“A Window For Death”
Case No. 04:10 - An excerpt from the casebooks of Jack “Tarquin” Wylde, Private Investigator and Diabolist.

We appeared in Max’s village on a springtime morning. Max stayed behind to be cared for by the priests of the island. Tavera and I had no idea what to expect.
The village was a small wooded glade outside of Spielberg. I said ‘was’, because the quiet and beautiful sylvan area I remembered was laid to waste by some unknown attackers. The area was charred completely, an area a thousand feet wide, with the path of devastation going off into the distance. The trail came from the bay, heading due northwest, just missing the Elven Keep and Spielberg. We could tell which direction the flaming path was from the smoke rising in the distance to the northwest. The only populated area that seemed affected was Max’s village.
The destroyers of the village are unknown. I surveyed the area and I got spurts of improved vision and I saw flashes of fire in the distance to the northwest. The improved vision worked occasionally, I’m sure it was from my were-tiger abilities that I can’t fully control. Let’s face it; I can’t control it at all and I need to learn how. 
The devastation seems to be all fire damage, but from what?

Since we are interested in getting some help and some answers, and it’s on the way anyway, we go to the Elven Keep. We would have to backtrack to go to Spielberg. We arrived where the Elven Keep should be, but there was no Elven Keep! No trace that it ever existed. Tavera and I decided that we had no option, but to sprint to the Adventurers Guild in Spielberg. We did and I discovered that I could run faster than I had in the past. Part of my new found abilities. When we reached Spielberg, we found the Adventurers preparing to investigate the fires.
Out of curiosity, I asked them if they knew what happened to the Elven Keep. Tavera and I were rather surprised that no one had even heard of the Elven Keep. And why did we remember it and they didn’t. I asked to see the map of the area, so we could plan the strategy. The map showed no sign that the Elven Keep was ever there. I marked on the map the location and direction of the path of fire. And I asked if there were any population centers in the path of the fire and fortunately were weren’t any.
Where was the path of destruction heading and was there some intelligence behind it?
We got horses and rode to follow the path. It took us about 15 hours of riding to catch up. We saw smoke billowing into the sky. Eventually we got close enough to see something at the base of the fire. There were 30 guys walking around herding a fire. The men were corralling the fire. We could see them from a mile away and we discovered why. There were 30 giants about 30 feet tall. They were fanning the fires into a controlled burn. But what is the purpose of the fire?
As we got closer, the beast within me was calling out to me to be released to attack them; as though they were my mortal enemies. I was nearly convinced that in my were-tiger form, I could deal with them. The intelligent side of my brain said that it wasn’t likely.
It was time to send the adventurers back to the Guild to get the full reserves. We needed a quick way to get them there and back, otherwise they would be a couple of days behind us and that won’t do.
Tavera and I were going ahead, so I made the decision to give up my ring. It wasn’t an easy decision, but it seemed to be the only one. I asked the young Prince to take my ring, the Prince we rescued so long ago who trained to become a Monk for the Priests of Light. I gave him instructions on how to use it and I told him point blank that I wanted it back. He smiled, agreed, and used the ring to take the men back to the Guild. Poof! They were gone and I hoped they wouldn’t be gone long.
I asked him to take my ring, because I am still one-armed, dear reader. I needed him to remove it. I mention it for another reason that I have neglected to mention. And seemed like a good time to do so. Since I was attacked by my were-tiger sire, who I never knew but I had to slay, my arm has been ever so slowly regenerating on its own. Over an inch or so a month, a bit at a time after the change comes over me. When I become a were-tiger, my arm regenerates and when I return to human form I lose it again. But more of it grows and becomes permanent. Whether it will fully return in a year or so at this rate, or if it is a factor of the number of changes, I don’t know. Time will tell. 
Note to self: This would be the first teleport and their return will be the second. That only gave me one additional use for the week. I hope that I only need one charge.
Tavera looked at me with confusion, knowing all that I went through to get the Teleportation ring back from my sire. But she smiled nonetheless and shook her head in amusement. We moved on for a bit longer until it got darker and we set up camp. We tethered our horses by a nearby stream. Tavera suggested that we use the Runic Medallions to return to the island.
I agreed. We concentrated upon the Medallions and we were spirited to the island.

Max was recovering and was in good shape. Time flows faster on the island and the magic of the Priests are doing wonders for Max’s health.

