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Tiberius returned to the entrance of the diregund rebel lair to retrieve the auxiliaries and other prisoners.  They returned in a limping, ragged column a few minutes later, heavily wounded with most of their number also badly weakened by poison.  Tiberius reported that he had led the few auxiliaries remaining capable of action in searching the enemy corpses at the battle site and then setting them afire to prevent any possibility of them later being animated as undead.  It was unfortunately not until Tiberius’ update was complete that the group realized that they ought to have taken samples from the flying spider corpse for study at the Imperial Adaptation Center.

Tiberius and Kalmoren next initiated a search of the remaining unexplored caves, beginning with the main cavern and leader’s cave.  The leader’s cave proved to be surprisingly devoid of anything of interest.  It was decorated with little but a few pallets of white fur and some primitive wall paintings.  A thorough search of the room revealed nothing of interest, indicating that the rebels may have had to leave their former allies in great haste, carrying nothing but essentials.

The squad found the huge central living area to seemingly be home to the entire rebel diregund clan.  Numerous fur pallets were clustered together in one section while yet more moss and fungus grew in another.  A collection of crude tools had been abandoned near the fungus farm to seemingly air in its cultivation.  Aside from that and the terrible stink of the primitive diregund community, there was little else of interest in the main cavern.

Tiberius and the Deatharc next initiated a more careful search of the other caves in the rebel diregund lair.  Their foray took them into a cavern that had seemingly been designated as a storage room.  In addition to some containers of vile fish and fungus food, they found barrels holding extra crossbows and bolts.  Disturbingly, the bolt cases had been fashioned with cleverly added reservoirs to hold poison that each bolt was put into, allowing for poisoned bolts to be fired without any delay from manually adding the venom.  Other barrels contained vials of what was imagined to be yet more venom.

The two squad members explored a long, wide tunnel for several hundred feet before turning back.  It seemed clear that the passage was another exit from the rebel diregund lair, though interestingly, the prisoners had failed to mention it when directly questioned about exits from their territory.

After returning to the group, Tiberius directed the capable imperials to aid him in herding the diregund into their leader’s cave, where they would find it difficult to escape.  The group then began to plan their next move.  There was a growing concern amongst the imperials that the liberated slaves needed to be brought back to the surface world for their own safety as soon as possible.  The primary concern in the squad, however, was what to do with the hundreds of diregund non-combatants that had been captured.  It was clear that the rebel and loyal diregund factions hated each other passionately and that the dwur shared mutual loathing with both diregund factions.  However, with nearly all their warriors slain, the diregund factions were well aware that they would be unable to defend themselves against the perils of the Otherdark.  The squad therefore began to consider how they could bring the diregund to the dwur and convince them to take them in.

A tentative decision was made to escort the surviving diregund rebels to the main diregund lair and thereby consolidate the prisoners in one location.  The imperials were unsure how they would keep the diregund factions from attacking one another but hoped to think of a solution by the time they arrived.  They could at least be assured that the diregund sorcerers would be nearly impotent due to the seizure of their spell components.  The journey was slated to begin the next day once the group had time to rest.

In the meantime, the events continued to proceed apace back in Novo Elredd.  As it was later reported to the rest of the squad, Sparrow and his apprentices completed their sorcerous studies in the early evening and headed to the arena.  There, Master Sparrow’s exalted position allowed him to easily obtain seating for himself and his apprentices in a section reserved for master War Wizards despite not having paid for entry in advance.  The Rhenee master War Wizard found himself excellently placed to observe Kid Death’s highly touted tournament debut, seated near the front of a section filled with the Empire-in-Otherland’s elite.  The arena was illuminated in dramatic fashion by a goodly number of sizable braziers fueled well enough to allow their flames to burn high.

The only other War Wizard seated there at the time was Othermaster Deadeyes, who was accompanied by his Sentinel.  Sparrow soon learned that Deadeyes was an avid enthusiast of the dueling arts and had been engrossed with watching the tournament all day.  The Rhenee War Wizard soon found himself engaged in a conversation about dueling that proved fairly insightful.  Deadeyes professed excitement at the thought of seeing the imminent match featuring Kid Death, he being the first Otherlander to compete.  Unfortunately, Deadeyes proved to know little of Kid Death beyond what Sparrow had already learned, though he hoped that the duel itself would lead to further insights.  Interestingly though, Deadeyes did reveal that there was no way that Kid Death would be able to cheat with the use of magic as invisible War Wizards were lurking in the arena, observing the duels with their sorcerous senses.

