Part I - Chapter 1

War on the North Pole

Darkness.  The Necromancer favored the darkness as did his underlings.  Tonight was even more special than usual because he hoped to summon Shaktal, a greater Demon of the fifth realm.   With such an ally he may yet unravel the secrets behind creating the invincible flesh golem.

He had not yet begun his incantations when the low peal of a rams horn invaded the silence of the night.  Those would be the warning sounds of the Watcher Wardens, they had discovered something worthy of his attention.  Both annoyed at the inconvenience, and interested in what could have broken the long silence of the Wardens, the Necromancer left his work to see what this was about.

Once on the towers roof, a misshapen creature stepped from the darkness and bowed.  Its gutteral voice, not use to human speech, gurgled as it labored through it's message.  "Dwarvessss your Darknesssss.  An amry of Dwarvessss, larger than your own, arrive here at sssssunrisssssse.  It is led by Lord Devvvvvronnnnn."

As the last of it message left its tortured throat, the creature stepped back into the darkness as if it had never been.  The annoyance of the Necromancer forgotten, he stared into the east, seeing nothing but the moonlit plains.   'So', he thought, 'our neighbor Dwarves wish to play.  If rumor is correct, this Lord Devron carries an artifact that I would like very much to take from him.  Of course that may be more difficult since my troops may have to do it without my assistance.  We shall see....'

Leaning over the parapet, the Necromancer yelled down to his followers, "Arise my minions, there are Dwarves for us to sacrifice to the Dark One.  Come to me"

The announcement was greeted by a growing wail as the minions of darkness gathered.

_________________________

Not far away, Lord Devron was himself receiving a missive from an armored Dwarf messenger.  Scanning the message Lord Devron slammed his fist down in anger and flew to his feet.  His advisor caught the discarded note before it drifted to the floor and read its contents.

****

My Lord Devron,

It is my sad duty to relay to you the fall of our Eastern Watchtower and it's supporting depot.  The treacherous Jade Elves marched from their nearby city and attacked us with no warning.  The facility is now in their hands.  We await further instructions and wish you well in your coming battle with the Devout dogs.

Minister Gerilist Bogtemo

****
