
Heroquest VIII - The Great Lord of the Dark

The Participants  

Mu'ul, Seer Priest. Damandred, Chosen High Priest.
 Ishmalin Dark Path Priest. Ishmael Chosen High Priest,
 Rakshavin Grey Gauntlet Priest. Rhavin Chosen High Priest,
 Rakshal, Reaper Priest. Aginor, Chosen High Priest,.
 M'wagi, Monk Mesanna, Chosen High Priest,.
 Glen White Path Priest Balthamel Chosen High Priest,.
 Kaden, Yellow Sorcerer Asmodean Chosen Sorcerer,.
 Chorley, Scout Moghedien Chosen High Priest
 Tamisan Dark Path High Priest Sammael High Priest
 Hero Draal LolthsPawn, Thirteenth Priest of House Tumdurgal, Sorcerer.
 Hero Nerak SoulBlade, Nineteenth Warrior of House Tumdurgal.
 Hero Kalraan ShadowWolf, fourth warrior of House Tumdurgal.
 Hero Lathrodec WidowMaker, first High Priest of House Tumdurgal.
 Hero Ariakis, Patriarch of House Ashkavon, WolfHold Ambassador, High Priest.
 Twilight, Grey Warden Priest.

  

Arrival on Homeworld

  

We had collected the penultimate seal on the prison of the Great Lord of the Dark, the last was
on Homeworld. Cast out of the Towers Orin Rakatha was not safe for us. It was awash in a sea
of undead and the Halmadonians knew some of what we were about. Our choices at this time
were limited, we would travel to Homeworld and there free the Great Lord of the Dark.

  

Through Tel’aran’rhiod we ventured, through the World of Dreams we travelled bodily, emerging
onto Homeworld. The journey was long and somewhat troubling, along the way Twilight was
taken away from us, he would rejoin us later, but for now he was missing. Here on
Tel'aran'rhiod the Great Lord of the Dark made good on his promises, providing us with
teachings and magic and knowledge that would otherwise have been unavailable. We felt a
magical field close in around us as we emerged from Tel'aran'rhiod. Mu'ul investigated this and
discovered that it was a warding of some kind that prevented anyone from Homeworld from
bodily travelling onto Tel'aran'rhiod. This was why there had been little interference from
Homeworld, this mystical field kept them all imprisoned. We were trapped on Homeworld unless
we could somehow remove this field. Day One: The Ogier Grove Scouting around we soon
established that this area was Andor, one of the great nations of Homeworld. From my dreams I
knew this area, and I knew of a Darkfriend, one Elias, a somewhat prosperous merchant. A
small group went out and investigated the nearby village, whilst the rest of us prepared for any
combat. Contact was made with Elias and we all moved into his home without incident. He had
been contacted in his dreams by the Great Lord of the Dark, and had been told to pass us a
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message. We were instructed to sleep and put our dreamselves into Tel'aran'rhiod, there we
would find further instruction awaiting us.

  

We interrogated Elias at some length about the state of the country and world as much as
possible, he had some knowledge, but not all that much. In summary it appeared that there was
a lot of trouble in various places, the Andorian army had been mustered and was at Tar Valon.
We inquired about the local area, seeking to ensure that we (or rather our bodies) would be safe
whilst our dream selves wandered Tel'aran'rhiod. Finally after being satisfied that this was not
some sort of trick we slept and dreamt our way onto Tel'aran'rhiod.

  

Awakening in a house we searched and discovered a note written in the Old Tongue, a note
that was swiftly translated. The note was from Nae'Bliss, instructions and information. Outside
the house lay an Ogier Grove, we were directed to find a waygate key that lay within the grove,
held by the guardian of the grove. Venturing outside of the house we were assaulted by ghostly
Andorian warriors, guardians of some form challenging us, sensing the evil aura that clung to
us. We discovered that we could not cast magic or power while within the Grove, this made the
battle a little tricky, but retreating to the house to cast our spells and invocations proved a viable
tactic. Having destroyed the Andorian dream guards we began to search the surrounding area,
but had discovered nothing, when a light was espied approaching us.

  

The light was borne by a figure who gestured for us to follow, we were lead by a circuitous route
to the heart of the grove, some ten to fifteen minutes distance away and there we confronted
the guardian and attendant creatures. These were unranked undead of some form, and quite
powerful. The guardian though was much more powerful than they were. Hampered by our
inability to cast spells and invocations we fared poorly in the combat, and were forced to retreat.
Fortunately the guardian was tied to the heart of the grove in some way, so we were able to
make our escape. Back to the house we went to heal and cast. After considerable preparation
we set out again to confront them. This time, forewarned and prepared we did not fail, we fell
upon them and slew them, but at the cost of Rakshavin’s life. The guardian was searched and
the key taken. Having completed our mission we stepped out of Tel'aran'rhiod and re-entered
the real world once more, where all was quiet. Setting guards for the night we slept till morn.

  

