
At 6:58 Friday the thirteenth September 2002 I began a Warcraft III 4v4 random team ladder game. Early the next morning I went on a college visit so I wasn't able to hang out with my friends. I would play with a team of 4 versus another team of 4. The game was a ladder game so it would impact our records. The game began as all Warcraft 3 games do. I began my usual building order. The map was fairly new to me. It was basically two land masses separated by a yellow green swamp. Many islands, a few trees and a gold mine stood out of the vast swamp.


  The game started painfully because Blue rushed me early in the game. This threw me off and stunted my economic growth. Exactly 6 minutes and 2 seconds into the game my undead ally, Yellow disconnected from the game. My allies and I gained control of his units and buildings and had to work harder to manage our own and his bases.


Two minutes later I was beginning to develop advanced production capabilities to build sorceress. I discovered that purple had built 4 guard towers nestled on the edge of my land mass near a throng of trees and a shallow area of the swamp. Twelve footmen of Blue and twelve footmen of Green sat waiting in the murky waters, anticipating the attack. The defense structures would give them the advantage and a safe retreat. They charged my base. One water elemental stood in the way of the attack.


I typed “HELP” as I felt a foreboding about the destruction that would follow. Luckily both of my remaining allies came promptly to my aid. My orc ally Pink and Green clashed as my forces were pursued past the drab farms, past the elaborate arcane sanctums, to my lumber yard. Pink's forces were losing, yet his remaining forces beaten and battered still fought over the corpses of their fallen comrades and enemies. Meanwhile Blue's forces drew off the pursuit of my pitiful army as they began burning my city. With only two of Pink's fighters left I resorted to an act of desperation.


It seemed that the game was lost at this point because it would not take long before my base would be overrun. I felt dread at this point except when you are so deeply focused on a game you don't feel any emotions. Yet in some way you feel them all.


There was one opportunity left to survive. I rang the town bell and my peasants equipped themselves with weapons and prepared to fight the onslaught. Red, my third ally, came into the picture just as my batch of sorceress had been produced. My forces along with Red began to beat Blue back to the protection of Purple's towers while I aided my militia in killing the last of Green. As Red attacked the towers in vain Blue came back into the battle and forced me into retreat.


The battle continued like this for some time until 10 minutes and 21 seconds into the game when Red suddenly quit. He must have felt that the game was already lost. Five seconds later my last ally, Pink, believing that 2 players against 4 was hopeless, quit also. Now playing alone I would have to manage 4 completely separate cities and armies. When Red left I felt enraged. Why would he quit? We still had a slim chance. But when Pink left I felt anger swell up and fill my entire body from head to toe. “How could these people abandon a cause that was far from lost?” I thought as I pounded my fist into the mouse pad in a fury. I considered quitting for a second but didn't, not because I thought I was going to win but because giving up would make me a coward. I was going the make those bastards work for their victory. I felt as if I was being pulled by all of my limbs at the same time as I shifted from one base to the next, always building more men, always sending them to my base to fight in the ongoing battle. The enemy fought the battle as if it was playing a chess game, pulling its forces back to the towers if they were losing and pressing their forces into my city when they gained reinforcements. Their towers stood as a tribute to my inevitable defeat. Even if I was winning the battle I would never even damage the towers. And when I did they would be repaired.


More and more towers were being constructed closer to my base. As they approached my city the more impossible it was to send their forces into retreat. There was a ray of hope when I saw that the catapults I had build at Yellow's base were churned out. Catapults could out range and defeat towers but being at the bottom of the map these catapults would take an eternity to make it to the battle that I was starting to lose again. The town bell rang again as I militarized the peasants for the last time. I had gained the upper hand again and I gathered my multicolored, multiracial army just out of range of the towers. Blue's mage rained ice upon my burning  city, while I waited patiently. The catapults had finally arrived, they began to batter down upon the once invulnerable towers as I scrambled to defend them at all costs.


I left the scene of the battle to tend to the production of further armies as the catapults were destroyed by a well managed group of Green footmen. But the next catapult had already arrived and began assaulting the many footmen who were involved in the battle. Soon tides were turned and with towers almost destroyed and a new and powerful spell acquired, polymorph, I was able to rush the last of the towers with the support of two catapults. Even before the towers were taken out of the way I began pursuing the last of Blue's footmen into the murky swamp. Only one of his men made it out of that vile swamp. I saw more than just a ray of hope as I finally won the battle that had plagued my people for almost an eternity.


My army would be invincible with the powerful polymorph spell and a 300% mana regeneration aura. Polymorph turned even the most formidable enemy soldiers into harmless sheep. It lasted for 60 seconds. The attack that I launched was poorly coordinated and premature. Even though I managed to get each of my 12 sorceress to polymorph most of Green's footmen by franticly pressing 'o' and then left mouse click on the enemy. The allied enemy army overwhelmed my forces just as the reinforcements that I should have waited for arrived. Even though the battle was a defeat, blood stained the patch of grass just outside of the swamp where the battle took place. I used my level 6 mage's extraordinary spell “teleport” to pull the last of my battle weary sorceress back to my castle. When I looked back at the battlefield just as many of the corpses that lay there were from my team as theirs. When I looked back at my bases I had stockpiled both gold and men. It seemed as if I could actually win.


To make a long story short the war continued until I launched a massive multi-pronged attack and crushed their forces. One by one they quit the game.


When my griffins arrived at Blue's base the last enemy stronghold he typed “gg” and left. I screamed “BOOOOYEAAAA” as I literally jumped for joy. I could hardly believe that I was able to pull it off. I had defeated four humans by myself. I realized then that you should never give up, even when things are looking dark and the odds are piling up against you. Even when adversity strikes and it looks like you are going to fail if you focus you can pull through anything and achieve your goal. You don't know your own strength until you push yourself to the limit.