We told them everything that has happened and asked for ideas. Azeroth and Max were surprised that no one remembered the Elven Keep. I wondered if it had anything to do with the Elves and Dwarves heading to the Hall of the Dwarven Keep.
The charred path spanned 300 miles from the bay. The giants were heading for the Great Rift, just south of the Land of the Damned. I wasn’t sure of the implication of that and neither did Azeroth. We knew that the Great Rift was a place of great magic and a Rift was open to an unknown place. These giants were fighting for the forces of evil and the fiery path was heading for the Great Rift. It didn’t look good, whatever they had planned. 

Azeroth wanted us to continue our tracking of the giants and report back with him if there were any new developments.
We used the Runic Medallion to return to our campsite and horses. Max went with us. We rested for the night and we would head out in the morning.

In the middle of the night, I woke up and had the feeling that I’m finally making my way home. I get up and got ready to go. Tavera woke up and snapped me out of it. I wasn’t sure what it meant, but I knew it wasn’t good.
We skirted around the giants, kept our distance, and tried not to be seen. There was another plume of smoke. Another group of giants were herding fire from due east. The charred paths would intersect and soon. Then what? We stayed out of sight and watched.
The air was rippling as the lines intersected. Black figures circled the charred area and chanted. Soon, a ceremony was completed. A black point emerged from the ground, a lava-like spire rose into the sky and the features of a massive mile-high structure seemed carved out of the lava.

When it stopped rising; a black light emanated from the tip flashing and pulsing. I had a bad feeling about this because I had seen something like that before. The Raksasha in the Elven Keep created a similar beacon; it is what it seemed to be.
Figures poured out of spire, easily a hundred giants. They were armed and surrounded the spire, to guard it from attackers from all directions.

A human sized woman in black leather came out to survey the area. Her appearance screamed ‘assassin’, wearing a host of daggers.

A giant approached the assassin and then entered the black spire; it carried a snow globe which had fairy people in it. About 30 fairies were taken into the spire. Soon the black light became more intense. I would guess powered by fairy magic, like the Raksasha did with the elves and with me.
Max didn’t like this but he seemed confident that we would rescue them.
Sucks to be us, I thought. We were over matched and didn’t have a clue what our next move was.
We decided to return to the island.

We asked Azeroth what was happening? He gave us some background, based upon the investigations of his people.

The Elves and Dwarves were in the Old Kingdom. They were making preparation for the upcoming battle between good and evil. What we saw with the black spire, was the preparation of the side of evil. More spires are expected to appear.

We asked about backup and Azeroth said that we would get some help, but they couldn’t send much help; our forces were still small.
Azeroth was convinced that the item we were searching for would be in the top of the black spire. We must retrieve that item.
I’ll take what help I can get, so we head back; but I was delayed by Azeroth after Tavera and Max teleported back. Azeroth had specific instructions for me. He gave me an ornate oriental style fan with some powerful runes, a Runic Fan. If I faced the assassin, I must use the fan on her. Just fan her. Don’t fan anyone else. After I use it, put it away. And under no circumstances, are we to harm the assassin. That was very important, just fan her; don’t hurt her. I didn’t understand why, and Azeroth wouldn’t explain. It would all become clear later, but it was very important.
I get that a lot; orders, with no explanations. And it becomes clear later.

Max is to get the object and get it out of there. Tavera will rescue the Fairies. I am to fan the assassin. Once we do that, we are to get out of there as quickly as possible. I tell him that I understood and I joined my companions. 

I told the others the plan. Max will retrieve the object; Tavera will take care of the fairies; I must face the assassin, who is one the generals of this army. We are not to harm the assassin. Then we get the hell out of there! They understood and we had to figure out a quick way to get into the top of the spire.
We need my Teleportation ring to get to the top. We sent Max back to find the adventurers; he can move quicker than most creatures and would return with it shortly. He should be able to locate them as they travel along the path. So we waited for Max and it didn’t take very long. When he arrived, I put the ring on. Not easy for a one-armed man, but I have adapted to the handicap. 
We approached the spire, and I prepared to use the ring, when we saw a huge man-like creature, masked, charging us. We appeared trapped between the charging man and the ring of giants around the spire. Or, we were in his path and he wasn’t stopping. Either option wasn’t pleasant. I focused my vision and my will upon our destination, spoke the word of power that activated the ring, and we teleported to the tower room. The creature was mere inches away from us when we left. We cut it pretty close.
The tower room was a circular chamber with a stairwell going down. There was a desk, chair, bed, and an area of magic with a clear wall. I won’t describe the items I saw floating in the miasma behind the clear wall of magic, but it was rather horrific. The globe that held the Fairies was attached to the clear wall and their magic was being drained into it.
Tavera moved to break the fairies free from the wall.
On the desk, on a red pillow is a golden sphere, sat a spherical cube. It was covered with small runes.