Deadeyes revealed that he had been pleasantly surprised with Lorenzo’s deathdancing skills while watching his match earlier in the day.  The stern magelord observed that he had never seen a style like Lorenzo’s in two decades of devotion to the dueling arts.  Sparrow explained in detail how the dwur of the Otherdark had taught a number of their fighting styles to the squad during their underground campaign.  Deadeyes was exceedingly pleased to hear of it and voiced his hope that Lorenzo go far in the tournament with the use of his new dueling style.  As if he heard Sparrow’s thoughts, Deadeyes abruptly snapped his gaze from the match below to look fix Sparrow with a forbidding stare as he observed that it would be exceedingly unseemly for a master War Wizard to place a wager on a duel.  Sparrow naturally voiced his agreement, though the will to create truth of his words would soon be put to the test given his Rhenee background.

Deadeyes and Sparrow spoke on a variety of topics as they watched the few remaining duels before Kid Death’s.  One subject of great interest arose when Sparrow inquired about the prospects of further advancement in the War Wizards while in Otherland.  Deadeyes explained that while the highest ranking War Wizard is traditionally the magelord with only masters reporting to him, Otherland was unique in that it was literally an entire world.  While he was not certain by any means, Deadeyes speculated that Otherland would eventually be split into additional frontiers as the Elreddi conquest continued, each of which would naturally require its own magelord.  Eventually, Deadeyes mused, a need would arise for someone to coordinate War Wizard activities across all of the Otherland frontiers, which Deadeyes believed would lead to the creation of a new title of something akin to Archmage-in-Otherland.  Naturally, this individual would remain subservient to the archmage in Elredd, but would potentially command even more raw power should the Empire-in-Otherland expand beyond the size of the mother country on Oerth.

Continuing the topic of increasing the size of the War Wizards, Sparrow took this opportunity to mention an interesting trend he’d observed amongst the dwur and diregund.  While none of the dwur had been seen to evince the talent for magic save for Carmenren’s unique abilities to move through stone and summon elementals, the diregund were seemingly very talented in the arcane arts.  Sparrow noted that approximately one in ten diregund appeared to be gifted with arcane talent, a staggering number given that the talent for sorcery emerges only half as often in humans.  Also of interest is the fact that no female sorcerers have been seen amongst the dwur or diregund as yet.  This observation of Sparrow’s was met with great interest by Deadeyes, who ordered him to investigate and ensure that all of the dwur and diregund factions are tested for arcane talent as soon as possible.

With Deadeyes in such an expansive mood, Sparrow took the opportunity to ask if it would be possible for him to acquire a new house.  His current two room residence, while cozy, was proving inadequate to housing two apprentices, a Sentinel, himself, and a full alchemy laboratory.  Distracted by the duel, Deadeyes indulgently waved a dismissive hand and assured Sparrow that he saw no reason to deny Sparrow a more appropriate accommodation given that the construction efforts in Novo Elredd had been proceeding apace with more residences.

At last, it came time for Kid Death to make his tournament debut.  His opponent, an imperial lieutenant of the green, was the first to the floor of the arena.  There, the officer waited with fraying patience as Kid Death conspicuously remained absent.  Just as the growing murmurs of the crowd and the lieutenant’s temper seemed on the verge of exploding, the brash young Anziheinen lad dramatically emerged from the passage beneath the arena to a roar of delight from the crowd.

Kid Death was a tall youth with long, straight blonde hair pulled back into a ponytail.  His unlined face betrayed a fierce excitement at the circumstances as he adoringly looked about the crowd, drinking in the applause from his fellow Anziheinens.  Kid Death was clad in black noble finery, accompanied by a bright white cape that he swirled about dramatically behind him.