During the night we had all been visited in our dreams by the Great Lord of the Dark, as he had
set forth his power, strengthening us, teaching us. Come the morning as we broke our fast we
pooled our knowledge of times past and times present as revealed to us by the Great Lord of
the Dark.
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The world was in turmoil, the plans laid by the Great Lord of the Dark had come to fruition. From
the Blight in the North emerged the armies of Trollocks and Myrdraal in great numbers,
numbers so great that these nations would be overwhelmed. In the West nations were set
against each other their smouldering mutual hatreds inflamed by the Great Lord of the Dark's
servants. In the South a foolish quest was called to distract many would be Heroes. In the East,
where we were, nations were going to war with each other. Darkfriends high in the councils of
power brought chaos and confusion, subtly ensuring that peace would be defeated. The world
was aflame, trouble, strife and discord on every side, the forces of the creator were set against
each other, scattered aimlessly across the land leaving us to act to free the Great Lord of the
Dark. In the dreams sent by the Great Lord of the Dark, some of the Chosen saw the path taken
by the final seal through the ages, a path that lead to Tar Valon, the home of the Aes Sedai.
The Chosen had the lore to travel the Ways, remembered from long ago and knew that there
was a secret waygate within Tar Valon, poised like a dagger at the throat of the Aes Sedai. As
the powers of the Chosen returned so did their memories of times gone by. Aginor related a
story of the War of Power when the Great Lord of the Dark had been imprisoned. The War of
Power took place between the forces of Darkness and those of the Light a thousand years ago.
At its culmination, when victory was in sight for darkness, the forces of light being all but
destroyed, a command to the Chosen was issued by the Great Lord of the Dark, a command
they had to obey, to come to the Great Lord of the Dark now! They came, the Chosen of the
Great Lord of the Dark, the 30 most powerful men and women of that age. They found that the
Great Lord of the Dark was being attacked by powerful strangers from off plane, come in the
hour of victory. Strangers that they now recognised by their battle cry as Halmadonians. The
fight was brief but intense, until with but one word of power uttered by the leader of these
strangers the Chosen were laid low. Their powers left them, they could not think, could not
gather their thoughts, their minds rent asunder. As they reeled in shock, recovering from this
word of power, the seals were used, binding them away from the world for an age until one of
the seals was broken, while at the same time, trapping the Great Lord of the Dark in Shayol
Ghull.

  

Day Two: Through the Ways to the White Tower.

  

We permitted Elias to live, judging that the danger of him being questioned and revealing us
being lesser than that of attracting attention by him being found dead. We thought on these
matters and set off in search of a Waygate which may always found near to Ogier Groves. After
travelling for some time we were met by the figure we had seen last night, this time awake and
aware, not a dreamer. Another darkfriend, one who had been sent dreams by the Great Lord of
the Dark, sent to guide us today as he had done last night. His name we took from him and
named him Fifteen, for that was the order in which he was to announce himself when we were
checking to see if all were well. He took this name given to him by the Chosen of the Great Lord
of the Dark and bore it as a badge, a mark of honour. His family had served the Great Lord of
the Dark for generations as guardians of a Waygate under the guise as merchants, his task was
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to escort us there.

  

We travelled for half a day with Fifteen towards the Waygate, dealing with some minor
annoyances (Shiernans, Whitecloaks, Andorians, Cairhienans) along the way. These were no
match for our power and were dismissed easily or turned to our cause. Though the weather had
turned inclement our spirits were not borne down. Rain and cold would prove to hinder armies
and great numbers of men more than they would an elite, small group such as ourselves.

  

Arriving at a set of caves to which Fifteen had guided us, we ventured within. Deep into the
heart of the caves we ventured, and now the lore of Fifteen failed, for he knew no more than to
lead us here, he knew not of the exact location of the Waygate, save that it lay yet further within.
Leading us on the way, perfectly at home within this dark domain, I espied a group of figures,
unranked undead, guardian spirits of some form, set here to ensure that no travellers might
accidentally come upon the gate. We battled these guardians, our might easily surpassing
theirs. Some few hurts were taken, but nothing of consequence. In truth, the battle but warmed
us up, dispelling the cold from the rain that had clung to us up until now. We pressed on until we
came to the gate itself, carved into the living rock of the cave. There a scroll in a magically
sealed tube was discovered, wielding BaleFire, a beam of power impossibly bright in this dark
cave, Rakshavin destroyed the tube. Inside was a scroll in the Old Tongue containing the final
piece of information we required to open the way to Tar Valon.

  

The ritual of opening was began, those not involved in the ritual noticed that the lights we had
left behind us to show if anything approached were going out one by one, that the darkness was
drawing in. Nothing more could be seen or heard, tension began to rise. Then the way was
open, quickly we all entered including Fifteen as the gate behind us closed, our only way out
now would be into Tar Valon. Whatever it was that was behind us was too slow we had made
our escape into the Ways. The darkness of the Ways was total and unrelenting, the candles we
held to light our path gave off but a faint light, swallowed up in the unending dark. Our relief was
short lived, we began to grow tense and nervous as we travelled the Ways in silence.

  

A sigh. A whisper, as of silk drawn over flesh broke the silence. Our pace sped up, we clustered
together huddling in the light, away from the terrors of the dark. A breeze was felt, flowing over
us, greedily caressing our limbs, a harbinger of what was to come. Machin Shin. The Black
Wind. The darkness of the Ways, the reason why nothing and no-one used the Ways. We had
hoped not to encounter the wind, a hope that was not to come to fruition. The whisper of breeze
became the roar of the wind, we could hear the voices of those who had been lost to the wind
before, voices carried by the wind, voices that were the wind. The voices that whispered of the
unending pain we would feel, the voices that cried of the unrelenting agony that would be ours,
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the voices called of the doom that would fall upon us, the voices that called of the ceaseless
torment that was to be our fate. The darkness coalesced ahead of us, and the wind reached out
for us, clawing, rending, tearing, ripping. Back we were driven by the force of the wind. Machin
Shin was upon us and we fell back before it. We tried to hold its form back, but no man can hold
the wind as it moved among us, our blows were ineffectual. As fast as we could we stumbled
backwards on the path desperately trying to hold it back, somehow trying to fend it off.

  

Then a change. Those who had been at the back, having prepared themselves, leapt forwards
into the fray, into Machin Shin. Fell power burning in their hands, they unleashed it upon the
wind. And the wind drew back. Daunted for a moment by our might. That was all we needed.
We could harm Machin Shin! We pressed forwards into the wind, taking the fight to it. As fast as
we had retreated before now we pressed onwards even faster. Our weapons charged with
might, priests and wizards unleashing their spells and invocations without let upon the wind.
Onwards we charged into it, as we rent the wind asunder, our confidence fully restored. Machin
Shin was destroyed!

