Tuesday, September 13, 2005

Meditations upon Time, the Brutal Taskmaster

<a soft black leather-bound journal, tucked away neatly under a stack of papers in the top drawer of Tirasa’s desk>

I was born in the Kaldorei year 7,926 upon Nordrassil.  Apparently my parents were both killed during the storm created by the remaining Highborne in an attempt to change the druids’ minds about allowing magic in Kaldorei society.  I don’t know which side they were on, actually, I don’t know very much about it at all.  In the year 7,300 (-6,718 by human reckoning), that same small band of Highborne was exiled from Kalimdor.  These Highborne went on to the Eastern Kingdoms, and eventually evolved into the Quel’dorei.

As an infant, I was taken in by Kythen, a widowed merchant.  He was a merchant of herbs, textiles, and, as I soon came to find out, prostitutes.  For many long years I was exposed to his advances, and if I rebuked him, I was given to one of his customers as a special gift.  Upon reaching adolescence, I found out that Kythen was once a member of Lord Kur’talos Ravencrest’s Talons.  I began to ask him about it, but it was clear that he had decided to put that part of his life behind him.  Finding his journals, I began to secretly train in the Talons’ methods of Shadowhunting, methods that were used to keep Illidan Stormrage under surveillance while he studied with Queen Azshara and the Burning Legion.

While in training, I became enthralled with the idea of seeking Illidan out to learn how more to protect the Kaldorei against another possible onslaught of the Burning Legion.  Also, I could not help but believe that Illidan had simply made bad choices (but for good reasons), and I hoped to find a way that he could be redeemed.

After a few years, I found an unmarked cavern, which led to an oubliette, which led to another tunnel, into the Barrow Deeps, where Illidan was imprisoned.  The Watchers, led by Maeiv Shadowsong, and even under the guide of Cenarius’ son Califax, had become corrupt.  Their prisoner was routinely beaten and starved, and so, avoiding Maeiv, Califax, and the other Watchers by using the ancient talents of the Talons, I struck up an awkward friendship with Illidan by bringing him food and news of the outside world.  Also I agreed to teach him the Talons’ methods of concealment and thought-guarding, and he agreed to teach me the weaknesses of demons and how to avoid their attacks.

Then, after spending secret centuries in each other’s company, Illidan and I discovered a burning (and for the time being, unrequitable) attraction for each other.

From the history books:  In the Kaldorei year 20 (613 by human reckoning), the Burning Legion launched its invasion of Ashenvale, hoping to defeat the night elves and consume the magic of the World Tree.  Tyrande Whisperwind, hoping that Illidan’s powers would prove useful in defeating the Legion, released the Demon Hunter from his prison.

Yes, I was there when Tyrande released Illidan.  I cannot express how delicious the battle against Maeiv and the rest were.  Justice had been warped, and then, in the span of a few hours, justice had been restored.  I agreed to follow Illidan, becoming his protector in the shadows.  We shared one single night of romance before Arthas manipulated him to steal the Skull of Gul’dan.

To make a long story short, Illidan transformed, slew Tichondrius, Malfurion banished him, and, the next year, Illidan’s pacts with the Burning Legion multiplied.  Kil’jaeden, the naga summoning, Dalaran, Kael’thas decision, yes, all of those events happened in my “true” time, the same as it happened in the “now” time.  Only, I was there as well, ever in the shadows.

Actually, I was the one who found Maeiv and Illidan in her custody, and alerted Kael and Vashj to his whereabouts.  Events soon unfolded as in the current time, and eventually Illidan faced Arthas, and lost.

In Outland, with Illidan, the naga, and Kael’thas and his blood elves, I began to feel the weight of my love for Illidan.  Since becoming a monstrous half-demon, I had not allowed him to touch me, an obstacle that he overcame by entering my dreams each night as his former self.  This, as strange as it sounds, satisfied me for awhile, but soon I sank into depression once again.  In the height of despair, I welcomed Kael’thas’ attentions for an evening, but that only served to remind me of the depth of my love for Illidan.  Finally, I began to realize that I had indeed failed in my original intentions by joining the very demons I swore to protect Kalimdor from.  Also, I had decided that Illidan was beyond redemption.  Recognizing my despondency, Illidan caught me reading his journal one evening, but, I suppose in exasperation, he tossed me Kael’s book about the Aspects instead of inflicting punishment.  In a fit of desperation, I called out, not to Elune, but to Nozdormu the Timeless One, beseeching him to give me one last chance to redeem myself and Illidan.

Nozdormu, I suppose on a whim, agreed to grant my wish, but reminded me that the wheel of time always requires a price for ceasing the direction of its spin.  Naturally, I blithely agreed to pay whatever price was demanded.  Nozdormu replied that every timeline has infinite branches, but , back then, I did not even attempt to understand, and instead, in my foolishness, begged that he get on with it.