Kid Death took in his opponent’s disgusted sneer with a malicious grin as he strode forward to stand near the officer and a dueling official.  Once the official declared the duel to have begun, the duelists launched themselves at each other without a word.  The swordsmen seemed to test each other at first, their blades flicking out in a defensive manner.  Kid Death was the first to take the offensive, impressing the crowd by lashing out at the officer with a shifting combination of perscitus and fortis styles.  The lieutenant maintained his composure, but soon found that Kid Death was whittling him down to the crowd’s delight with nicks and scratches while taking few in return.  When the officer was beginning to waver a bit from loss of blood, Kid Death abruptly shifted back to an aggressive fortis style to cut down the lieutenant in a violent spray of blood!  The horrified dueling official declared that the officer was dead; Kid Death had slain his opponent yet again!

While the Anziheinens in the crowd roared in excitement at the unexpected upset, the Elreddi looked on with stony glares and shouted epithets.  Kid Death appeared to enjoy all the attention heaped upon him equally as he paraded about the arena floor, whooping in joy.  Needless to say, this brash exultation was unknown amongst the normally staid, regal duelists of the Empire, who treat the dueling art with the proper honor that it well deserves.  Kid Death further dishonored his opponent by wiping his blades clean on his officer’s uniform before leaving the arena, still shouting his own glory to the heavens above.

Deadeyes, it seemed, was a devotee of the more traditional dueling schools and was wholly outraged by Kid Death’s dishonorable behavior.  The magelord of Otherland Frontier snarled angrily that the brash Anziheinen killer would doubtlessly receive his comeuppance in the next round of the tournament at the end of good, Elreddi steel.  Despite his moral lackings, Kid Death had proven himself a shockingly talented swordsman to have easily defeated a duelist of the green so readily, however.

Sparrow remained curious about Kid Death and his uncanny dueling skills as a result and resolved to investigate further.  The Rhenee master War Wizard made inquiries with various dueling officials and found that his lofty rank in the mysterious War Wizards helped to loosen tongues.  Sparrow eventually learned a goodly bit of information about the infamous young swordsman.

Kid Death was said to be the only child of an influential former priest of the One, who owned a sizable estate in northwestern Anzihein.  His parents perished within the past year in a tragic accident, leaving him the sole heir to his father’s estates.  The job of managing the estate was a weighty responsibility that permitted Kid Death to avoid compulsory military service.  It was not known when he took up dueling or who, if anyone, taught him, though rumor had it that he took interest in the art when he witnessed a duel of honor between two Elreddi traders.

Since then, Kid Death was known to have danced the blades in a number of duels of honor, killing his opponent in every case.  The sheer number of his victories, even over experienced opponents, indicated that Kid Death clearly had an incredible natural aptitude for the dueling arts.  Having left his estates in the charge of underlings, Kid Death began traveling steadily eastward for Novo Elredd, engaging in duels whenever possible along the way.  He must have managed to best a duelist of the yellow at some point just prior to entering the tournament as it had come as a surprise to most to see him honored with that color.

Recognizing that Kid Death was highly talented, Sparrow also inquired as to what his affiliations were.  The answers he received were inconclusive, however, as it seemed that Kid Death was his own man.  Backed with the resources of his estates, it was clear that the brash young fellow had the option to pick and choose his allies more easily than most.  Sparrow concluded that it could potentially prove useful to recruit Kid Death given his talent and perhaps affect an improvement in his behavior.


Based on all this information, Sparrow deployed Nachtkuhle to learn what Kid Death’s dueling tournament schedule was.  The Rhenee master War Wizard intended to subject the young swordsman to further observation in his coming matches to assess his performance.  In addition, Sparrow asked Nachtkuhle to learn what the betting odds were on Lorenzo’s next contest.  While Nachtkuhle found this amusing, Legion glowered with misgiving at Sparrow’s intentions.