  

A cheer rang out from us as the wind dissipated. Fools that we were we cheered into the
darkness, into the silence before the storm. Before we knew what was happening the full fury of
the storm that was Machin Shin was upon us. Moving among us the wind rent us asunder
splitting us into twos and threes. No line could hold against this, certainly not after we had
squandered our resources against the breezes. We fled into the darkness driven away from
each other. Some were felled, left to lie on the floor, to the un-tender mercies of Machin Shin
whilst their erstwhile comrades fled for safety. I recovered consciousness a little while later in a
room having been borne to safety by Fifteen. There was only one place we could be, in the
basements of Tar Valon. We took stock of our situation. Glen had been slain the battering of the
wind had caught him at the last moment as he had emerged from the Ways. Ariakis though was
not among us, his body lost, left behind in the Ways, dropped by Ishmaelin in his terror to
escape. We could not return to the Ways at this point for we had no power or magic left, but
resolved that we would rest the night, and then return though the ways to recover Ariakis body
in the morning.

  

The door into the room opened, an Aes Sedai was there, we were about to attack him when he
fell to his knees and spoke the oath of allegiance to the Great Lord of the Dark. A Darkfriend
Aes Sedai, one of the Black Ajah! Justin was his name, sent here by the Great Lord of the Dark
in his dreams to await for us. With him was Twilight. He had been separated from us on
Tel'aran'rhiod as we travelled to Homeworld.

  

Justin, of the White Ajah, Justin of the Black, had dreamed of those who would be sent to him in
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the White Tower of Tar Valon.

  

So following his dream he came down to the cellars of the Tower to find us. He told us that
there was no immediate danger and described the structure of the tower. It was partitioned into
shared and private (Ajah) areas and many doors were warded. Our most pressing need was to
sleep, as we were exhausted, our reserves drained, at a low ebb with one of the group lost.
Justin was assigned the task of determining where within the White Tower the seal lay. We
retired for the night, deeming it best to rescue Ariakis in the morning, when we would be strong
once more. We slept and as we slept we were drawn into Tel'aran'rhiod. In Tel'aran'rhiod
Nae'Bliss came to us and attacked us with three Myrdraal, in our weakened state we sustained
many grievous wounds, but no more deaths. After a while Nae'Bliss stopped the attack. He told
us that the Great Lord of the Dark was displeased with us over loosing Ariakis and that we must
attempt to recover him, until we had recovered him we would be punished in this way every half
hour. Our minds somewhat focused by this we decided to attempt a ritual of summoning, to
draw Ariakis to us using his dagger, the dagger of the searing flame that he had loaned to
Ishmaelin. Assembled the Chosen called upon the power of the Great Lord of the Dark and
began the ritual of summoning, calling Ariakis from the ways to Tel'aran'rhiod. Setting the ritual
components up they prepared the calling. In unison they set forth their might, the flows of power
in the chamber intensified as the chanting grew and grew. The flows coalesced into the heart of
the chamber as the power grew becoming almost visible. The ritual completed, the power
dissipated, and Ariakis lay there upon the floor before us, dead.

  

Again the power of the Great Lord of the Dark, the Lord of the Grave, was called upon and Glen
resurrected Ariakis, but he had been touched by contact with Machin Shin, and some form of
possession held him. We managed through strenuous efforts to purge him of most ill effects
returning him to normal. Then we slept.

  

Day Three: War In The White Tower

  

In the morning Justin came to us and told us what he had discovered. The seal lay within the
White Ajah's research area. As a White Aes Sedai he could enter that area, but had no
knowledge of what was going on inside - he was not one of the researchers. He would be able
to return in 8 hours and let us out of this area, his duties as a member of the White Ajah would
tie him up until then. There was a rumour, he also told us, of Darkfriends in the Tower and the
Red Ajah were conducting a search. He had to divert them to ensure that they searched the
research area before they came to these quarters. Fearing that this would not work we
disguised ourselves, coming up with a cover story to explain our presence and unusual
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appearance. Fortunately our play acting skills were not put to the test as Justin did divert the
searchers as he had planned. We dashed into the research area just a few steps ahead of the
Red Ajah searchers who had come into our quarters.

  

Chorley scouted the area while the rest of us remained silent in the entrance. He discovered
that most of the doors were warded in one way or another. From behind one that was not came
the low rumble of voices. Opening the door we saw that there were a number of Aes Sedai and
their warders breaking their fast. One of the warders suddenly looked up "Darkfriends" he cried
"Darkfriends in the White Tower." With that, battle was joined. The battle was furious on all
sides Nerak, Kalraan and myself pressing the attack, none of them escaped, all were
slaughtered. Now we saw the Aes Sedai and their Warders in battle for the first time. The Aes
Sedai using their magic to support their Warders and attack us, the warders defending them
from harm. The White Aes Sedai had powerful Ice Javelin spells, far more potent than we
normally expected, their Ice Javelins never missed, much as a Bolt, and always struck the head!
The Aes Sedai and Warders seemed to be linked in some way, allowing them to share magic
and invocation effects between them, lessening the effects on either. We prevailed against them
by splitting the Warders away from the Aes Sedai so that the weaponless Aes Sedai could be
slaughtered and no longer support the Warders. After the battle we continued to search and
identify the wards upon the doors so that we could gain egress to the rooms. Thus went most of
the day, opening the warded areas, or having someone emerging from them to join in battles
already raging, or in some cases beginning them. Mostly we fought Warders and White Aes
Sedai, but not exclusively. There were many others here, Andorian soldiers lead by an Andorian
general, Yellow, Green and Grey Aes Sedai were also around. The Andorian general working in
concert with the Aes Sedai was fearsome, so highly skilled was he that he could break bones
on almost every blow.

  

Kalraan, Nerak and Brains spent much of the fight standing back up after he had broken their
various bones dropping them to the floor time and time again. We had cleared most of the
rooms when in came a small group of Red Ajah, investigating a report of a disturbance.
Somehow, someone must have escaped carrying a tale of our activities. This small group was
slain.

