
The Tale of Brand - Parts I & II 
 

PART I 

 

In a tavern during a particularly vicious snow storm in midwinter: 

"So you want to hear about where I got my powers and why I use 

those for good, well listen: 

I got my arcane powers when I made a pact with a demonic entity I 

call "The Hand of the Shadows". Its real name should never be 

used, ever. What I offered in this bargain was the use of my body 

during certain planar conjunctions. Of course it tricked me and the 

conjunctions happen more often and have a longer duration than 

what it told me. This I found when I woke up 500 miles from the 

place where I went to sleep, and found out that one month had 

passed. I also found out that atrocities had been done during that 

time with the description of the culprit matching myself. I fled when I 

heard that paladins and avengers of the Raven Queen had been 

dispatched, apparently the lady of death does not like that someone 

takes people in their graves too early. 

 

This continued for some time. There were occasional phases when 

the demon controlled me but they were shorter, from a few hours to 

a few days. And I continued fleeing. The noose was tightening 

around me all that time, and I had to start using violence against 

those who tried to capture me. Gradually I relished more and more 

to use my powers and I stopped caring whether I used them for good 

or ill. 

 

Then one day, after I woke up what I later found was a two month 

long period of not being in control of myself, everything changed." 

 

Brand starts singing: 

"She came to me one morning 

One lonely Sunday morning 

Her long hair flowing 

In the midwinter wind 

I know not how she found me 

For in darkness I was walking 

And destruction lay around me 

From a fight I could not win 

Ah ah ah ..." 

 

Brand sips from a cup of mulled wine, and continues his tale. 

"I was on a hill, in the middle of a battleground with an awful lot of 

corpses. It was snowing lightly, but I saw a cordon of warriors 

circling me at about a mile away. An elven avenger, sacred hunter of 

the Raven Queen led them. I did not know him personally at that 

time, but it was Adran. He approached alone, his axe ready to strike 

me down. I tried to muster my powers but found them slipping from 

my control so I was completely defenceless. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Then time stopped. Snowflakes stayed in the air, though a cold wind 

still blew. And the lady in black arrived. I was speechless for a 

moment even though I did not recognize her but I could definitely tell 

that I was facing an avatar of god. I had not been particularly 

interested in any religion before this, and I never had felt the need to 

pray for anything. Adran of course knew her and had knelt the 

moment she walked amongst us." 

 

Then he sings another verse: 

 

"She asked me name my foe then 

I said the need within some men 

To fight and kill their brothers 

Without thought of love or God 

And I begged her give me horses 

To trample down my enemy 

So eager was my passion 

To devour this waste of life 

Ah ah ah ..." 

 

Brand's eyes seem to glow in the darkness of the tavern as he 

resumes his story. 

 

"She asked me who I was really fighting and why. I had stopped 

caring for a while so I replied I just wanted to slay those who hunted 

me so I could live for yet another day. I begged her to help me, to 

give me power to do just that. She refused." 

 

Brand's dreadful singing starts again: 

"But she would not think of battle that 

Reduces men to animals 

So easy to begin 

And then impossible to end 

For she, the mother of all men 

had counselled me so wisely then 

I feared to walk alone again 

And asked if she would stay  

Ah ah ah ..." 

 

Adran looks intently at Brand, even though he was present the two 

never had really discussed what happened that day. 

 

"She told me death needed not be rushed, everyone eventually 

would come to her. The balance of life and death was the most 

important thing, especially keeping that balance. She talked for a 

time, about the evil that men do, and about how to know when the 

scales needed tipping one way or other. She said I needed to be the 

force which ensued that the balance stayed at equilibrium. I argued 

that a task like that was too much for someone like me, that I needed 

her by my side." 
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And again, the singing continued, thankfully Brand rarely sings... 

 

"Oh lady lend your hand I cried 

And let me rest here at your side 

Have faith and trust 

In me she said 

And filled my heart with life 

There is no strength in numbers 

Have no such misconception 

But when you need me 

Be assured I won't be far away 

Ah ah ah ..." 

