I - An Evening at Gozer’s

Another exciting evening at Gozer’s in the Menagerie of Thyreth. My dear friends and I decided to get together there last night for dinner, a few drinks, and a couple of friendly games of stones. Now, normally there wouldn’t be a whole lot to say but this night…well this night was a bit different. 
First, a little about me though… I do love talking about myself. For anyone who may find this little journal I am a human male, 5 days away from my 17th birthday. I am a little over 5’7” with a slender build. I have longish blond, almost white hair and grey eyes. I am generally described as ‘an attractive young man’ and I do get my share of the young maidens here in Thyreth. I have an innate magical ability in that I am able to ‘feel’ the presence of magic and have been able to actually wield magic in a useful way for the last few years. My ‘gift’ first manifested itself when I was entering my school years. Maybe about age 5 or 6. Things would just happen around me. The shutters would come undone or a gust of wind would knock a drink off the table. Something strange was happening and my parents, mom a homemaker/woodseller, and father a woodcutter, originally thought we were being harassed by spirits. My parents were even more frightened when they found that the source of the strange activity was indeed their only child (that would be me). The fear subsided however as first, they began to realize that I would never intentionally harm anyone, and second, I began to gain some semblance of control over my abilities. As it stands today, I have mastery of a few useful ‘spells’ and my mother in particular has found my talents quite helpful around the house (sweeping dust out the door, raising books and dusting under shelves, heating water for the bath, adding flavor to foods, and other such things). 
I have spent my entire life in the town of Thyreth. Our little town has gained notoriety and has grown considerably since around the time of my birth. You see, about that time, a ‘star’ fell from the sky and landed nearby our fair city. People come from miles around to see the largest chunk of the star at the appropriately named ‘Temple of the Fallin’ Star.” The monks and priests there are dedicated to The Powermaster. They saw their temple and following grow once the star became the temple’s main attraction. In fact, the monks act as Thyreth’s police force and the church abbot is our primary governor. I tend to lean more towards The Lord of the Silver Linings, The Laugher, The Traveler, The Raconteur, and The Pure One myself though. They are all represented on church street. My friends and I spend quite a bit of our time in the Menagerie, a section of town made up primarily of humanoids and demi-humans. You can see a wide variety of people and cultures in this interesting part of town. Each racial group even kind of has its own subsection of the Menagerie. Anyway, back to last night at Gozer’s. 
I was the first of our little group to arrive at Gozer’s. A group of traveling minstrels was just getting into their set. I asked the co-owner of Gozer’s, a bugbear by the name of Kurg what the special was and was told that tonight’s bugbear surprise was fire salamander. Well, it didn’t sound good but Kurg usually can make anything taste pretty good. I was informed that it wasn’t quite ready yet so I went downstairs to the common room and ordered a nice drought. The common room was fairly deserted but it was still early and I anticipated a large crowd for the night as Kurg said that it the dwarven drum-core was going to be on stage later in the evening. The dwarves always draw a crowd of other dwarves and members of different races that enjoy their percussive music. 
The first of my friends to arrive was Grace. Grace is an interesting person…And yes, even though she is a ‘half-orc’ she is indeed a ‘person’. Grace is always trying her very best to be soft, gentle, and as graceful as her name would suggest. I fear for her that her efforts may yield no better results than my ‘body-building’ activities however as she is a giant of a woman. She easily stands over 6 feet and has biceps nearly the size of my thigh. She has always stood by me and I have little doubt that if needed she could wield the greataxe she carries with lethality.  As per usual, she arrived at Gozer’s with the aforementioned weapon and wearing her suit of studded leather armor. She came over to my seat and greeted me warmly. It was clear that she was wearing some kind of face-paint…I originally thought ‘why is Gracie wearing war-paint?’ when it struck me that the decoration was actually cosmetic paint of some kind. The effect was probably not what she was intending but I didn’t have the heart to tell her. Her smile as she bid her tidings was an indicator of her mood. It was a rare good mood that I didn’t want to spoil. 
It was at that moment Jezell entered the common room. Now, Jezell can arrive unnoticed if she wishes to be discreet but today I guess she wanted to make her presence known. She came in wearing a broad smile and looking quite lovely. Jezell, is a 16 year-old half-elf. She is short in physical stature and has a compact build that I am not the only young man to find alluring…She kind of reminds me of a dancer or acrobat as she seems to have unfailing balance and posture. She has straight, dark hair that in no way will she allow to cover her elven heritage (pointed ears) as she is very proud of where she came from. Jezell’s father is a cartographer and Jezell has taken to the trade as well. She seems to make most of her coin however selling information. I know she makes a few silver from me as she directs some of the fairer female tourists to our town to me as a ‘guide’. You see, I like to show a few select young maidens the sites of our town and surrounding area personally. Jezell may know me better than any of my other friends and she knows my tastes in girls well. She and I have a little bit of a ‘history’ if you know what I mean. While I will always have very fond memories of that time, and while I may for now on, always have a ‘thing’ for half-elves, Jezell is possibly my BEST friend. Quite frankly the nature of our ‘new’ relationship was drastically changing the very essence of the friendship that we share. It was for this reason that we both felt it would be better to simply remain friends…Though there are times that I feel there is still a mutual attraction. Jezell said her ‘hello’ and asked if I had an idea were Gozer was. I told her that Kurg said that Gozer was out meeting someone who had magic to show him. I believe that Kurg said it was another gnome and that Gozer was not expected back. 
Brock plowed into the common room next, shirtless as per usual. Brock is one of the monks from the Temple of the Fallin’ Star. This makes him a very useful contact as it is always nice to be friends with someone on the local police force. Brock is short and stocky but has a quickness and agility that would completely take you off-guard if you were to judge him on his appearance. He is one of the finest wrestlers I have ever seen and he holds his own even at the stadium. I made the mistake of wrestling with him once and nearly got my arm broken for my efforts. Brock was already ‘sizing up’ the occupants of the room to see who may be able to challenge him to an informal match. Something of note to keep in mind about Brock is he is an instigator. He is probably the most prodigious trash-talker that I have met in my lifetime. I think it may be a professional wrestler thing as the few that I have met all seem to do a lot of talking but Brock truly has a gift.