  

We had but one door remaining to open and had not as yet discovered the seal, having
searched the areas we had captured thoroughly. Then from out of this door came a figure, the
door swung shut behind him before we could get in. The figure prostrated himself before us
calling out his oath to the Great Lord of the Dark, another Darkfriend! This one was an accepted
of the Green Ajah. He had been attendant upon the leader of the White Ajah, an Aes Sedai who
was within the room. She had been studying the seal that was stored therein. At our command
he opened the door and we confronted her. In the first few moments she was annoyed, but as
things grew somewhat more tense she unleashed an arcane bolt upon one of us with but a
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word, and upon another a Cosmic Power Hammer. Clearly a woman not to be trifled with. We
were daunted by the powers that she held at her fingertips, and sought to negotiate with her, in
the end agreeing to let her go, deeming it the wisest course to avoid a fight as warning of our
presence had already been raised earlier. She left, leaving the seal behind. The Green
Accepted was sent out to the other Darkfriends in the Tower to raise them to action, to cause
confusion – and maybe to buy us time. After they had left we entered the room and recovered
the final seal. At last we had all the seals, the breaking of the prison of the Great Lord of the
Dark could not be far off!

  

While we were identifying things a powerful, prepared force of Red Ajah entered this area and
demanded our surrender. Red Aes Sedai, Warders and a Salamander confronted us. The battle
broke out and we held them in a passageway until a firestorm was unleashed. Charging out of
the firestorm we fell upon the foe. They were mighty and the battle raged all over this part of the
White Tower, round and around, swinging from one side to the other. At times a few from one
group would break off and try to get around the back of the others, sometimes these groups
would find each other and another battle break out until one or the other retreated to their main
force. Ultimately we prevailed and the attackers were destroyed. These powerful foe though had
drained us to our depths, and several of us had been elixired to save our lives. We retreated to
one of the more defensible upper rooms to recover our strength, recast spells, and heal the
wounded. Sometime around now Kalraan vanished, we believe that he had been drawn into
Tel'aran'rhiod by some unknown means. There was little we could do about this as we were
unable to enter Tel'aran'rhiod ourselves at this point. While recovering a disturbance was heard
in the distance and a small group left to investigate. A further battle ensued with another
powerful force of the Red Ajah, and those able to fight went to join in this battle. Left behind,
defenceless, were myself, Ariakis, Glen, Mu'ul and Brains. A short while passed with sounds of
combat in the distance and then into the room came a Warder. He glanced around seemingly
amazed that we were all helpless, and with a war-cry attacked. Ariakis and I were broken from
our mnemonics, Glen slain while casting and Brains slain waiting for curing following an elixir.
Mu'ul, out of sight was left unmolested. Ariakis fled, leaving me to face this Warder alone. Using
Black magic I had weakened him to the point that I felt able to defeat him when Mu'ul emerged
and caused him to flee in Terror before I could slay him! We joined the others in the battle that
had already been raging for more than half an hour, a battle that was not going well for us.

  

Many had already fallen, leaving only a few holding the line against Aes Sedai, Warders and
another Salamander. Then from the back came another group of Warders and Aes Sedai,
trapping us in a small area. Outnumbered, weakened and attacked on both sides the spectre of
defeat, death and failure loomed large.

  

High Priest Lathrodec set forth his power as had not been seen before. Wielding his art
Lathrodec felled four of the Aes Sedai and Warders in twice as many seconds, turning the face
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of the battle, transforming what was looking like certain defeat into a hope of victory. Our
confidence was restored by this turn of events: that of the Aes Sedai shaken by the sudden
reversal. We pressed the attack upon the Aes Sedai, using up almost every last scrap of magic
and power available to us. We prevailed, but at dreadful cost. Those still alive gathered up the
bodes of the slain as we retreated into the depths of the white tower to hide and recuperate. Sill
alive and conscious were myself, Nerak, Lathrodec, Ariakis and Mu'ul. We managed to bring
Ishmaelin around somehow, all the others being dead.

  

More than the 8 hours had passed by now and Justin had not returned - this did not bode well
for us. Trapped in the White Tower, the enemy alerted to our presence, more than half of us
dead, the rest weakened such that any fight would surely slay us - we were in desperate straits.
The Green Accepted returned carrying news that the Black Ajah had risen as per our
instructions and were causing much confusion. He also carried unwelcome news that the Red
Ajah had begun preparing an elite force, including the leader of the Red Ajah, to cleanse this
area of Darkfriends for they had linked the troubles with us. This force was likely to be more
powerful than any that we had faced so far. The Red Ajah force was nearby, and we could not
exit this area without passing through them. We could not pass into Tel'aran'rhiod as the
warding over the world stopped that. A certain degree of unease, not panic, spread amongst us.
Unless we could find a way out soon we would all be slain, our quest fail, and the Great Lord of
the Dark remain imprisoned for another thousand years. Mu'ul was about to begin his identify of
the seals, for there lay some hope, when Ishmaelin called him away with an alternative plan.
The two remaining High Priests of Shi’Tan began to call upon the power of their master. Around
us the bodies began to stir, the dead were returning to life, for such had been Ishmaelin's plan.
"For my master is death's master" was but a part of their calling of the Great Lord of the Dark
and so he showed his power, aiding his servants.

