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SCARBLADE WARRIOR

A detailed history of the mysterious ranger. Spanning from deepest, darkest history. The ‘Wars’ , to present day, this profile also fleshes out other historical events and important characters.

Below are two profiles for Scarblade, and thus this document is slit into two distinct sections. Scarblade Warrior pre-wraith is written just below, and Scarblade in his newer form (having adopted the name of ‘Chaser’ also) has a section below pre-wraith.

Character: Scarblade Warrior
Class: Ranger

Abilities: None
Age: Unknown

Weapons: ‘Scarblade Sword’, ‘Tethered shriek’ (crossbow) 

Story:

The protector known only as the Scarblade Warrior watched over the lands for many a year before coming to some unknown fate. Having been brought back as a skeletal warrior, he returned to his mountain keep…

The beginning of recorded history:

The great wars marked the beginning of time, and much of the occurrences today are as a result, however distant, part of this history.

The wars:

The wars are the dark times from before recorded history. There are few who can remember the events of the wars although it is known that they took place countless millennia ago and marked the battle between the angelic and demonic.

Following the wars, remnants of the armies scattered, demons scurrying into dank pits to hide, the fallen angels making their homes far away, the angels themselves all but extinct.

One such ‘fallen angel’ is said to have fled to Jiori, wielding the black sword ‘wrack’ a legendary weapon concealing a wild an evil spirit controlled by the wielder.

Origin of a warrior:

The Scarblade Warriors origin and first life have long been forgotten in the sands of time, but since the death of his original form he became one of the Ranger elites, protecting the lands around his home from demons and other such evils, attuned to nature and the wielder of a great many powers.

Dark City:
Scarblade occasionally travelled away from this place when he was happy all was well, and on one such occasion he voyaged to the dark city, to aid an ally. On this journey he fought several times with a bandaged foe, draped in a cloak of doom. This creature, wielding two sacrificial knives, wrapped in purple energy was eventually revealed as the ‘Chaser’ as Scarblade had named him, a creature who explained he was a ‘figurehead’ in Scarblade’s past, although the one in question had no recognition of this detail. A final battle atop two steam towers that rose and fell at a steady pace, joined by a single ladder was the venue for the Chaser’s demise. Having discharged his weapons, the two fought hand-to-hand on the narrow ladder, far above the sleeping city. Narrowly preventing a fall into the void, Chaser steadied himself, only to be struck firmly on the hood by Scarblade. Crashing through the thin material shrouding the tower, the Chaser plummeted into the boiling concoctions, wailing at his undoing, the screeches piercing the silence like knives.

The Workshop:
The workshop is a few linked cave-like rooms filled with goods that Scarblade has collected over the ages. Located inside a mountain in the Scarblade Canyon (named after Scarblade saved Salhaven from many threats), the only sign that this Abode actually exists is a small balcony hanging defiantly from one of the outcrops. This, while Scar blade’s home, has changed considerably over the ages. The main room contains many bookcases, all filled with documents collected from past adventures, a large round window depicting a battle hangs above this, and several sub-rooms hang above and below. The most notable room next to the hall would have to be the mechanics lab underneath the hall that contains many of the contraptions and automations made my Scarblade over the years. 

Allies:

Scarblade has many allies, although their numbers have dwindled slightly due to certain events. Here’s a short list at the most notable.

Akulon:
Long-time friend of Scarblade, the two often aided each other in times of need. 

Neologist Alchemist:

The Alchemist aided Scarblade and for a while, resided with him in the workshop. Many of the automations have been created by him also. Eventually the alchemist left for Nivellensem, and finally settled working in the Farincutus library, documenting many old manuscripts and lending his knowledge to the city.

Rangers:

There was a time when twelve or more rangers patrolled the country at any one time. Over the years however, some have met their ends, others have simply disappeared, and the only known ranger who still resides in the same location is Scarblade himself.

Syraw Maridian:

Although working for different causes (Scarblade sook to kill Gardus, Syraw to destroy the Cult) Syraw and Scarblade could be perceived as allies. At least in the sense that they shared a common enemy. It is not known whether they will ever work alongside one another again, or ever again meet in fact.

Evil:
As time went on, a number of new and ancient evils cropped up. Most namely the malevolent higher demons of Gardus and the Saklem warriors. 

Karn and the Necropolis:
After toppling Karn’s empire, a band of rather brutish plunderers, and sending their vast airship toppling onto a mountain, Scarblade and some others could concentrate on a rather more serious threat. The Gardus brood and their apparent reappearance.