 

With a grimace, Brand resumes his tale. 

 

"She said two words: 'Faith manages'. That is all one should need to 

do any task. I remembered an old tale about Gods knowing the age 

of every tree and the color of every flower. Also they know just how 

wide your shoulders are, and they never give you anything to carry 

thats bigger than you can handle. I just had to grow bigger 

shoulders. She also told that I will not be alone. Adran would act as 

her proxy, occasionally prodding me in the right direction and maybe 

crucially to keep me in a tight leash lest I go amok again. He would 

always watch for me, for a good and ill." 

 

Brand finishes his song. 

 

"Thus having spoke she turned away 

And though I found no words to say 

I stood and watched until I saw  

Her black form disappear 

My labor is no easier 

But now I know I'm not alone 

I find new heart each time 

I think upon that windy day 

And if one day she comes to you 

Drink deeply from her words so wise 

Take courage from her 

As your prize 

And say hello for me 

Ah ah ah ..." 

 

And end his tale too. 

 

"I haven't seen her again, but I try to do what she told me to do. I am 

also researching rituals and mastering my skills for the day when I'll 

be strong enough to confront the Hand of Shadows again. And that 

day I will wrest my soul back from it, even if it is the last thing I'll do." 

 

 

 

 

 

 

PART II 

 

On a cold and clear night, somewhere in the wilderness: Adran and 

Brand are sitting on watch, with Rael, Elen and Turim sleeping 

nearby. Adran rises, slaps Brand on the shoulder and moves 

towards the sleeping area. 

 

Brand mutters: "Yeah, yeah, just go to sleep you damn tree-hugger." 

 

After being woken up by the elf, Elen joins Brand at the campfire. 

 

Elen looks quizzically at Brand, and after thinking for a while asks: 

"Why are you so nasty to him? To all of us? I'd thought we'd earned 

your respect by now, if not your friendship." 

 

Brand shrugs and replies mysteriously: "Some doors are better left 

unopened." 

 

"Come on, it's not like we've got anything else to do for the next 

hour, till you go wake Turim." 

 

"Ain't it torture enough to look at your misshapen features every day, 

you wish me to open old wounds too?" 

 

Elen's features darken, she balls her fists and rises to her full height 

dwarfing the slightly build warlock. Brand starts to shy away, but 

then rises too. Even at his full height, he barely reaches the goliath’s 

chest. Still, the warlock defiantly urges the gigantic warrior in front of 

him to avenge the insult: 

 

“Hit me, I deserve it”.  

 

Elen hesitates, which prompts further abuse from Brand: 

 

“Come on you sorry excuse for a female, give me the best you’ve 

got. If you dare.” 

 

Elen looks Brand directly in the eyes and shakes her head: “No, 

there is no honor in this.” 

 

She returns to her position beside the fire and sits down. Then half-

jokingly continues: “And if I’d hit you, you’d break in half as you are 

so fragile, little man.” 

 

Brand seems surprised by the lack of violent retaliation but after a 

while sits by the fire, opposite to Elen. The warlock seems to wrestle 

with his conscience what to do next but after a while he starts to talk 

again. 
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“I apologise, old habits go deep. I really shouldn't insult anyone who 

has saved my life on several occasions. Or even anyone who's 

willing to stand between me and a slavering beast. But I must not get 

friendly with anyone, or get someone closer to me than this group is. 

Even this is a risk, but one I need to take. It has been some time 

since "It" has possessed me, but I do not presume the ordeal to be 

over. "It" will come back, and then as it now knows what path I have 

taken "It" will try to hurt me through the people I care about. So the 

simple solution is to not care about anyone. But the catch is that 

however powerful I may become, it will not be enough to slay the 

devil. I will need you all there, in the Nine Hells. Alone, I stand less 

chance than a snowflake in a firestorm." 

 

Being of an adventurous bend, Elen interjects to this: “That sounds 

like an epic challenge. But what if this big bad devil appears before 

you are ready?” 