  

We began to recover ourselves, shifting power around to make sure that we could function
effectively. Now it was that Twilight and Mu'ul began the identify of the seals. One by one the
powers of the seals were discovered together with the method by which they could be
destroyed. Not only were these the seals of the prison of the Great Lord of the Dark they also
restricted the powers of the Chosen and others of his followers. We already knew that they had
to be destroyed in the correct order, but until we had them all we were unable to identify the
order. The first seal was already broken several years in the past, for such had freed the
Chosen from their prison. The second seal was the one that prevented creatures on Homeworld
from shifting bodily to Tel'aran'rhiod - this was our way out of the White Tower. The third
restricted the ability to move great distances on Tel'aran'rhiod (called Travelling) almost
instantly. The fourth restricted the abilities of the Chosen to rank four invocations at vocal
length. The fifth halved their power. The sixth restricted their abilities to cast cosmic invocations
without invoking. The seventh and final seal was the one that held closed the prison of the
Great Lord of the Dark. The identify revealed that we could break the second seal using
BaleFire alone, Rakshavin was able to summon up BaleFire, and using it rent the second seal
asunder. As he did so we felt the world change around us, like a stone dropped into a pond, the
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ripple of the seal’s destruction passed over us, freeing us from it's restriction. Wasting no time
we used our Ter'angreal and sent ourselves bodily into Tel'aran'rhiod, escaping from the White
Tower. Sammael decided to leave behind the Green Accepted within the tower, instructing him
to continue in his works disrupting the Aes Sedai, but the body of Fifteen we brought with us to
resurrect later.

  

Our investigations into the second seal had shown us that using the Ritual of Breaking could
break it, and so we immediately set about doing so. The Chosen assembled and together
performed the Ritual of Breaking, with that the seal was destroyed and it's restriction lifted. One
more step closer to freedom for the Great Lord of the Dark, now we could Travel on
Tel'aran'rhiod. We Travelled to a place far from the White Tower in Tel'aran'rhiod, deep into the
blight where the only forces were those of the Great Lord of the Dark. To destroy the next seal
we needed a Cuendillar weapon, something we did not have and a matter for us to deal with in
the morning. Safe for the night we healed ourselves resurrecting Fifteen and we slept in the
World of Dreams.

  

With the destruction of the seals the bonds upon the Great Lord of the Dark were weakening,
and he was able to contact us more clearly than before. In the World of Dreams it seemed that
we were with the Great Lord of the Dark as he spoke to us. He was pleased with us, with what
we had accomplished so far, the destruction of two seals the collecting of the others. Lavish
with his praise he granted us knowledge and gave us what strength he could through the bonds
that held him still. He granted us visions of the world as it was and had been, showing us that
which we wished to see.

  

Homeworld was aflame. The armies of Trollocks and Myrdraal were winning in the north. The
armies that should have come to aid the Light were drawn into conflicts with each other, the
long laid plans of the Great Lord of the Dark proving fruitful at this time. The Aes Sedai
neutralised by the rising of the Black Ajah, torn by internal power struggles. Past these things
we looked as we searched in our dreams for the rare Cuendillar weapons, weapons needed to
free the Great Lord of the Dark. Three weapons we saw, a spear, an axe and a sword. The
Cuendillar sword, know as Callandor, the sword that was not a sword, lay in the heart of the
Stone of Tear, the most formidable castle in the world where it had been for a thousand years.
Though there was trouble in Tear, the vigilance of the guard on Callandor was not lessened but
had been sharpened. Warded about and guarded, that was a trap, there would be no hope of
obtaining that sword. That left the spear and the axe, we tracked those through the world of
dreams watching as they passed from hand to hand, noting their presence, their location. We
watched as the spear was finally taken by Halmadonians beyond the world, where we could no
longer see it. The third weapon, the axe, was also taken by Halmadonians - but somehow the
axe had been lost by them. Here our vision clouded - blocked, perhaps. Someone had it, we
could not perceive them clearly but could see that no deliberate trap awaited us, more that it
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was held as a prize in some way. With the weakening of the bonds on the Great Lord of the
Dark the Chosen were strengthened, their long forgotten skills returning to them. As we viewed
the Halmadonians in our visions, Aginor - who was held to be a master on Tel'aran'rhiod, was
able to perceive another presence, a Dreamer, hidden, watching us. Over the past several
years this presence had been felt, spying on the Chosen. Aginor was able to sense that the
hidden watcher was now blocking our dreams. Further, he was a White Seer from Halmadon's
Heights. Kalraan rejoined us in the night, called to our presence on Tel'aran'rhiod, the mystery
of what had pulled him away remaining unsolved. Kalraan spoke not of what had happened to
him.

  

Day Four : Seeking A Cuendillar Weapon

  

In the morning we awoke and conferred about the dreams to decide our next course of action.
We discussed these at great length finally deciding that we would go for the axe, choosing to
take the one that did not have the feel of trap about it, aware though that it may be that there
was a trap, but one we were unable to perceive. But first the spying presence of the Dreamer
had to be dealt with.

  

Using their newly enhanced powers the Chosen began to perform a ritual of summoning, Ariakis
and Twilight who were now familiar with this ritual joining in. Laying out the ritual components
and assembling their casting mats around them, they began.

  

Together they called on the power of the Great Lord of the Dark and began to summon the
Halmadonian seer. Those of us not involved in the ritual prepared ourselves for battle fearing
that the seer would bring others with him. The power of the ritual began to build, it grew and
grew as the summoning intensified. With each iteration of the invocation more and more power
was invested in the ritual, building up the strength of the calling. The form of the seer was then
seen being pulled to the ritual site, he was trying to fight it, but the combined will of the
summoners was far greater than his alone and he could do nothing but answer it's call.

  

Fear evident in his eyes he stepped into the centre of the circle, and was held there in stasis.
On and on the ritual continued, so that he might fully appreciate his perilous position. Terror
etched on his face the seer strained to break the stasis, but there was no escape for him. Then
silence for just a few moments, the summoning complete. And almost immediately, the silence
shattered by the chanting of vocals as the ring of evil priests closed around him from all sides.
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Unleashing the unholy might held within their hands time and time again, the seer’s body
writhed and twisted in agony. He screamed, but for him there was to be no escape. As one the
ring of evil priests stepped back to reveal the broken form of the seer upon the ground, dead.
Afterwards High Priest Lathrodec used his necromantic powers upon the spirit of the seer to
ensure that it would be some time before he could impede our progress once more. The
Dreamer dealt with it was now time to seek out the Cuendillar Axe.