Sparrow examined the dueling tournament schedule and discovered that Lorenzo’s next match was set to take place late the next afternoon, one of the last of the day.  Sparrow next went with Legion to the barracks where Lorenzo was staying.  In the midst of the raucous Brewfest celebrations filling the capital, they found that Lorenzo was already asleep!  Sparrow disgustedly had Legion rouse him from bed to inform him of when his match was scheduled.  Remarkably, Lorenzo only stared blankly forward, perhaps trying to recall the tattered shreds of whatever bizarre dream he’d been enjoying before being awakened.  Sparrow and Legion attempted to communicate further with Lorenzo about the upcoming match, but found the faint-minded imperial scout to be completely unresponsive.  Shrugging wearily, Sparrow at last gave up and led his disgustedly muttering apprentice out and back to his house.

Nachtkuhle eventually returned from his task to report that Lorenzo was the underdog in his next clash by a two to one ratio.  Sparrow’s nefarious Rhenee nature now battled with his sense of duty to maintain the honor of the War Wizards as he grappled with the decision of whether or not to place a wager on the match.  Just when he’d resolved to abstain from doing so lest he blight the honor of the War Wizards, Nachtkuhle generously offered to place the wager on Sparrow’s behalf.  With this avenue of opportunity, Sparrow could no longer resist his innate Rhenee love for gambling, leading him to place a moderate wager on Lorenzo in his next match.

Before retiring for the night, Sparrow used a magical communication spell to contact Tiberius and briefly update him on the day’s events in Novo Elredd.  Tiberius reciprocated in his reply, informing Sparrow about the clash against the diregund.
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In the Otherdark, the squad set out on its expedition to the diregund main lair with all of their captives.  Kalmoren was able to obtain promises of good behavior from the diregund sorcerers, who assured him that they understood it to be in their best interest to cooperate with the imperials.  The squad had little recourse given their lack of resources than to trust that the diregund would refrain from causing trouble.  Still, it would be unwise to expect help from their prisoners should trouble arise that did not directly threaten them.

Kalmoren found it more difficult to exact a promise of good behavior from Kilgoz.  The dwur warrior could not understand why the squad was insistent upon keeping the diregund alive and was actively pushing for a wholesale massacre.  Kalmoren used artful words to at last stay Kilgoz’s wrath, convincing him that the diregund, especially the young, were not yet hopelessly lost to evil.  The elven spy used the example of the Deatharc and the Phoenix races and their successful transition to civilized behavior to convince Kilgoz of the truth of his word.  Once the Deatharc confirmed Kalmoren’s words, albeit in a rude and crude manner, Kilgoz proved willing to refrain from beginning a slaughter.

Despite all these dramatic discussions, the journey through the dark cavern tunnels began without incident.  The diregund rebels were a morose lot as they plodded along with their few possessions, but one could imagine that the more open-minded amongst them would embrace a feeling of hope for the future, reunited with their kin at long last.

Sparrow arrived late in the day after the imperial column had halted for the day.  The Rhenee master War Wizard arrived amongst the squad via teleportation to deliver a number of enchanted items to the group that he and his apprentices had identified the properties of.  Sparrow stayed for a moment to update his fellows on the latest events in Novo Elredd in detail.  Sparrow’s report as well as one later obtained from Lorenzo were used to compile the following account.

Back in Novo Elredd, Lorenzo was about to engage in his second dueling match of the tournament.  The imperial scout headed to the arena early after spending the morning practicing archery.  Lorenzo received nods of respect from some of the duelists at the arena, one being a duelist of the blue.  It seemed that his earlier success and mysterious dueling style had impressed even veterans of the dueling arts.  Lorenzo chose to watch the first matches of the day from the stands once again, which put him in ideal position to observe Kid Death’s second match of the tournament.

Kid Death’s next opponent was a half-orc corporeal in the Imperial Army, who was clad in a legionary tunic with the sleeves torn off to better exhibit his bulging biceps.  The half-orc calmly awaited Kid Death’s tardy arrival, basking in the unshared attention of the crowd.  The duelists in the seats near Lorenzo muttered dark imprecations in Kid Death’s direction as the brash young man at last entered the arena to scattered cheers from the Anziheinen faithful.  A cocky smirk upon his face, Kid Death blew kisses to his cheering admirers as he swaggered towards the center of the arena to face his opponent.