A small party including Scarblade attacked the castle in which the demons lived, but failed to breach the inner chambers before they were captured and taken to Helkroid’s cloud necropolis aboard a drake-like creature. Upon entering the large cavernous mouth of this cloud-shrouded building, high above the rest of the world, the Gardus escorts were assassinated by an unseen force. Helkroid revealed himself shortly afterwards and gave them advice.

Learning that the Gardus brood needed to acquire 3 sets of armour to become immortal came as quite a shock, although the two surviving brothers were in no hurry to give one set up to another. 

Dark Prelude:
It was the time of the Dark prelude, and the small town of Salhaven, located South of Scarblade canyon was under attack.

Vicious Gardus demons arose under the command of knights and other such foes. Scarblade battled against them with other allies before taking the smugglers route deep below the surface to evade further attacks. Unknown to Scarblade the Chaser had returned, and was following the party at a steady pace. 

Back on the surface they appeared at Malazine’s tomb, and after inadvertently waking Malazine himself they found a teleporter to the doomed world of Gabriettai. The demons followed hurriedly, many running straight into Malazine, slaughtered with terrible ease. 

After spending a night sheltering from the constant winters in a derelict castle, the party (now consisting solely of Akulon and Scarblade) were once again confronted by the Chaser. Firing up wraith-like flamethrowers from his wristlets, he attempted to toast his foes. But with their twinned powers he was overwhelmed, and the teleporter shut on him. Leaving him and many of the demons stranded in the freezing wastes.

“That’s the way my spirited antagonist!”

Shouted Chaser, pleased that Scarblade had still some fight in him, and that Akulon had indeed begun to join in, after having had a ‘turn’. 

“You know your past Scarblade, you’ve simply forgotten it”
Added Chaser with a malignant grin.  Akulon and Scarblade moved forwards, further aggravated by his unclear messages…

The above extract from ‘Frozen world face-off’ late 2002.
Gardus defeat:
Gardus, having lost many of their soldiers, slunk away into the foliage of the badlands, to lick their wounds.

Scarblade landed a bolt through one of the demon brother’s heads, killing him instantly. One survived, capturing the armour before it could be destroyed.

"Checkmate demon, your cavalries dead. This bolt will pierce your wretched soul before you even have time to scream"

Scarblade battled hard with the remaining rangers and his few close friends, destroying this threat in part, but after watching several of his most trusted allies fall to the blades of darkness, finally succumbed. 

In a final desperate act to avenge the murders caused by the greater Gardus demon, Scarblade travelled to the sea of swords, shrouded in mist aboard his custom made copter. The battle that ensured saw Scarblade destroyed along with his vessel, felled by the demons combined powers enforced by the armour that he possessed. The ship, it’s balloon punctured, drifted lifelessly into the murky depths, engulfed in flames and the aura of defeat at the hands of darkness.

Onithropter:
Originally a small galleon from the fleets that patrolled the Eastern borders, Scarblade’s copter had been modified to fly. With large fin like wings, a balloon and a few rotor blades, this vessel could carry many men. Unfortunately it is now just a wreck beneath the ocean.  
------------------------------

--Nothing was heard of the Warrior for a long time--
~~ Indeed, Scarblade was on his third life, rekindled and reborn for purposes one would not like ponder. His bones lay still amidst the sunken galleon of his previous dynasty before the lake of swords where many more dead lay. His tomb still bore fragments of his corpse, and his coffin, upturned and rotting. Then, far away another. Much like Scarblade, his alter-ego that Loomis, his strange benefactor did speak of.~~

The above extract from ‘Rekindle’ late 2002.

Character: §cãrßlade ¤ Wãrr¡ør*
Class: Wraith

Abilities: Wraithlore (can only be harmed by another if instilled with Wraithlore powers)

Age: Unknown

Weapons: ‘Scarblade Sword’, ‘Tethered shriek’ (crossbow), Gold wristlets, Jade Chaser blade, Helkroid stuff and Crucifix/stave

* Although Scarblade assumes the same name for the purpose of this document, in ‘Rekindle’ after destroying the Chaser once and for all, he declares his name will be ‘Chaser’ for then on. It is not known whether this was merely a throwaway comment or not.
Story:

--Wraithworld--
A place of solitude and darkness. Scarblade finds himself in this ectopic after his apparent death.

Twice the man he used to be:
When a ranger, favoured seemingly by the Gods, implausibly pure falls and is destroyed, the wraithworld can sometimes await, depending on fate. If this is so, it is said that the ranger will rise to the mortal worlds once more, resurrected in wraith form, powerful and deadly. No longer immeasurably pure, but doubly as powerful as before. In Scarblades case, he received tuition while in the void, from his mysterious wraith-self, but on returning to the mortal worlds, something went wrong.

Two Scarblades were bestowed upon the lands when he re-emerged from his death. Spewed from the void into the living worlds.

