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<HTML>

<TITLE>Everybody wants to Rule the World</TITLE>

<HEAD><CENTER>

<H1>Welcome to my Cube</H1>

<H2>Everybody wants to rule the World</H2>

<H3>but</H3>

<H4>There can be only ONE!</H4>

<HR SIZE=4 WIDTH="33%"></CENTER></HEAD>
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<EMBED SRC="http://www.geocities.com/trogwolf/dunesea.mid" WIDTH=0 HEIGHT=2 AUTOSTART=true>
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<P>Born on the Isle of Wight in 14 AD, my childhood was shattered when, at the age of 8, our village was destroyed by Romans and I was dragged back to the capitol and marched naked and in chains behind Ceasar's chariot.  Caligula, 10 years old at that time, must have been starving for companionship because he threw a terrible tantrum and would not be still until I was handed over as his personal slave.  I endured many beatings before I learned my new role and I gave Caligula one, its a wonder I was permitted to live after that. I didn't understand any of it fully until two years later, when I finally mastered that awful language.</P>

<img src="http://www.geocities.com/trogwolf/IamBarb.jpg">

<P>I discovered that I was immortal after being executed in 41 AD for the murder of my master, then Ceasar.  What a despicable excuse for a human being.  I suppose you can hardly blame the cruel beast, given his parentage and upbringing.</P><P>I roamed about, earning my keep escorting Jews along the Roman roads.  A skilled body guard was a valuable commodity in those days.  I witnessed an amazing transformation in the empire as the popularity of a once persecuted sect began to take over the capitol and, from there, the civilized world.</P>

<P>I finally made my way back to my beloved islands and spent a couple of centuries attempting to organize those tribes into some kind of force that the new Rome might not so easily overcome.  I carried my old gladiator's sword, improving upon its design, until it had developed an untarnishable and nearly unscratchable surface. I loved to listen to it sing in the heat of battle.  After enlisting the aid of a local druidic priest, we found a likely lad named William Arthur, whom I called Wart, and let him discover my sword cleverly wedged in the crevice of an ancient boulder.  It wasn't long before we had this boy convinced that, with his sword, he carried the destiny of his people in his hand.  I managed to teach him enough of swordsmanship and diplomacy that he was finally declared King of England by the unanimous vote of all the neighbouring clans.</P>
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<P>I guess his countrymen decided that the rule of one was a reasonable alternative to the raids we had been conducting with such devastating effect.</P>

<P>After having to watch the Wart age and finally die, I grew a bit heart sick - I loved the lad - and so became a bit of a recluse and an outlaw.  I would break out for a period of time, now in England, now in France, and finally settled in a ruinous old pile of rubble which had acquired the name Thorne's Keep.  After various and sundry repairs, I began to make a reputation for myself under the name Norman of Torn.</P>
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<P>My paramours knew me as Roger Conde.  The neighbouring lords called me Norman the Devil.  I commanded a small army of the most villainous outcasts ever assembled in Europe.  I finally became bored with the petty disputes of the feudal lords and the king and his princes so I launched my hoarde into the midst of a royal battle from which I knew they would never emerge alive, and disappeared.  The outcome of the battle was of little consequence to me.  Though I heard it said later that my small army turned the tide in favor of the royalists that day.  I began to travel again.</P>  

<P>I spent a great deal of time in North Africa exploring mathematics and the natural sciences, which naturally led me to the Orient.  I began to hear rumors of a warlike island people off the east coast of Asia.</P>
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<P>Upon closer examination I began to take an interest in the Japanese, warriors from the hill tribes often towering over the lowlanders at 6 feet and taller.  I followed the rise of Tokugawa and the Shogunates with great interest.  I was amazed to discover Christians there in 1637.  My amazement was short-lived when they were massacred at Shimawara in 1638.  There I met an intriguing fellow by the name of Musashi.  I guess I caught his attention, being the only one to survive the massacre, and he mine, being the finest swordsman I had ever seen.  His style was completely new to me.  The Shogun honor valor, so I was not executed and I convinced Musashi to permit me to study under him during his time in Ogura and then at Kumamoto castle.  I continued with him, under the name Teruo Nobuyuki, in his retirement to the cave Reigendo in 1643, where he was fond of bouncing ideas off of me for his treatise on strategy, Go Rin No Sho, or The Book of Five Rings.</P>