Unsurprisingly enough, the half-orc corporeal proved a devotee of the fortis style, launching himself at Kid Death with a roar, rapier clutched in both meaty fists.  In what may have been a mocking homage, Kid Death countered by using the fortis style as well.  The duel proved surprisingly one sided in favor of Kid Death once again.  The presumptuous young duelist dispatched the half-orc in a matter of moments, calmly ducking aside from the powerful swings and thrusts aimed at him while ruthless stabbing back in return.  Several such exchanges soon saw the bloodied, weary half-orc run through with a powerful thrust to the chest!  Kid Death sneered mockingly as the half-orc stared down at the blade impaling him with wide-open eyes as he slowly fell to his knees, and then on his side, dead.

Kid Death whooped and shouted in homicidal ecstasy as he again cavorted triumphantly about the arena.  Outraged shouts filled the arena at this latest besmirching of the honor of the dueling art, though the Anziheinens present admittedly cheered for their new hero once again.  The duelists seated near Lorenzo snarled angrily, many expressing a fierce desire to personally set matters straight with the brazen young man in the arena.  Kid Death took care to again wipe his blade clean of blood on the clothing of his fallen opponent before leaving the arena with a dramatic flourish of his cape.

Lorenzo was summoned by a dueling official to make preparations for his own match several matches later well after the uproar had died down.  The imperial scout observed the preceding match in silence once he selected his equipment from the racks.  He was at last called forth to the floor of the arena to meet his next opponent.

Lorenzo was greeted with a low roar of anticipation from the crowd, which contrasted nicely with the apathy he’d encountered as an unknown on his last entrance to the arena.  It seemed that his victory in the first round when coupled with his demonstration of a new dueling style had won him the appreciation of a good many dueling devotees.  Lorenzo was the clear favorite to win in the coming match and he soon discovered another reason why this was the case.

Lorenzo’s opponent in the second round was Sergeant Barses Littleoak of the yellow.  The sergeant was a tall, burly man with a scarred and weathered face that had clearly seen its share of battle and barroom brawls.  Littleoak had short black curly hair that was matched by simian tufts of the same across his shoulders and neck.  The sergeant had bronzed skin that had likely been tanned beneath the sun on campaigns on two different worlds.  He fought in a gray legionnaire tunic that was nearly bursting across his barrel chest and gargantuan arms, struggling to fit over his brawn.

Littleoak clearly enjoyed the attention of the crowd and was thusly sharply displeased to hear the raucous greeting for Lorenzo to the arena floor.  After frowning darkly at the imperial scout, Littleoak turned to pose for the audience, flexing his robust muscles in several different positions with an eye towards the ladies.  When the dueling official called for his attention, Littleoak was still so dramatic as to blatantly flex his arms while holding his rapier at the ready in the customary fortis attack position.

The contest began Lorenzo again springing forward to run Littleoak through three times in rapid succession, leaving the self-important sergeant howling in pain with severe injuries to his leg and torso.  Littleoak attempted to reply in kind with a pair of vicious two-handed swings but could not penetrate the whirling barrier of blades that Lorenzo used to easily deflect the strokes.  The enraged sergeant was forced to resort to a marginally more effective counterattack, mocking Lorenzo’s small stature and suggesting that his sexual organs were equally diminutive.  Lorenzo would only reply with a terse invitation to dance the blades that seemed only to further anger the sergeant.  Littleoak made several more attempts to distract Lorenzo with insults, but the resolute imperial scout refused to be baited, replying with nothing but the same invitations to dance the blades.

Despite Sergeant Littleoak’s impressive physique, Lorenzo soon proved by far his superior in the dueling arts.  The imperial scout artfully danced the blades, easily penetrating the non-existent defenses that Littleoak attempted.  Littleoak attempted increasingly desperate strokes at Lorenzo with his rapier but found the imperial scout’s defenses to be impenetrable.  After suffering several more cuts and slashes from Lorenzo’s blades, Littleoak became the last in the area to realize that he had clearly been outmatched and threw down his blade in surrender.  Lorenzo had triumphed without suffering so much as a scratch!

The crowd roared in delight to see such a magnificent display of the craft of blades, especially as it entailed a thorough defeat of a fortis practitioner by a more elegant style.  As was his wont, Lorenzo quietly saluted his defeated his glaring opponent and the dueling judge before making his way from the arena to his rooms, the adulation of the crowd in his ears.