 

Brand raises his sight from the flames and looks directly at the 

granite grey eyes of the goliath: 

 

 “Then we will all die a horrible death. And I will spend all eternity as 

a slave in Hell. The problem is I do not yet know “It’s” real identity. If 

we find a simple devil there should be no great problem, but it might 

be one of the eight archdevils who each rule one of the Nine Hells. 

Then we are in trouble.” 

 

Elen listens intently, nodding from time to time. “Eight archdevils you 

say? But who’s the ruler of the ninth Hell?”. 

 

“The strongest, most cunning, and most handsome of all devils. The 

one who rules all the Nine Hells. The evil god Asmodeus.” 

 

Elen is startled by this: “You want to slay a god?” 

 

Brand shakes his head: “Want to, no. Need to, maybe. But I will walk 

this road to whatever end I need to.”. 

 

She ponders for a while more and asks one more question: "Tell me 

how all this started, why did you sign your infernal pact?" 

 

"Well, it started many years ago... I grew up on a farm, with my 

parents and my two brothers Brian and Beryl. Yes, me a farm boy if 

you can imagine. I had some fledgling magical ability, but I still 

helped my family with the everyday chores at the farm. There was 

also this half-elf maiden from our village, Thalaris Summerbreeze, 

who I were engaged with. And I responded to the name 

Barthomolew then, or Barth as my older brothers called me. Then 

when our mother started expecting a fourth child it all went downhill. 

She was ill a lot of the time, and finally died in giving birth to our little 

sister, Berica. She survived for 2 hours more than our mother. A few 

months after that, during a festival I went to see my future from or an 

oracle's scrying ball. That old gypsy showed me a vision with me 

lying on the ground before my home with all the buildings of the 

village ablaze around me. She also told that whatever happened in 

that vision was because I was not strong enough. And that it would 

happen within the next season. 

 

Well, I falsely assumed she meant I did not have enough magical 

power to stop whatever would come and burn our village. So I took 

the easy road to power that I had found in old books, I made a pact 

with the devil. The only way I thought I had to prevent that disaster. 

Oh I was so wrong. Yes, I got more powerful. But only a few weeks 

after that, I experienced the first possession. And I think you can 

guess what that led to..." 

 

Elen nods. 

 

"Yes, I awoke in my village. With all the buildings ablaze. And I ran 

away never to return away" 

 

"But they might be alive. Would they not want to see you, and you 

them?", Elen interjects, “Though I personally know it is sometimes 

easier to just burn the bridges.” 

 

"How do you think I can look into their eyes knowing that I burnt my 

home? No, I can't go back. At least not before I have completed my 

task. And by then it might be too late. I am already on the slippery 

slope, and reversing the course after I have gotten my vengeance 

might be impossible." 

 

Brand sighs. 

 

"Vengeance, it's all that is left for me. It fills my though every waking 

hour, and it is the only goal I aspire to. I will use any means 

necessary, sacrifice anything, do anything. Too much has been lost 

already for me to leave this road..." 

 

Brand sits quietly for a time. 

 

After a while, Brand takes a dagger out of the folds if his cloak. "I do 

not know if you have seen this small unassuming blade I have 

carried with me  since you've met me?" 

 

Elen shakes her head. 

 

"It was gift from Thalaris, and I will use it to carve the devil's heart 

out. Then I will freeze it, and shatter it. So that it will know how it 

feels when someone breaks your heart. Then my soul would be my 

own again..." 

The goliath female sits for a while, and then stands. She walks round 

the fire a couple of times to stretch her long limbs and then sits back 

again. She then says quietly: "I see". 

 

"You don't, and that is a good thing." Brand replies and nods towards 

the place where the rest of the adventurers are sleeping, 

 

"I'll go wake Turim, it's his watch now, and I'll try to catch some 

rest.". With this, as usual, shadows cling to Brand and he disappears 

into the darkness. 

 