Durrin was next to arrive. He has always been a bit of an enigma to me. He appears human but there is something just a little different about him. He stands shorter than me but seems to be a little more solidly built. He has the red hair and fair skin common to members of the Kalamaren nobility but he speaks with no accent and I don’t think he is of Kalamaren decent. Another thing about Durrin is that I have known him for as long as I can remember and it doesn’t seem as if he has changed a bit. Not even a little bit. Durrin is a quiet person with an innate ability to read people. He is a tremendous judge of character and has solid gut instincts. I would trust his senses perhaps even more than my own. In fact out on one of our little group’s expeditions, he once warned that the bridge upon which I was standing, was giving out a full 2-3 seconds before any others including myself, knew anything was wrong. 
Falco, the half-hobgoblin and former tribesman showed up with his usual bluster. While not particularly large, Falco carries himself like a proud warrior and is quite intimidating. Like Grace, he showed up armored in his chain shirt and armed with his own greataxe. Also like Grace he knows how to wield his weapon of choice. His style however is completely different from hers. All of Grace’s motions are well calculated and seemingly under the strictest of control. The only time I have ever seen Falco fight however, it was uncontained destructive fury. Since that day I have made it a point to never anger Falco. I am pretty certain that he could cleave my thin body in half with just one savage swing of his mighty weapon. Falco doesn’t do a lot of talking so when he does, I tend to pay attention. He announced loudly after eating his meal that he had no money. This got Kurg upset as he wondered how Falco planned on paying for his meal and ale…As Falco has defended me in times of trouble without question, I figured to be peacemaker here. I assured Kurg that Falco’s bill would be paid and that I would be fully responsible for his tab that evening. I also asked Falco to kind of keep it to a minimum as I am not a rich person. Falco did do his eating and drinking in moderation… Well, for him anyway. The bill still ended up totaling over 2 gold including my meal and 2 ales.
The last of our group to make his way in was Valin, and by the time of his arrival, the place was really starting to get busy. Valin is human, like Brock and me. He is about my height but seems to carry himself a little taller. He is powerfully built and is quite strong. My father used to joke that Valin and I were switched at birth as Valin bears a much closer resemblance to my father than I do. Of course, I look similar to my mother so the ‘switched at birth’ thing is nonsense. Valin had just gotten off of work himself. He is a blacksmith and member of the town militia. Valin arrived with his greatsword and in armor. Valin has just recently been ordained as a priest of The Knight of the Gods, considered the most noble and true of all the gods of Tellene. He takes his duties as a priest very seriously and one can often find him on one of the soapboxes located at the square trying to get his message across. Some have called him ‘preachy’ but he has helped me understand the consequences of some of my actions, and has taught me to take responsibility for their sometimes unanticipated and unwelcome affects. 
We all sat around eating the bugbear surprise, drinking Gozer’s house ale, and talking about our respective working days. There was the usual ribbing between friends with Grace and Brock being the target of many somewhat cruel jokes. Brock of course gave it right back but Grace seemed somewhat upset. I reassured her that we do indeed love having her around and told her that her ‘makeup’ looked ‘nice’. This seemed to boost her spirits and she even seemed to catch the attention of an older male half-orc. I’d seen him around before and I later found out that he worked as a guide. His name is Hopi and later in the night, much to my surprise, our very own Gracie wound up leaving Gozer’s with him. 
The dwarven drum core started their performance and the place really started hopping. There were a few other people at Gozer’s of note last night. The first being a lone man in a hooded cloak who had paid for many beers but didn’t ever have his mug filled as near as I could tell. I approached the man carefully and he spoke in a gravelly voice “You are not the one that I seek”. 