Lorenzo was soon visited once again by Imperial Scout Captain Longfang.  Similar to his previous call upon his former charge, Longfang dropped by to congratulate Lorenzo on his impressive victory.  The captain went on to thank Lorenzo for winning him and his men a significant amount of money that they’d wagered on him.  They had little else to discuss this time, however, though Longfang expressed regret that Lorenzo had been unable to obtain better seating for his former mates.  Lorenzo, of course, neglected to inform Longfang that he’d not even bothered to attempt to find better seats for his former comrades in the scouts!

Once Longfang left, Lorenzo returned to the barracks to rest for the remainder of the day and prepare for his next match.  Lorenzo’s rest was interrupted, however, when a solider roused him to inform him that he had a visitor.  Lorenzo followed the legionnaire outside the barracks where he found over a dozen more soldiers forming into a semi-circle centered on Kid Death.

The Anziheinen duelist wore a condescending smirk as he regarded Lorenzo for a moment.  Kid Death then declared that he was visiting to inform Lorenzo that they might soon be facing one another in the tournament.  According to Kid Death, their blades would clash in two days time if both won their next match!  The brazen Anziheinen duelist grinned in a predatory manner as he succinctly told Lorenzo that he would without a doubt slay him in the duel.  After Lorenzo expressed surprise to hear the news of his dueling scheduling, Kid Death took great amusement in mocking Lorenzo’s ignorance for being unaware of who his next opponent or what their skill level was.  

To their credit, the Elreddi troopers stuck up for Lorenzo and offered to thrash Kid Death on his behalf.  Lorenzo put aside his terror of Kid Death for a moment to demonstrate a degree of honor by assuring the men that that wouldn’t be necessary, the risk outweighing the benefits.  Once he was certain that his threats had struck home, Kid Death departed, smug smirk still in place.
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Lorenzo woke early the next day and to pay a brief visit to the dueling arena.  There, he learned that he was scheduled to face an imperial lieutenant of the green in his next match, which meant that he had a difficult trial ahead.  Lorenzo then spent most of the morning engaged in archery practice.

Nachtkuhle also came to the arena early in the day to examine the dueling tournament schedule on Sparrow’s behalf.  The Anziheinen mage learned what the latest gambling odds were on Lorenzo’s match before returning to his master.  Master Sparrow disappointed Initiate Legion again by instructing Nachtkuhle to place another wager on a victory for his comrade.  Master War Wizard though he may be, Sparrow clearly found himself unable to restrain his baser Rhenee nature from expressing itself in a manner typical to his race.

Lorenzo was again scheduled for an early duel, the third of the day, meaning that he had to arrive at the arena in the in the first hour of the afternoon.  The imperial scout enjoyed the first match from the stands before he was summoned by a servant to prepare for his own.  Before long, Lorenzo was striding out onto the arena floor, the air resounding with the excited cheers of the crowd.  Remarkably, Lorenzo observed that the cheering appeared to be divided fairly evenly in intensity between himself and his opponent, Lieutenant Helvia Mellavintus.

Mellavintus was a tall woman in her late 20s with short, dark hair cut to a military length.  Her humorless visage indicated that she was likely just as serious about maintaining the dignity of her position as she was at winning the tournament.  She held her rapier alone in one hand in the ready position of the perscitus style as she regarded Lorenzo with a calculating eye.  No words were spoken between the combatants as the dueling official signaled for the contest to begin.

Lorenzo once again shocked his opponent with a thrilling, lightning fast maneuver, stabbing the lieutenant three times in rapid succession before she could react.  The lieutenant reeled back with a startled hiss of pain, but maintained her composure.  Mellavintus countered with a heavily defensive strategy that all but blocked nearly every effort of Lorenzo’s to strike a fourth time.  At the same time, Mellavintus showed exceptional skill on the counterattack as she attempted to disarm the imperial scout.  Lorenzo shocked her, however, by defeating the maneuver and disarming her in turn!  The crowd gasped in surprise at the dramatic turn of events as Mellavintus was forced to whip her hand down to retrieve her blade before Lorenzo could strike again.  Regrettably, this proved to be the high point of the duel for Lorenzo.