  

Travelling, Aginor lead us close to the axe from his memory of the dream. Here we stepped out
of Tel'aran'rhiod back into the real world, seeking always to move closer to the axe - or so we
thought. Later we were to discover that the Axe was still on Tel'aran'rhiod and that we had
simply stepped through to another place in the World of Dreams. Following the path of the Axe
we came across a group of bandits who foolishly challenged our might. One amongst them was
revealed to be a Darkfriend, he survived and led us to the place where they were based.
Ishmael beguiled the leader of the bandits.

  

We then questioned him about the area discovering that there was a group of buildings that
treasure seekers often investigate, treasure seekers that never returned. There were also a
number of realistic statues in and around the buildings. The bandits never approached.
Determining that this was of interest we sought out its location after preparing ourselves. As we
approached the buildings a storm broke, lightning briefly illuminating our surroundings in what
was otherwise a gloomy night. We saw the statues distributed around the site, very realistic we
thought, arousing our suspicion. We were not surprised when one moved to attack us. We
fought the statues on and off around the buildings for some time. We discovered that they could
not be destroyed, but sufficient damage could deactivate them for a while, after which they
would reactivate. The statues were all different, Halmadonian, Whitecloak, Warder, Andorian
and some I did not recognise. Searching the buildings we determined that one, a mill or
something similar, was the one of interest. It was well defended, the statues not being
haphazard guardians but placed logically. Entering the mill while the storm raged on outside we
ventured up towards the top floor, only to be driven away by some sort of horrific creature, a
woman who had snakes for hair and who commanded the statues. Drawing her outside of the
building where our numbers could tell in a more open area I was the first to be taken by her as
she turned me to stone with a glance. My form was then animated and brought to attack the
others of our groups, my spirit being forced out of my body elsewhere.

  

As the lightning broke around us Kaden repeatedly found high magic shocking grasps springing,
almost unbidden to his fingers – and while effective against the statues, it served only to slow
down the snake-headed woman. The others quickly combined their might to strike her with a
ritual BaleFire to destroy her. Pressing on into the mill they confronted her again, where
Lathrodec was turned to stone. The BaleFire had not destroyed her, simply driving her off for a
while until she reformed. This cycle was to repeat time and time again, as the party tried to
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search the tower to find the item.

  

In the end they were successful, Twilight gaining access to the upper area, breaking the ward
around the axe and retrieving it, while Nerak entertained a growing host of statues. The cost of
this encounter was high, a major attack by the Medusa leaving most turned to stone; Glen and
Aginor were trapped by the statues and slaughtered, and Kalraan had again disappeared. With
Twilight's call that he had the axe the remaining four of our number withdrew, taking the body of
Aginor with them but unable to locate Glen, to be met by Nae'Bliss and escorted away, leaving
most stoned in the power of the Medusa. After being stoned by the Medusa, I recovered to find
myself in a massive chamber with the spirits of the various other statues, I was disarmed by
them, Lathrodec being treated the same, a nameless dread overcame us both and we were
totally helpless. When several of the others joined us, having being turned to stone in the attack,
we were freed from the dread that held us. A fight broke out, stopped by the medusa.

  

Contemptuous of how easily she had captured us, she was pleased that we had fought,
delighted even. She told us that she would let one of the groups go providing we fought and
entertained her. Those she had had as statues before, as all were followers of the Good sphere
had refused to fight for her pleasure. But our two groups, so diametrically opposed, had no such
problems. A battle raged across the chamber between the two groups, myself, Demandred,
Chorley, Mwagi, Lathrodec and Kaden against the five good warriors. We prevailed, making
sure that we took great pleasure and providing a spectacle for the Medusa in our victory.

  

Pleased with our performance she let us go, back to the World of Dreams, where we rejoined
the others. Reunited, and having retrieved the Axe, we were now able to destroy the seals, and
one by one we set about doing so to free the Great Lord of the Dark. Rakshal was returned to
life by Shi'Tan, but Glen was still missing. The fourth seal was destroyed by striking it with the
Axe. The fifth seal was next, BaleFire and the Axe were used together to destroy this. The sixth
and penultimate seal was shattered next using the Ritual of Breaking and the Axe. This left one
seal, the final seal on the prison of the Great Lord of the Dark. To destroy this we must strike
the seal with a Cuendillar weapon to weaken it, then use BaleFire to weaken it further, and
finally we needed a full circle of thirteen high priests or sorcerers of Shi’Tan performing the ritual
of breaking to unmake it. The only problem was that we did not have thirteen with the loss of
Glen, and some of us had not yet mastered the spell/invocation required. I proposed that we
use a Ritual of Summoning to call forth Glen that he might return and we resolved to do this in
the morning as we had insufficient power at that time, having striven hard all day.

  

We slept for the night, safe in Tel'aran'rhiod. Again we saw the Great Lord of the Dark in our
dreams, pleased with what we had achieved he hungered for his freedom. Knowledge and

 13 / 19



Heroquest VIII - The Great Lord of the Dark

powers he offered. The knowledge I took, for we all needed to know the Ritual of Breaking. The
powers he offered I rejected, for to accept them I must bind myself to him alone. I am priest of
Lolth: it is to Her I call, it is to Her I am loyal, it is Her that I serve. Ariakis and Twilight accepted
the gifts offered by the Great Lord of the Dark, as did the Chosen. Kalraan did not rejoin us,
while we would miss him in combat, he was not needed for the ritual.

  

Day Five : Freedom for Shi'Tan!

  

Come the morning we were preparing to destroy the final seal and free the Great Lord of the
Dark. Nae'Bliss arrived early with Myrdraal and Trollocks and said that he had discovered some
information and that now was not a good time to destroy the seal.