Scarblade returned, half-insane with anger and redemption seeking while the other opened its eyes for the first time. Like Scarblade’s photo negative, born as an unholy relic to all the bad and evil, an embodiment and abortion of doom. The V³nÔmßlªd³ Warrior.

Although Loomis explained that the V³nÔmßlªd³ Warrior Shared Scarblade’s benefactor, it is believed that V³nÔmßlªd³, upon his spawning was snatched by a darker unseen force. His current location is not known.

Loomis:
Loomis grants Scarblade powers and tells him he has wraithlore, and such, he can now defeat other wraiths and swallow their essence, making him stronger. However, such wraiths can do the same to Scarblade so when fighting them he needs to win, or oblivion waits once more.

Loomis says how Scarblade needs to complete several important tasks before he may enter the real world from the wraith world.  

Return:
Scarblade on returning scrambles from the underwater wreck with an old possession of Helkroid’s. He fastens it around his neck as a charm.  Scarblade has enhanced wraith strength and can will himself to carry out tasks previously impossible.

The first to taste the blade:

Scarblade, having met with Akulon at a designated point, set out to castle Gardus. On the way they discovered the Chaser. A battle soon ensures…

The destruction of Chaser:

" THIS SWORD..."

he raised the mighty weapon skywards

"...Shall be the instrument of your demise!"

Without further a word the two clashed in brutal combat, slashing, clawing and biting through innumerable rounds of incessant warfare.

Visceral blood splattered on the paths, and as they fought, creatures of the night awoke, and grinned their evil grins, gathering to watch the two ancients do battle, and the cruel vampire hunter they all cursed die...

Scarblade struck once, twice, three times upon the Chasers chest, and he fell onto his back, wailing as if his soul was ripping from it's innards. - It was.

Chaser stared up in disbelief, so many years he had fought against Scarblade, all for this time, when he would be finally vanquished...

"You...you'll become a slave. Don't let yourself.. You,... argh, ...no! This can't be........!"

He clutched his invisible ribs and spewed some evil chemical that would stain the local rocks for ever more, let out a final howl of excruciating pain, and exploded in a shower of green gore, ghostly flanks of green and blue wrapping about Scarblade and finally engulfing him. 

He emerged all the more powerful and deadly, donned the gold wrists of the Chaser, and gently lifted Akulon. It was his time to feed...

The above extract from ‘Rekindle’ late 2002.
Back to the castle:
Again they returned to the castle. Again they could not get through the defences. The last brother Gardus, powerful and relentless fought with them in an ancient throne room, and after tiring of such games sent fourth a wraithlore-adept, the mysterious Specter. This creature bombarded them with wraith-discs, but Scarblade was able to land one hit, through the shoulder blade. Although not fatal, Specter cursed the name of Scarblade from that day forward.

To Helkroid’s they journeyed. Searching for clues. What they found were several notes, books and weapons that had been prepared for their arrival. Plus the Gardus drake-creature that had taken Scarblade to the Necropolis originally. Satisfied that they had collected everything they needed, they swooped from that place as the large mouth of the cave closed forever, it’s fireball eyes blowing out. 

The next venue was the tomb that the Chaser had pillaged. Scarblade’s tomb. A large carrion spider lay dead at its underground entrance, for quite a while it had been slain. Two jade-swords struck through its foul innards, and pulling them out, Scarblade felt the essence of the two wristlets he acquired from the Chaser ignite. By some strange act of magic he was able to propel the swords and pull them back like a boomerang, with the raw energy that passed through them.

Relic city:
As the suffering from the strange shots of pain began to fade, Scarblade’s wraithlore started to become more attuned. Using Helkroid’s journals as guidance to learn more of Gardus, he began to stretch himself further, attempting to learn the abilities he saw when fighting Specter. Through this mimicking he became powerful, and could see the half-wraiths walking in the mortal world. 

Half-wraiths, are weaker wraiths that are stuck between realms, living in the twilight that is between oblivion and us.  Scarblade met with a series of these, often coy, occasionally helpful, but strangely, never evil. In the far uncharted reaches of the Southern moors he witnessed the great wraith exodus, and in doing so, was captivated by their plans. Keeping himself hidden, he followed some paces behind the last of the line, marching steadily through the mists. For days the travelled ceaselessly, always in line, never going off-track. Howls and far off creatures, basking in the dimmed light-spots, shaded by the fog sung their tunes of misery, and as the moss clung rocks began to get larger, huge outcrops formed, as they walked, sloping up into a canyon of grey moist stone. As the canyon hollowed out, a huge space became visible, filled with ruins of an ancient past.

