were both sitting ducks and both certain to be hit. But before I was hit, I blacked out.
I don’t know what happened to me next. I was in a foggy haze. I caught snippets of images, sound, and smells. I heard someone say “Nice shot asshole!” Someone else said. “I didn’t know it was you.” I was more aware of my surroundings and things were moving in slow motion, I felt very strange. I was walking around in a circle, grabbing at my head. I felt like I was falling in limbo.

I woke up and stumbled out of the alley. There were echoes and smells, and I was overwhelmed by the overloading of my senses.

I saw the man who fired at me. He was singed, but otherwise ok. He was apologizing. “I didn’t know it was you. I was brought to hunt down a lycanthrope. I saw the were-coyote and shot. I don’t know how I could have missed you; the bolt was aimed at your head ed ed ed ed. Are you OK? K K K K K .” His voice echoed at me. 
What happened? What was happening to me? Was this the change that was expected? I don’t like it, whatever it was, because I can’t seem to control or comprehend anything. 
I heard someone say that the creature was in there! It was one of the sisters. The scent was picked up and was gone again. I looked around and saw a bolt on the ground. It had blood on the tip, like it penetrated a couple of inches. The creature had gone into the alley. That would be its third teleport, if it was using my ring. At least it was a bit of good news.
We decided we were in the open and we needed to get out of there and back to my place. The wounded were taken care of and we moved on.
It was the middle of the night at my place. We were patching up the wounded. Bedrolls were brought out and everyone was standing guard around the building. If the creature attacks, we will have people alert. Those not on watch, were sleeping on the rooftop.

The guy with crossbow wants to go out and hunt for it. I asked him what his name was and he told me it was Van Helsing. He ran and leaped to the next building and disappeared into the night.

At some point soon, I fell asleep. I experienced what seemed like a dream sequence. I got up and left the party on the roof. It was like an astral projection. I was floating along the rooftop and following Van Helsing. I was curious where he was going and everything went dark again.
I woke up again. I was in a room that was pitch black. My vision was clouded and my left arm hurt. I saw light filter through stain glass windows. I was dangling by one arm, chained to a wall. I was on my knees and I noticed that my legs were chained and shackled too.
Whose prisoner am I this time? I smelled blood; my blood and perhaps blood of others. That troubled me.
I got to my feet and tested the chains to see how secure I was held. The brick that the chain was secured to was starting to crumble. I doubted that the chain would hold me if I really forced it. This in itself was strange.
I heard someone enter the room. “We’ll have none of that.” Someone followed him into the room.

“Who are you? Are you the creature?”
“No, Jack. Welcome to the club.” It was Tavera who followed Van Helsing into the room.

He laughed a bit. “No, Mr. Wylde, you were the creature, a were-tiger. A big one.”

“Impossible. The healers didn’t detect any sign of lycanthropy.” But now I was trying to convince myself. Tavera wouldn’t lie to me about that.

“It’s true, Jack. You are the tiger.”

“If that’s true, I have no awareness of it. And I’m sorry Tavera, if it was me, I wouldn’t ever harm you; I couldn’t. Van Helsing, I’m sorry that you were attacked as well.”

“I know that, Jack.” Said Tavera.
“How can I control this? I don’t want to be the one who hurts anyone. Those people, it was me all along? Damn. Damn. And why did it take so long to change? It only started a couple of days ago.”

They had no answers, and I didn’t want to change again until I can control it. “Van Helsing, you will have to get stronger chains than this to hold me. Please. Tavera, we have to go back to the island. The answers will be there, if there are any.”

“Of course! We will need the Runic Medallions.”

“I’m going too,” said Van Helsing.

“Tavera, you know where mine is, and you can get yours. We will need a third medallion to take Van Helsing along; perhaps you can get Thalia’s medallion. Max went back to his village. I can’t go with you, I don’t know if I can keep this under control.”
“I understand, Jack. I’ll get them.”

She left and Van Helsing bound me with more chains.

It took about an hour for Tavera to return. It gave me some time to think. My Wards weren’t activated when the creature was around, because I’m not affected by my own Wards. The creature didn’t teleport away, I must have changed back and my scent changed. Everything was fitting into place, but I didn’t feel any better about it. I had followed Tavera that night as the tiger and hunted her and attacked her. Damn! 

She returned with the medallions, but we weren’t sure how to use them. I examined them to see if there were some markings with instructions. There weren’t any, so Tavera suggested that we just try to will them to take us to the island. Tavera tried and disappeared first. I tried and the surroundings changed. I appeared inside the temple at the entrance. Van Helsing appeared next.
I looked outside of the temple to show Van Helsing the view of the island. I noticed that many things have changed since our last visit, when we were marooned here. There were buildings where we had our camp, the trees were cleared, and there were people on the island. I had to figure out the time differential since we were gone. I estimated that at least 5 years had passed.

We went into the temple and I saw Azeroth. He was expecting us and we greeted each other and I introduced Van Helsing. I didn’t want to waste time. “Azeroth, how do I control it?”
Azeroth tried to explain it to us. This is not what was intended and he motioned for us to come outside with him. It’s not a matter of control. I was possessed by the evil from the temple. What I experienced was not the conventional method of becoming a lycanthrope. All the darkness rises and takes control. When I was in the evil temple, the way was opened for the god, Set. When I change, the evil takes over.
When my ‘sire’ bit me, my arm was torn off, and the lycanthropy agent was delayed from getting into my system. It developed late.
“How can I purge this evil from my were-tiger form?”
Azaroth and others at the temple were aware of it for many months, but they weren’t sure where it would come from. They were able to instruct me on what was needed to set things right. I had to return to the Temple in the Yin-Sloth Jungles and kill my ‘sire’, the tiger that turned me into a were-tiger. I would find an object and return with it, I would know the object when I saw it.
We had to fight the evil of Set. Thalia and Max have been contacted, they will join us. I wondered how I could keep from attacking my companions when I change, and Azeroth told me that Thalia would handle that. He said that fortunately the changes only occur at night and Thalia will have a way to protect others from me.

He told us that we were running out of time. So, we used the Runic Medallions to return home and the others would join us. Arrangements would need to be made for transport back to the military outpost in the Yin-Sloth Jungles.

It will be a two week journey by ship. I review the goal; to enter the temple, find a secret entrance, kill my sire, and find some unknown item to bring back. What could be simpler?
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