The Corruption of Prince Thrommel

Foreward – Last week we captured that cur, Prince Thrommel of Furondy.  Securing our defeat at Emridy Meadows was not enough for the fool.  He and his fellow knights tried to follow us to the Temple.  Luckily they charged directly into each trap we had set to cover our escape.  At the last, Thrommel was alone with his destrier.  Although he caused considerable damage to the Outer Fane, he finally succumbed to Mostrin’s drugs and the prayers of the faithful.  The warhorse was given as a gift to the Fire Temple, may they eat well.

This book describes the tactics employed to corrupt and turn the foremost paragon of the day.  May this serve as a lesson to those who seek to perform similar activities later.  It will be interesting to see which is stronger, his body or his mind.

-- Varachan



Day 1- Yrthuk began at the beginning, denying him all sustenance but a thin gruel, sprinkled over with poppy tincture and Tanbrosh extract.  Thrommel of course refused to eat.  Pain regimen: feet.  Of course we put in place the necessary magics to obscure his location.

Day 3 – Thrommel is thirsty.  Sweat from the torture and the fevers robs his body of life, still he doesn’t drink.  Yrthuk is more than a match for such pitiful attempts to die, and begins an alternating regimen of fire and water.  Unless Thrommel can will his very throat to close he will survive.

Day 7 – Now for the conclusion of the ceremonial beginning of the breaking, the attacks of Earth and Air.  Using the powers of the Dark Lord we transported a bound Thrommel to the top of one of the guard towers securing the perimeter, then encased him in a block of stone, except for the head.  We then let the Spider Eater Riders perform any act of indecency they wished.

Day 21 – We melted away the stone of his prison and returned to the Inner Fane.  Yrthuk has had two weeks to prepare, and seems anxious to “really begin.”  Regimen: The Rack.

Day 35 – At this point we began working on the intellectual and emotional aspects.  Some of the more junior Doom Dreamers take turns quizzing Thrommel and introducing him to the ways of the Master.  The fool tries to debate them, feverish as he is.  Some of his arguments are still strong.  He has also begun taking the food we offer.

Day 60 – With all of the efforts necessary to rebuild our forces, I have had little time for this project.  Yrthuk and the chanters harry him day and night, but the only sign of success is that he has stopped speaking.  His strength dismays me but makes the anticipated victory all the sweeter to the taste.  In the interest of haste I’ve directed Yrthuk to add liquid pain, liquid hate and good old blessed water to the regimen.  Each drop of sustenance he drinks will be a tear from another victim or an ounce of hate.  None can stand this.

Day 90 – Blast this “Champion!”  Luckily Yrthuk has plenty of spare time.  Unfortunately we have had to turn to taking rebellious guards as inputs to the Machine of Pain.  Yrthuk tells me Thrommel went wide eyed and gasped when told that the tortures of his fellow prisoners fueled his diabolic feasts.  Yrthuk, against my wishes, had begun to let Thrommel sleep for two hours a day.  He claims that this is necessary to avert Death.  

Day 120 – When will this end?  Thankfully the Second has returned from abroad, and has some time to devote.  It batters Thrommels mind with images of hatred and violence, as well as illusions of his former life, to make the pain all the more acute.  Yrthuk continues his work half-heartedly.  In recognition of this I’ve ordered Yrthuk to be stretched on the rack for twenty minutes a day, plus five minutes for each day that passes.  We shall see how the master enjoys the work of his apprentice Solyrd.

Day 150 – Blast, Yrthuk’s rack-time is beginning to impact the quality of his effort on Thrommel.  Yrthuk’s three hours of pain makes it difficult for Solyrd to keep enough intensity up on Thrommel.  I’ve instructed Yrthuk to deputize additional helpers, and he had the nerve to respond half-heartedly!  I held him fast and ripped off his left ear as a warning.  The Second has been making much progress.  It believes we need to destroy the basis for Thrommel’s faith.  We have sent agents to Furondy to investigate Thrommel’s family and past.  Although wearying, the task is very intellectually challenging.

Day 210 – D’Gran, the bridge captain, was eager for an opportunity to work with the great Yrthuk, and has helped keep up the intensity on both Thrommel and the torture master.  Unfortunately some sort of competition has arisen between Solyrd and D’Gran, as they assume whomever succeeds will take Yrthuk’s place.  The conclusion was Yrthuk’s death at the hands of Solyrd.  This was easily remedied but leaves us all in a very uncomfortable situation.  I would kill them all and start afresh, but it’s difficult to find an artist such as Yrthuk.  Will they think me soft if I relent on Yrthuk’s torture?  Over dinner the Third suggests employing another type of torture, one which wouldn’t impact Yrthuk’s effectiveness.  A brilliant suggestion!!!  I’ve since directed the Hags to ride Yrthuk and Solyrd every evening until the conclusion of the project.