“I know a lot of people in Thyreth, I have lived here all my life.” I exclaimed. “Perhaps I can help you find who you are seeking?”

The mysterious man spoke “He has a crystal shard from the fallin’ star, similar to yours”

I looked down at the pink-tinged, blue crystal hanging on a leather throng from my neck. I had found it while out hunting for ‘star-crystals’ a couple of years ago. I knew that my friend Valin had a similar albeit smaller, stone and that several of the brotherhood of the Falling Star had the star crystals as well. “Perhaps he is a monk or priest at the temple?” I said. “I know one of their number...” I had Brock in mind when saying this. 
“No...” the man interrupted. “I believe he was in the brotherhood at one time but I think that he left the order.”

“I am sorry that I am unable to help you.” “Good luck to you on your search.” And with that, I left him to his business.

There was also an entire group of note, other than the dwarves that is. There was some kind of adventuring or mercenary group present as well. Now, adventurers and explorers are not at all unusual as lots of people go into the surrounding wood looking for crystals but this particular group was different. They were much more organized and well-equipped than the average group in these parts. This includes my little group of friends who all take our exploration seriously and have top of the line equipment… Well, at least the best that we can afford. The group was huddled over a map of some sort. As Jezell is interested in maps, and we all were being nosy, Jezell decided to approach them and see what she could find out. They quickly put the map away when they saw her coming. She actually was able to sell them another map however and actually tried to fix up one of the 2 women in their party with me. She didn’t choose the best candidate though as the woman was older than myself and was a cleric of The Riftmaster. She was far too serious minded to be interested in someone like me. It turns out though, that Grace’s new half-orc friend was their guide and he told Grace that they were interested in the area near the waterfall. I am quite familiar with the area as it is one of my favorite places to take girls. The view from the top of the ridge is quite remarkable and the spot is perfect for a quiet, romantic picnic. I confirmed this information by magically causing a brief distraction and then using the instant to take a peek at the map. The area shown on the map was indeed the area near the waterfall. 
Things were moving along over the evening… I played a couple of games a stones with Valin and was doing some general people-watching. Brock managed to find a taker to his wrestling challenge and to my surprise, he lost. Of course in fairness to Brock, this guy really didn’t wrestle, he punched. Brock called him a “pugilist” I believe. Anyhow, we were all having a good time when the ground began to shake. An earthquake…Wow! I had heard about them but have never actually been in one. I was quite frightened by the quake and ducked under the nearest table until the shaking stopped. Once the earthquake ended, I got up and took a look around. The strange man in the cloak that I had spoken to earlier was gone and a few others were beginning to settle their respective debts with Kurg. Falco mentioned to me that the man in the cloak just got up during the commotion and calmly walked out of the tavern. About that time we heard the shouts of “Fire! Fire!” outside. This called Brock and Valin back to work as part of their responsibility includes working the fire brigade. I settled Falco and mine’s debt leaving a generous tip and a strange feeling came over me. I felt as if I needed to go to the city wall. I headed out the door and towards the walls outside with Falco following closely behind me. The streets were a scene of somewhat organized chaos as there were a few fires burning, most likely caused by lanterns that tipped over during the quake. Falco and I made our way to the city walls. The star-crystals in the walls were glowing. This means that the magical defenses for the city’s fortification had been activated. Falco swore up and down that he saw movement heading into the sewers but I saw nothing. I am thinking that the movement that Falco saw was most likely just a trick on his eyes played by the smoke from the fires. As far as the wall’s defenses being triggered, I believe it was due to the earthquake. I imagine that a tremor such as the one we had last night could easily be mistaken by the defenses as an attack on Thyreth. 
It was beginning to grow late and I felt that I really should head home and check back in with my folks. After all, they may have started to worry since it had been nearly an hour since the quake and they hadn’t heard from me. I said my goodbye to Falco and headed home for the evening. My parents seemed relieved to see that I was ok. I stayed up with them, talking about the earthquake and all that was going on. My father told me that I needed to get to sleep since the fires most likely damaged some building frames and that the demand for wood, particularly timber, may be high for the next few days. With his words, I was off to bed. It was a while before I got to sleep with all the excitement of my evening but sleep did finally overtake me.

