
  Burning Legion…fel creatures far tal er than the brave lone warrior. They were armored and burning from head to foot with virulent yel ow-green fire whose intensity vied with the fierce determination in the brown orbs of the single orc. With wicked blades and other vile weapons, they slashed again and again, seeking to break through his guard. But ever he kept them at bay


  with his ax, a stunning weapon that was made more fantastic in that


  it was carved of wood.


  No…not carved. Thura recal ed that a shaman had once


  inspected it and declared that great magic had shaped the twinedged ax into being, magic rumored to be that of the demigod Cenarius. Cenarius had been a keeper of nature, a protector of the forest.


  Whatever the amazing origin of the ax, though, it clearly had magic of its own, for it sliced through strong blades and thick armor with the ease of passing through air. Great flashes of sinister yel ow-green fire sparked from the deadly wounds inflicted on them


  as they fel one after another to the orc’s sure hand.


  A deep, almost hazy emerald aura that had nothing to do with the


  flames of the Burning Legion draped over al , even the solitary champion. The aura itself was touched by a slight blue hue that added a sense of surrealism to the moment. Thura paid little mind


  to the aura, though, her anxiety rising as she continued to fail to find a crossing.


  Then a new, arresting figure materialized just behind and to the


  left of the male orc. He was an astounding being whose tal , violet-