  

He stated that other off-worlders had arrived intent on ensuring that Shi’Tan was not released.
Following the discovery of the Dreamer we had expected the Halmadonians to interfere.
Nae'Bliss took the seal from Mu'ul and made to leave. Astonished that the seal should be so
easily relinquished Nerak halted his departure, questioning his motives and authority for such
action. In Nerak’s dream he had been congratulated by Shi’Tan and informed by the Great Lord
of the Dark that no-one should prevent His release. After a few moments of hesitation Nae'Bliss
called upon his powers to strike Nerak, but nothing happened. We took it that Shi’Tan had
deserted Nae'Bliss and battle was joined. The fight was short but bloody, Nae'Bliss and his
creatures were slain but Nerak too was slain, pressing his attack upon Nae'Bliss to make sure
that he did not escape.

  

Ariakis resurrected Nerak after the battle and healed him! Whilst this was going on the Chosen
assembled to perform a ritual of summoning, to call forth the spirit of Glen. Those not involved
in this ritual or the resurrection of Nerak were on guard against another attack. The Ritual of
Summoning was a success and the spirit of Glen was summoned, it was embodied within the
body of Fifteen, as we needed a form to contain it. Now we were complete! We had the thirteen
spellcasters capable of performing the ritual of unmaking, and free Shi'Tan. We were almost
ready to begin.

  

Before we could start, however, other members of the Chosen not in our group appeared, intent
on stopping us. First came Semirhage with servants, Myrdraal and Trollocks. Then came Bel'al
and Graendal, with elementals and Myrdraal. They clearly thought that they knew something
that we did not as they repeatedly suggested that we didn't know what we were doing and that
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we would fail if we proceeded now. On all occasions battle broke out as we were unwilling to
deviate from our path. We were pressed hard but were a match for their might. The Great Lord
of the Dark was with us and not with them, some of their powers failed them, proof that he
supported us. When the battle turned against them they sought to flee, but on each occasion we
sought to prevent their escape. Semirhage was cut down by a rain of blows while Kaden killed
one with a High Magic Lightning Bolt.

  

Bel'al and Graendal eluded us, however, stepping from the real world into Tel'aran'rhiod.

  

Assembled in a circle around the casting mat we began the ritual. Everything devoted to this
one task, leaving Nerak alone to guard us against anything that might happen. On and on we
called, building up the power, building up the might to destroy the final shackle that held Shi'Tan
imprisoned, to free the Great Lord of the Dark, to free Shi'Tan.

  

 "The Great Lord of the Dark is my Master and most heartily do I serve him to the last shred of
my very soul. Lo, my Master is death's Master.
 Asking nothing do I serve against the Day of his coming, yet do I serve in the sure and certain
hope of life everlasting.
 Surely the faithful shall be exalted in the land, exalted above the unbelievers, exalted above
thrones, yet do I serve humbly against the Day of his Return.
 Swift come the Day of Return.
 Swift come the Great Lord of the Dark to guide us and rule the world forever and ever. Neither
innocence nor purity are defence against the howling heart of evil."

  

At the height of the ritual with all the power summoned the seal was shattered. Stunned we fell
back. The world changed. We felt the presence of Shi'Tan, the air around us rung faintly with
the presence of the Great Lord of the Dark. While we had been in the ritual Lanfear, one of the
more powerful among the Chosen, had come to visit. She had spoken with Nerak, claiming that
she supported us, and that her forces were holding off Whitecloaks in the area. She sought to
be hailed as the new Nae'Bliss, and promised to return later.

  

Slowly Shi'Tan's presence was being manifested, the shackles broken, he was now free. He
spoke to us, calling out words that resonated all about us, coming from everywhere and
nowhere. We had to remain here to defend the Great Lord of the Dark as he manifested
himself, for until he was fully formed he was vulnerable. In addition, we had to seek out and
destroy some of the Chosen who had fallen from the way, those who were not loyal to him.
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Semirhage we had already killed, Lanfear we were expecting back, Bel'al we would seek out on
Tel'aran'rhiod and Graendal was outside. As we emerged from the summoning chamber we
heard sounds of combat. Nerak was fighting Graendal in the courtyard. As we joined the battle
was soon over.

  

Now it began. Slowly through the day Shi'Tan's presence grew more and more powerful as he
became manifest, always the air around us rang with his might, we could feel it growing.
Throughout the rest of the day we fought off wave after wave after wave of attacks by the
different forces. Aes Sedai and Warders, Whitecloaks, rogue Chosen, the attacks came thick
and fast, no sooner had we fought off one wave but that several minutes later another would
come. People took whatever opportunity they could to rest and recover their strength, for most
of the day there was almost always someone either in meditate or mnemonic.

  

Lanfear we sought to convince to join us when she returned, but she was not willing, demanding
to be Nae'Bliss. In the end we had to slay her and her entourage, there was no other course.
When the waves of attackers lessened we took the opportunity to step into Tel'aran'rhiod and
travel to Bel'al and there slaughtered him, denying him the chance to flee. That was the last of
the Chosen not in our group. We stepped back into the real world hoping that nothing had
happened while we had left the Great Lord of the Dark unprotected, fortunately everything had
proceeded as planned. As night began to fall, as darkness grew the Great Lord of the Dark's
power began to manifest in full, but until all was complete Shi'Tan was still vulnerable. It was
now that the Halmadonians came. Our slaying of the White Seer had deprived them of vital
knowledge of our plans, it had delayed their arrival by precious hours. Lead by a Grand Knight
this most fearsome of forces confronted us, powerful warriors, priests and mages they were fully
prepared for battle. Both sides knew that there was no backing away from this fight, the
Halmadonians were determined to destroy the Great Lord of the Dark, and we were determined
to delay them long enough for the full power of the Great Lord of the Dark to be manifest. It
could be that every second would count, so we tried to delay them with words as long as
possible, but all too soon such banter fell away leaving only the speech of steel clashing against
steel. The Grand Knight and his primary aid were warriors without peer, shrugging off the
heaviest blows as if they were mere pinpricks, their squires were also potent warriors and in any
other company would have shone. Their priest an excellent healer, covering them at all time,
their mage well skilled in both offence and defence. We were forced back, step by step, to the
building desperate to hold them off, but they were powerful indeed, and we were overmatched.
Finally at the doorway we managed some sort of line of defence.