I was then transported back to an Azeroth circa -10,100 (-9,507 by human reconing).  Pleading amnesia from a blow to the head enabled me to find that I was, in fact, Commander of Ravencrest’s original Talons, extremely talented at a very young age, and desired by most males of the force, though I had spurned every male’s attentions.  Taking a pragmatic approach, I realized that I would have to step into this “other” Tirasa’s shoes, and soon my previous troubles were long forgotten as we warred with the Burning Legion that Azshara had called to Kalimdor.

As soon as I was becoming accustomed to my new daily routine, a young Illidan Stormrage saved Kur’talos’ life against some demons of the Burning Legion, and he became Ravencrest’s head sorcerer, immediately equal in rank to my apparently well-seasoned self.

Illidan’s recklessness with magic soon became apparent to me, though, under orders, I saved his life more than once.  Illidan then had the audacity to complain to Kur’talos that he was tired of being “babysat”, and he demanded that he rescind his order that I trail him, but Ravencrest explained that he had ordered nothing of the sort!  I could have killed him, then, honestly.  I suppose that I did overreact and trail him a bit more than I should have, but I cannot say whether it was because of my love for him, or simply because I knew how his powers would eventually affect him.  He was so young, so naïve, and so tortured by his brother and Tyrande.  I thought I was helping him the only way I could.
After witnessing a scene that underlined the failed romance between Illidan and Tyrande, I did spend more and more time trailing him as his self-confidence plummeted and his anger against Tyrande’s chosen, Malfurion, grew.  Using the talents a much older Illidan taught me previously, one dark night I prevented the younger Illidan from being possessed by the now-demonic Xavius, and together, we killed him.  At this point, the young Illidan finally figured out that I cared for him, and was… shall I say, invigorated when I allowed him to kiss me, his ego returning one hundred-fold as he realized that he had acquired something that no other male in Ravencrest’s command had been able to, including Ravencrest himself.

Recklessly throwing himself into the situation as always, Illidan demanded that I become his mate the following evening, and, I suppose, surprisingly, I agreed, though I knew that he did not love me.  However, I did know that he would soon become addicted with his newfound magical powers and fascinated with the demon’s ways.  True to form, Illidan complained to Ravencrest that the Kaldorei army would never defeat the Burning Legion by force alone, and requested permission to study it “in the field” to find a better way of defeating the demons.  Kur’talos was aghast, but I then outlined for him a plan for Illidan to infiltrate the Highborne’s demonic intentions, with myself protecting him from the shadows and relaying the information back to the main force.  Once again, I taught the young Illidan advanced methods of thought-guarding that the older Illidan had taught me, and we set out.
Because of the intelligence that Illidan and myself were able to provide to Ravencrest and his forces, the Kaldorei were able to storm the palace before the Highborne could allow Sargaras through the portal.  However, Azshara managed to drain Illidan’s power from him at the last moment, leaving Malfurion to confront her.  He did weaken her with his druidic magic, but was overcome as well.  As current history writes, at the last moment the ancient dragons appeared overhead to demolish the portal and the Legion’s forces.  The ensuing conflict was so apocalyptic that the greater landmass of Kalimdor was broken apart and Azshara and the Highborne were smashed beneath the sea.

To continue also as written, the surviving Kaldorei traveled to Mt. Hyjal and, with the help of the dragons and Cenarius, built the world tree, Nordrassil.  There the Kaldorei vowed to never use magic again, for fear that the Legion would return.  Convinced that the Burning Legion’s forces did not depart completely from Kalimdor, Illidan and myself decided to use the knowledge of the demon’s own ways to cut them down where they survived.  Over time, as we set out to destroy what was left of the renegade Legion, Illidan developed the Demon Hunter rituals and spells, blinding himself so as to be more attuned to demonic energy.  He coerced me to do the same, but, in rejecting that, and because of my bond with Illidan, I believe I became more adept at evading and traveling alongside the demons unseen.  Eventually we two became heroes of Kalimdor and developed followers, of course to Illidan’s delight, and my chagrin.  Finally, wandering and out of touch with Malfurion and the rest of the night elves for centuries, we returned one fateful evening to a deserted Nordrassil just as the archdemon Archimonde broke through and attempted to drain the World Tree of its magic.  Of course we attacked at once, but all was destroyed as Malfurion, in a desperate last move, unleashed the power of Nordrassil.

As we twin souls spiralled upward in wisp form, looking forward to spending eternity together, I could almost see Nozdormu snatch up my essence in his bronze claw.  His final words to me were that the debt must be repaid, in an Azeroth where I had never before existed.

And so, I awakened in Teldrassil in the present year, to find myself stripped of my skills and powers, but unfortunately not my memories.  Pleading illness and memory lapses, I learned quickly that, in this life, I am an orphan that has been adopted by the kind innkeeper of Dolaraan.  To my utter horror, I also found out that Illidan the Betrayer is alive and well with his naga and the blood elves in Outland.  Thus believing that I could relearn and remember the secrets of both the Talons and the demonic knowledge of my life with Illidan, I decided to create a guild of rogues and hunters, the new Talons, to hunt down Illidan the Betrayer and his demonic friends.