<A HREF="http://www.samurai.com/5rings/">
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<P>At first I thought it a bit arrogant of him, but then I suppose he was the greatest swordsman I had ever seen.  He hardly ever used a blade to defeat an opponent.  A couple of stout sticks was usually sufficient in his capable hands.  I learned all I could from him, in his way of strategy, both his skill in combat and his mental processes.  He was killed in May 1645, not long after Go Rin No Sho was completed, by a man wielding a fan, on a day when he had sent me into the village for supplies.  The head of the man, along with his fan, went into Musashi's grave.  I kept his katana as payment for my retribution.  I left Japan then, and spent quite awhile in Korea and China.  I met an interesting young woman who had developed a very simple but rigorous style of unarmed combat which she called Wing Chun.  I taught her how to use a stout stick as effectively as a sword and she, in turn, taught me how to be effective if I should get caught without even a stout stick.  I then spent time in Tibet.  It was there that I began to truly develop the powers of my mind.  By 1850 I felt I had done all I could in that area so I decided to turn again to my physical training and headed south.</P>

<P>I chose to pit myself against the most primeval adersaries possible.  I deliberately lost myself in the darkest part of the darkest continent, entering the jungles of southwestern Africa, and didn't meet a white man again until 1913.</P>

<A HREF="http://www.geocities.com/trogwolf/torso1.jpg">
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<P>Poor d'Arnot. After I saved him from that cannibal village, his gratitude was surpassed only by his delirium.  It became clear to me that I would have to give him some explanation for my being alone in the middle of the jungle, but the truth certainly wouldn't do.  He was ready to accept any story I might have given him and that "raised by apes" tale was the first thing I could think of.  I'm glad I didn't tell him the truth - look what happened to the story I did tell him.</P><P>On the other hand, I discovered long ago that the best lie is the truth told unconvincingly.</P>

<P>Meeting and speaking again with a white man reminded me how much I missed the association of intelligent men and the companionship of beautiful women.  D'Arnot easily prevailed upon me to come with him and see Western Europe and the Americas.  I might just as well have been raised by apes.  A lot had changed since I was last in England or France.</P>

<P>I had no doubts about my physical prowess after my time in Africa, but I knew I would have to regain whatever I had lost in swordsmanship.  In Tibet I discovered an ability to reach a place where sword fighting was almost as common as shaking hands, and I knew that I would have an unusual advantage over even the most highly skilled swordsman there, so I departed Earth for a time.</P>
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<P>I soon discovered that I needn't have worried about my skills with the sword.  There are some skills the body never forgets.  <I>A man's ways with his</I><B> sword</B><I> and his ways with his</I><B> woman</B><I> being the most enjoyable such skills that come to mind.</I></P>

<P>I have just returned to my home world.  I believe that I am as mentally and physically prepared as I could ever be.  Now I await the<B><I> Gathering</I></B>.  After being honored on my adopted world with the title Warlord.  I long to earn the same title, by combat if necessary, on the world of my birth.</P>
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<P>Let the Games begin.</P><HR SIZE=6 WIDTH="50%"><H5>There can be only ONE!</H5>

<HR SIZE=6 WIDTH="50%"><ADDRESS>Henri, Le Trog de Troies, clan Cameron</ADDRESS>

<P>Now that you've examined my past, feel free to glimpse the future:</P>

<P><A HREF="http://www.geocities.com/trogwolf/Yours.html">YOURS</A> [] <A HREF="http://www.geocities.com/trogwolf/mine.html">MINE</A> [] <A HREF="http://www.geocities.com/trogwolf/ours.html">OURS</A><!--/body--><!--/html--> 
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    <center>

  <UL>

        <LI><B>email:</B> <A 

        href="mailto:trogwolf@yahoo.com">trogwolf@yahoo.com</A> 

        <!---  ---!></LI></UL>

 <p><UL>

    <center>

      <LI><B>Personal Hotlist:</B> <A 

      href="http://www.myildportal.com/811705"><B>E-Commerce gold: So you want to be a miner '99er</B></A> , 

      <A href="http://www.magnabloc.com/"><B>Magna Bloc(tm) 

      the Pain</B></A> , <A href="http://www.quixnet.net/"><B>QuixNet.Net(tm) 

      Family Friendly ISP</B></A> , <A href="http://www.geocities.com/imagesite.html">

<B>Imagesite Flat Panel Plasma Monitor</B></A> , <A href="http://www.geocities.com/noxmain.html">

<B>Westwood Studios Presents NOX, the Movie, I mean the Game</B></A> ,

<A 

      href="http://www.amazondistributing.com/"><B>Get more pleasure from your jewelry</B></A> , <A 

      href="http://www.geocities.com/immortal.html"><B>Cave of the 

      Immortal Trogwolf</B></A> , <A 

      href="http://www.broadcast.com/"><B>Broadcast.com(tm), Your Web Event Host 

      with the Most</B></A> , <A href="http://www.keybdwizrd.com/"><B>WebTunes 

      by Michael D. Walthius, the Keyboard Wizard</B></A> . 
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