The line disburse, and the half-wraiths walked each to the demolished walls of a home, opening imaginary doors as if they had never fallen, and closing them in much the same way.

A raw energy passed through Scarblade, and he strained to stand up as it passed through his wraith-veins with an extreme force.  

Many of the half-wraiths rushed out to view the commotion, and for many minutes Scarblade lay blind, oblivious to the onlookers around him. Then, suddenly by an act not his own, the clouds parted in places, his body arouse, floating from the ground, and a huge green bolt shot into his body. He slumped to the floor while the closest half-wraiths shielded their eyes, some falling backwards.

Re-opening them, he viewed a completely new version of the ruins. Now complete and almost new, the Relic city.

Little is known of the events surrounding this time, however, Scarblade emerged a month or so later, and all who saw him feared his presence.

He returned to his home, converting a section of the disused lab into a blacksmith. He positioned the book cases that still lay with many of their contents spilled and scattered to the walls of the main hall, and created an armoury of sorts. He was ready to reclaim his greatness, and defend further.

Castle Gardus has been re inhabited at this time, and with the help of the shadowy cult queen kalesk, Gardus has built an army to crush all resistance. Many brave warriors are said to be fighting, the air carries their triumphs, and their defeats. The trees rustle with their attacks, and the roses mark their blood-loss.

The iron door, deep within the mountain has been firmly shut, so the only thought can be that Scarblade has joined the battle…

The Saklem Wars:

Upon recovering Eribus’s trail (the last surviving Gardus brother) he finds out Eribus is working for one Queen Kalesk, a wicked Cult leader. Scarblade travels to Saklem where after some brief battles; he meets with a few resistance members who fill him in on the Cult.  

Syraw, Scarblade, Akulon, T-16 and many others fight their way through the hordes, undead raised by Kalesk. 

Through the terrible ectoplasm warriors, and the huge skeleton beasts, a congregation of animated corpses and carrion, they finally made it past the giant wheeled death machine engineered to play the tune of death about the world. This goliath was toppled, crushing many of its makers.

As Scarblade followed the cursing Eribus, Syraw took on Kalesk herself, surprised at the attack she hastily withdrew, dragging her disgusting for through the rip from Moriob, home world of the Cult. Priming his Skyripper in rage, Syraw noticed the portal hurriedly closing. Forgetting the danger he would face when he got there, he jumped valiantly through, following Kalesk to her domain. Alone. The portal closed and Syraw has not been seen since.

It is believed that Syraw ultimately destroyed Kalesk upon her own soil, as the undead she had controlled promptly fell to the ground. Corpses were buried, and the bloodshed washed away in the streams. The valleys of Saklem became green once more and flowers grew where before there were skulls. 

What of Syraw:

Syraw, who had fought so triumphantly it appears, had no less than a week ago sent the mysterious Ambassador to his grave (or so it seemed). Having toppled one of the cities key villains, Nivellensem started fresh, the old policing force getting on top of things.

SENTIENT, Syraw’s personal ship was manned by a number of trusted resistance members and a few old friends on his request. This new HQ fought evil in Syraw’s name, and lacked everything but Syraw himself. 

What become of:

· Specter completely disappeared from Saklem shortly before the fall of the Cult. His death is not documented…but where is he now then?

· Scarblade went after Eribus, but what exactly happened next? Where is Scarblade now?

· Where’s Korban? Did he fight in the Saklem wars?

· Where’s Syraw?! Why doesn’t anyone try to find Moriob and help him out?! Hmmm…maybe that’d make a good RP?

Afterthoughts (the Saklem Wars):

The Saklem wars were at first going to be a huge rp, although problems surrounding this were obvious from the beginning. It’s too big to pull off, at least in my reckoning as an rp. Also, it may not have turned out according to ideas (there were always set goals). The way it has been set out now suggests that a lot happened that we didn’t hear about, and I may well make some spin-offs documenting the Saklem wars at some point.

One final profile…

Character: V³nÔmßlªd³ † Wªrr¡Ôr
Class: Wraith

Abilities: Higher Wraithlore
Age: Unknown

Weapons: ‘Cruci†ix kiss’ (sword bound to unholy stave) -Blessed with fighting skills inherited from his kin, V³nÔmßlªd³ is as deadly in unarmed combat as he is armed. He can also fire energy projectiles from his chest armour plates.
Story:

In a damp, dark, cave like room, something stirred. It’s eyes opened for the first time, but it knew this place. It was fresh, yet it was ancient
V³nÔmßlªd³ awakes sometime after Scarblade in a hiveworlds lab. What he is doing there is unclear although he soon moves to another abode.
He follows a guide to Jiori, where a new master awaits…






§cãrßlade ¤ Wãrr¡ør 

Archives Version 1