  

There was no holding by either side, the magics and powers flowed freely without let. One of
the squires we managed to slay three times, but each time they recovered the body and
resurrected it. Our evil invocations would not touch the Grand Knight, rolling off him as water off
a ducks back. Our line was sorely pressed, but somehow it held. On and on the combat raged,
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occasionally they would withdraw for a few moments to heal up and then come back at us.

  

After about half an hour or so of this combat, Twilight suddenly began to cast cures at a furious
rate, as fast as he could speak he was casting, from person to person he moved, strengthening
the line. The amount of power he cast was unbelievable, somehow he was tapping into the
power of Shi'Tan, and at so close a proximity he had almost infinite power available. Up and
down the line he went casting cures on the combatants, strengthening the line, again and again
he cast without let, through his massive healing frenzy he directly caused us to hold, as long as
we could survive for a brief while against the Halmadonian attack we would be cured to full.
Ariakis was also strengthened in this way, but the Halmadonians were well defended against his
evil power.

  

After the fight had been raging for an hour there came a sudden flare of power from the
chamber where the Great Lord of the Dark was manifesting. At that time we noticed that all that
remained in the line fighting were the none-Chosen. As the fight had raged, one by one the
Chosen had been called down the Great Lord of the Dark and one by one they had sacrificed
themselves to him, returning power to him. We knew that we had to hold on for only a few more
moments, perhaps as long as five minutes. So too did the Halmadonians. They redoubled the
intensity of the attack upon us, but with Twilight moving up and down the line casting cures on
us without let we were able to hold the line, although we were driven back into the building.
Suddenly there was a moment of complete silence, and the power that Ariakis and Twilight had
was gone. Shi'Tan was manifest, his power complete, we had bought the time needed. We had
succeeded. The Halmadonian Grand Knight unleashed to power of the Artefact he bore, the
Talisman of Ages upon us. He had saved it, knowing that he would need it against Shi'Tan, but
now Shi'Tan was fully manifest there was no point in saving its power. The power of the Artefact
drove us out of the Homeworld, back to Orin Rakatha.

  

Too late though, for we had succeeded, and a new Avatar of evil has ascended.

  

Draal LolthSpawn, Thirteenth Priest of Lolth, House Tumdurgal

  

 We communed with Shi'Tan and now we understand many things that were not clear to us. A
Thousand Years Ago… Shi'Tan was a man who had sought to transcend his mortal limits to
become a Sphere or at least an Aspect of the Sphere of Evil. He called or tempted to his service
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many, the most powerful of these he named the Chosen and granted them great power in his
name. In order to achieve his objective he needed the support and worship of many mortals.
Having established his power base on Homeworld, those who followed the Light set themselves
against him and thus started the War of Power. The Chosen were not privy to all of Shi'Tan's
plans and fought each other at least as often as they did the forces of Good, weakening
Shi'Tan's forces and causing his plans to go awry. Then before he could ascend, when victory
in the War seemed immanent, strangers came from off-world, Halmadonians. They could not
destroy Shi'Tan for he was too powerful so they devised a plan to imprison him. They deceived
Shi'Tan concerning their intent by mounting a last ditch attack on his base and by making their
armies appear larger than they were – including many banners of those not present. When
Shi’Tan saw this he called the Chosen to his defence. Then the Halmadonians unleashed their
trap. They set in place the seals, imprisoning Shi'Tan and banishing the spirits of the Chosen for
a thousand years. The Halmadonians knew that one day the seals would be broken and they
prepared for that time a way to destroy Shi'Tan. For this was fashioned The Talisman of Ages –
an Artefact designed to destroy a creature of evil in a weakened state. Thus they waited for the
seals to be broken.

  

Recent History…

  

After a thousand years, when they deemed Shi’Tan to be weak enough after long imprisonment,
the Halmadonians broke the first seal, affording Shi'Tan some limited freedom. He was then
able to summon the spirits of the Chosen to possess bodies that he deceived into accepting
them. This time he made sure that the bodies that they inhabited were weak, so that the
arrogant Chosen had to learn to work together rather than against each other. This was vital –
for had the Chosen worked together long ago he may have achieved victory then before anyone
had had the chance to interfere. The Chosen progressed in their quest to free their Lord under
the watchful eye of the Halmadonian Dreamer. Soon, all the seals were recovered as the
Chosen were guided, both by Shi’Tan and by the Halmadonians. At the critical moment,
however, the Dreamer was summoned by the Chosen and slain, preventing the Halmadonians
from knowing precisely when all the seals were broken. If the Halmadonians arrived too early
the true nature of their plan might be revealed and the summoning of Shi'Tan may be delayed
until greater protection could be arranged. So the Halmadonian Grand Knight guessed when to
strike. He guessed wrong. The Grand Knight and his entourage attacked too late and we were
able to hold him long enough for Shi'Tan to ascend. Had he attacked earlier we may not have
been able to prevent them from using the Talisman of the Ages to destroy Shi'Tan. The final
twist was that in order to ascend, Shi’Tan had to release all his active invocations so that he
could achieve full power. This meant that all the Chosen had to sacrifice themselves for
Shi’Tan’s success because the possession that he maintained on their bodies were his
invocations. This is also why we had been required to hunt down all the rouge Chosen and slay
them. This in turn was why a number of non-Chosen had been selected for this quest – so that
they could hold off the Grand Knight when all the Chosen had been recalled.
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