Thrommel continues to be problematic.  He can no longer bear bright lights, and he no longer suffers pain at the touch of blessed water.  These are very good signs, which I attribute to the Second, rather than that oafish trio.  Some good news was the capture and sacrifice of two brothers of Prince Thrommel who had somehow discerned his location was in these hills.  Upon seeing their mangled corpses Thrommel was considerably moved, and managed to upset the Iron Maiden, even though his muscles had atrophied severely.    There was then some rushing about by the oafs to prevent Thrommel from being killed by the weight of the Maiden, but he was fine.  Subsequent interrogation of the spirits of the brothers indicated they were actually searching for the location of Thrommel’s ancestral sword, Fragarach, so his existence is still secret.  Perhaps we should dispose of his gear to throw them further off the trail?

Day 240 – Our spies in verbobonc indicate that Thrommel and his brothers were the last of their line, so their estates will be savaged by the vultures of the Kingdom.  Excellent news for our cause.  Our council will certainly place a claim on those assets!  Apparently Thrommel has - had? - a fiancé named Jolene D’Amphere, and that may complicate the legal maneuvers.  Damn the lawyers and advocates to hell!  Our spies tell us she is in Verbobonc, orchestrating a search for her “dead” lover’s corpse.  Amusing. Perhaps some scrying is called for?

Day 245 – Although it was entertaining to watch the antics of the bereaved fool Jolene, her guard is too strong, and this amusement is not great enough to warrant the risk.  The Second has directed the spies to determine Thrommel’s greatest rival.

The physical torture is fairly mundane at this point.  The long-term drug use does seem to be working.  Thrommel is very susceptible to phantasms and certain suggestions.

Day 280 – A bright and shining moment!  The Second manifested an illusion of Jolene’s marriage to Prince rowentree, Thrommel’s arch-rival.  Once again he flew into a rage, denying the possibility of the illusion, but he was not so sure.

Year 2 – Day 80 – Clearly this is taking longer than expected.  Plans to create the Orb of Silvery Death and the Fire Node have taken much of my time.  After news of Jolene’s “betrayal”, Thrommel settled into a great depression and we began offering him a way out if he joined our cause.  Thus far he has been non-responsive.

Year 3 – Day 50 – I ran across Thrommel’s sword a few days ago while re-arranging my chamber.  The proud trophy still gleamed as if it had just fallen from Thrommel’s grip.  Having tired of the thing’s presence, we set out to destroy it, which turned out to be nigh upon impossible.  For now I’ll place it in the bottom of the Spike.  I think it’s holy aura has been giving me headaches.  Low-grade torture continues, D’Gran has been sent back to the bridge.

Year 5 – Day 30 – a week ago, An archon was found sneaking about the volcano.  The foolish celestial had been sent by that blasted cleric y’day, who is apparently also an agent of Jolene’s. Hope springs eternal.  Perhaps we need to ward the sword as well?

Year 5 – Day 80 – Finally we found a taker for the sword. The Dragon, vranthis, was interested, Tharizdun knows why.  Perhaps it wants knights skulking around its lair? He did murmur something about a trade. 

Year 5 – Day 81 – Amazing progress!  Yrthuk was in my chamber only a few hours after the delegation carrying the sword had departed.  Apparently Thrommel’s will dissolved, almost before Yrthuk’s very eyes!  Miraculous!

Year 5 – Day 82 – Dark Lord be praised! Upon the utterance of an unholy word, Thrommel shrieked and cowered in fear.  I threw open the iron maiden and offered my hand to the haggard living-corpse within, and he took it!  Although now he is such a wretch, I don’t know if he’ll be of any use to us.  Once again the Third had a brilliant idea.  We made a sacrifice to the Dark Lord in the Tabernacle of Utter Darkness in Thrommels name, and requested the gift of dark feeding.  This allowed Thrommel to gain strength at the expense of others, and his thirst was tremendous!  We had to raid the nearby orc clan to get enough blood to restore him to a reasonable fraction of his previous might.

Epilogue – Reflections

Although the cost and distraction were great, in reflection they were well worth the result.  Our one error was not finding and destroying those things that mattered most to him from the beginning.  Yrthuk is freed from the Hags at last and enjoys his sleep.  Not surprisingly his former apprentice now occupies Thrommel’s old slot in the iron maiden.

Thus far Thrommel has been an excellent servant.  I do feel that we cannot really trust him.  Perhaps the breaking was not deep enough to scourge him of the feelings of hate for ourselves?  He is a powerful weapon, and one that bears watching so it does not turn on us.

Varachan