I instinctively knew this was the object we were to retrieve. I moved toward it and halted as a blade was drawn across my throat. Blood gushed and I fell to the floor. My throat was cut and I’m down again. Damn! Why did I not see or sense the attacker?
My lycanthrope healing took over. I could only lay there. I tried to speak but only gurgled. The wounds were healing, but it would take too long. Tavera’s sense of smell detected blood or her incredible hearing heard my gurgling, but she saw that I was down and saw the attacker. It was the assassin, moving into my range of sight. A dagger flew through the air and imbedded into Tavera. She fell and feigned a near fatal injury, motioning me to stay still. Max went into hiding.

Tavera removed the dagger as the assassin left us to die. She had no idea that she was dealing with a pair of lycanthropes. Good thing too, or she would have seen to finishing us off.   

The assassin went to the desk to perform some task and ignored us. I pulled the fan from my pocket and slowly fanned it in the direction of the assassin. Tavera was preparing to distract her from my efforts.
Instead, the assassin saw me and rose to stop me. Tavera blindsided her and tore a gash into her. I healed enough to move in and fanned furiously. I motioned for Tavera to move away.

The assassin screamed and it appeared that her spirit moved away from her body. The body fell limp, like a puppet with the strings cut.

Max came out of hiding and tried to pick up the item, but couldn’t lift it.

My throat healed sufficiently to be able to speak, but damn it hurt. To say I had a sore throat was an incredible understatement.


I told Max to just use the Runic Medallion and get away with it. But the medallion didn’t work. Max was franticly trying to make the Medallion work. The spire must somehow block the Medallion’s magic. So we had to get outside first. I took the Runic Sphere. Tavera rescued the Fairies. We told Max to take everyone and get away from here and quick! Max and the fairies went out the window and were gone.
I told Tavera that the medallions aren’t working inside the spire. And we used the last charge of my ring. Go figure. I thought about our options and I wondered at my own sanity for even thinking about it. But I spoke it out loud.

I suggested that we jump out of the spire and try the medallion as we fell. She looked at me as though I was insane, and her mind raced searching for a better solution. Since we couldn’t fly, like the fairies, we were looking out a window for certain death.
The assassin came to and we realized that we were in danger again. We decided that jumping didn’t seem that bad an idea after all. We got what we came for and I didn’t think that we needed a second round with the assassin.
We went to the window and jumped from the tower. I didn’t look down first, knowing I would lose my nerve. While falling, then I looked down.

We had to be nearly a mile from the ground. All the way down, I tried to will the medallion to get us out of here, but nothing. We must still be too close to the spire. Damn. So much for my wonderful idea, I thought. My next thought was that this will hurt a lot or not at all. I weighed the possibilities and wasn’t sure which would be better, death or unimaginable pain in a pile of pulped flesh.
I called out to Tavera, “Sorry, my dear. The medallions aren’t working.”

She shrugged and gave me a sad smile. “It did seem like our only option.”
The ground was getting closer and closer. My blood was pounding through my veins and panic was rising. But an instant before impact, we slowed to a soft landing. But how? The sensation was familiar, we were slowed by telekinesis. There was only one person I knew who had that skill and none of the enemy would be interested in saving our necks. It seemed totally impossible, but there was only one solution.
Before I could tell Tavera, the assassin fell from the tower and gracefully landed at the base, a dozen or so yards from us. There were several Tautins, minions of Set, moving in to attack us. They focused their attention upon the assassin, awaiting instructions. She told them to kill us and pointed at us.
The Tautins turned to face us. The assassin lifted up her arms. The Tautins rose and flew at each other and collided with a sickening thud. Thoroughly dispatched.
I called out “Thalia?”

She smiled. “Thanks for the new body. It suits me well.”

Tavera was as confused as I was but she knew it had to be true.

I looked at Tavera. “I love it when a plan comes together. Azeroth said not to kill her, he knew.”