Demonstrating a strong degree of persistence, Mellavintus managed to disarm Lorenzo several times after that, humiliating the imperial scout and eliciting murmurs of appreciation for her skill from the crowd.  At one point, she managed to strip Lorenzo of both his weapons at once, which left him unable to defend himself.  Mellavintus leapt forward to furiously stab Lorenzo twice when he’d barely had a chance to pick up his blades.  This set the tone for the remainder of the match as the combatants proceeded to wear each other down.  The clash went on for a lengthy time, earning the duelists roars of appreciation from the audience.  Lorenzo and his opponent each suffered numerous slices and cuts and teetered due to the resultant loss of blood when Lorenzo suffered yet another wound.  The imperial scout realized that he could simply not continue any further and was forced to surrender.

Mellavintus accepted Lorenzo’s surrender with honor, properly saluting her defeated opponent with her blade.  The crowd cheered loudly for a long time in full appreciation for what was one of the most exciting matches of the tournament.  Defeated at last, Lorenzo shuffled from the arena floor to retrieve his equipment.  For a rarity, Lorenzo demonstrated a shocking ability to see the bright spot in his defeat in that he would no longer be at any risk of running into Kid Death in the next round of the tournament!

Lorenzo enjoyed a final visit from Imperial Scout Captain Longfang who commiserated with Lorenzo over the defeat before leaving him in peace.  The imperial scout eventually made his way back to the stands to observe the final duels of the day, one of which featured a highly anticipated showdown between Kid Death and Tribune Constantius Eronaille of the red.  Eronaille was perhaps better known as the Crimson Blade, winner of the previous tournament in Richfest!

As matters played out, the match was nowhere near the epic clash that most had thought likely as Eronaille immediately proved himself a vastly superior swordsman of the angustus style.  The noble officer deflected Kid Death’s increasingly frantic attempts to penetrate his defenses with mocking ease.  Eronaille began to toy with his opponent after a time and made it obvious that he was doing so.  The Elreddi-dominated crowd thoroughly enjoyed the tribune’s performance and the humiliation of Kid Death, roaring with each precise slice of Eronaille’s blade.  The tribune at last brought a merciful end to the proceedings by tripping Kid Death, which is normally a tactic frowned upon in dueling; the use of this maneuver by a man of Eronaille’s prominence was clearly meant to further shame Kid Death.

Eronaille next disarmed the brazen Anziheinen swordsman with a flick of his blade and then advanced with his blade pointed at his opponent’s throat.  The audience took a collective breath, wondering if Eronaille meant to slay Kid Death to avenge those who’d died at his hand.  The tribune instead opted to mete out a more complete punishment by enacting a rather permanent humiliation.  To this end, Eronaille sliced the shape of an eagle into Kid Death’s forehead to leave an enduring scar!  Kid Death snarled hatefully as he struggled weakly to his feet.  By that time, Eronaille had already accepted the victory from the dueling official and had begun to walk away, his scornfully turning his back towards Kid Death.  The brazen, bloodied young duelist was seen to shout angrily at Eronaille before storming out in disgrace, though it was unclear what was said given the deafening cheers of the crowd.

Having seen all that he was interested in, Lorenzo made his way back to the barracks to rest for the remainder of the day.  Lorenzo paused in reflection as he concluded his narrative of his first experience in the dueling arts.  In contrast to his first impressions of deathdancing, Lorenzo commented that he had come to appreciate dueling for the art that it was.  Speaking with wisdom, the imperial scout observed that he had initially been soured on the tournament by his treatment at the fortis school but could now see the honor inherent to the art.  He stated that he would give consideration to entering the next tournament only after significantly improving his own skills.

It seemed likely that the following day would bring a return to the business of continuing the campaign against the Devourer’s Children and Lorenzo wanted to be ready.  Kira would almost certainly have completed her training in the arcane lore of the Rockseers’ flux arcana and would thusly rejoin the squad as well.  It was at last time for the imperials to begin their campaign against the City of the Glass Pool!
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