The creature that earlier seemed to charge at us, had dealt with the giants. He just finished off the remaining giants. He came over, took off his mask, and introduced himself. His name was Ubu. He was the backup that Azeroth had promised. We hardly got our breath when more giants and Tautins attacked.
I held the Runic Sphere in my hand and punched the nearest Tautin with it. The Tautin struck me back and I flew toward the spire and hit it hard. As I tried to rise, pushing up with one arm, the Runic Sphere touched my Runic Medallion. It broke free of my hand and hovered in front of me and I heard within my mind, *You’ll do.*
I somehow knew that I had bonded with this item and the intelligence within it was bonded to me. 

I asked the mind within the Sphere how it worked. The voice told me *If you input the proper coordinates, by turning the runes, a portal will open. Do you have any coordinates in mind?*

*The same coordinates that are on the Medallion.* I thought.
“Understood.* the voice spoke. The Sphere rotated the many lines and positions of runes and matched that of the runes on the medallion. A portal opened.
I called out and the others broke away and joined me going through it. The sensation was different than any I’d experienced before. It wasn’t like teleportation; it was like moving through a semi-liquid portal. Slow to enter, but incredibly fast going through it. We seemed to splash out the other side.
We accomplished our mission and we were back on the island and in front of the temple. Soon, Azeroth greeted us.
Tavera was being tended to; she had been injured when fighting with the Tautin. Ubu was meditating and recovering his strength.
Thalia thanked Azeroth for getting her a new body. I returned the fan to Azeroth and he carefully put it away, seeming to have a healthy respect for the item. 
I briefed Azeroth on how things went. He was pleased that the Sphere bonded to me. I decided to spend time to become acquainted with the Sphere and to train controlling the beast within. It will take time to do both and I decided that I needed to make time for it.  
I tried to communicate with the intelligence within the Runic Sphere. The being or I should say ‘chap’ had an irritating personality. ‘He’ was condescending, impatient, and generally not a friendly sort. I knew that when he told me *You’ll do.*

We got along all right and we reached an understanding. He ‘was’ appreciative; he knew which side he worked for and I would give him free reign to do what he wanted.
Note to my dear readers: For simplicity’s sake, the entity within the Runic Sphere is the voice of Desmond Llewellyn (Major Geoffrey Boothroyd “Q” from the James Bond Movies). He looks upon Jack, the same way that Q looks upon 007. *Now ‘do’ pay attention, Wylde.*, *Oh, grow up, Wylde.*, etc. That will help get a proper feel for him.
It was a time for discovery. We learned that Thalia was a changeling adopted by the Elven family. She wasn’t an Elf at all. She lived with the family for a very long time. She changed forms several times since I’ve known her. Thalia was Van Helsing and at least 4 other people. Amazing! I had no clue whatsoever. And that is why she didn’t leave with the other Elves, she wasn’t one. But she was curious enough about why.
I remembered her wish that she made to Raven. She asked for immortality. A strange request for an Elf, but I still didn’t have a clue. She now has an immortal spirit that can move from body to body. The body of the assassin may die, but Thalia can move to another body if she desires. The fan can make it possible. She is still a changeling spirit in a human body and she still has her original abilities. 

Another thing; when I woke by the path and felt the calling from home, it was the residue of evil still within, that I need to learn how to control, was answering the summons from the Land of the Damned. I decided it was time to remain on the island to learn how to control the beast. If I was going to become a tiger, I must be able to control the tiger.

I spent my time on the island with Tavera and Thalia, Tavera was teaching me how to control the were-tiger and Thalia used her telekinesis to keep me from getting loose and harming anyone. They had plenty of practice doing that on our boat trip to the jungles, so they knew the drill well.

We were frequently briefed by Azeroth on the progress of both sides of the on-going battle. We were awaiting our next assignments and keeping busy with other tasks. I thought of my old shop frequently, as Tavera did of Coyote Ugly. I checked on my shop occasionally with the mirror; the one that I can see through the magic eye at the door of my shop. There is an occasional message on the door, but none worth leaving the island to check on; yet…
The rest of my time was spent communicating with the entity in the Sphere. I wanted to explore the capabilities and potential. I think that I am learning a lot about it, but there seems to be much more to it than the entity is ready to share. We share a telepathic bond and it is difficult to block my thoughts if he decides to eavesdrop. I think he is very curious about the person he bonded with, hoping he made the right decision.

However, it is difficult to read him. It is like he shuts himself down when there is nothing to discuss. So I only address him when I have a question or if I’m aware of his presence. He seems to be very curious about the were-tiger aspect. He observes the change and what goes on in my head before, during, and after; as though he is studying some strange phenomenon.
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