II – My Birthday!

Five days had passed since the earthquake and my father was right; we were very busy. The next thing that I knew it was my 17th birthday! The group got together that day at Gozer’s over lunch. It turns out that Grace DID in fact get more closely ‘acquainted’ to her half-orc friend. She is now referring to him as her ‘boyfriend’. Hmm, they have known each other for less than a week and he is her boyfriend now? Interesting I say. Everyone in our group had been considerably busy with doing their since we were all together last. Not much was said about the earthquake over lunch however Grace got some very interesting news from her new boyfriend. He said he was hired as guide for that group of adventurers/mercenaries that were at Gozer’s the night of the earthquake and that the group was checking out a cave that appeared out of nowhere behind the waterfall. He figured it must have been opened up during the earthquake and I was inclined to agree at that point. I found the thought of exploring this new cave completely fascinating and my friends agreed that since the weekend was starting in the morning, perhaps we could go out and check it out. After all, the falls are only about 4-5 hours hike away and if we set out in the morning, we could spend a lot of time out there. There was some discussion about paying Grace’s boyfriend to guide us to the falls but that idea was met with laughter. I mean, I take lady-friends of mine up there for picnics all the time and our whole group has been up on the ridge overlooking the falls. I mean, the view from there is a wonder of the gods. We decided that Hopi could come along but that we weren’t going to pay him to take us there. Our lunch over we all headed back to our daily work, agreeing to meet in the morning to go exploring.

That evening, I returned to Gozer’s as I had no intention of spending the evening/night of my birthday alone. There was one of the loveliest lovelies that I have ever laid eyes on taking in her evening meal. I had never seen her before and later found that she was a tourist from the south who had come into Thyreth with her family to visit the Temple of the Fallin’ Star. Tall, lanky, and red-haired, I immediately found myself quite attracted to her. I asked her what her plans were for the rest of the evening and was able to talk her into letting me entertain her. Jezell, apparently also had the idea that I shouldn’t spend my birthday alone as she showed at Gozer’s with a young lady in tow whom she wanted to introduce to me. I kind of motioned her away and she got my message loud and clear as she saw who I was chatting with. 


I did spend a wonderful evening and most of the night with the wonderful Aubrea. We wound up just up the river at the Famwellers’ wood-mill. Famwellers’ mill has some great viewing spots for the river and we spent most our time at one of them. It is close to town and the road from there is safe enough after dark. Aubrea helped make my 17th a special and memorable one and I would have loved to have gotten together with her again. Unfortunately, her family was only in town for the weekend. I asked her if she would like to accompany my friends and I on our excursion in the morning but she respectfully declined. I escorted her back to her inn, said my goodnight, thanked her for helping to make my birthday so special, and asked her to find me should she return to Thyreth in the future. On that note, I returned to my own home and retired. 
III – The Most Interesting Cave

Little did I know that I would be writing this entry by magical light inside the most interesting cave I have ever seen. As this whole excursion has been quite confusing, I will start from the beginning. Me and my entire group of friends met up in the morning at Gozer’s to head out to the falls. Grace even managed to convince Hopi to come along with us free of charge. Maybe he is indeed her boyfriend? He offered to lead the way and we figured it wouldn’t be a bad idea to have an expert on point for us so we let him lead. It was a nice day for hiking and I figured we could make the falls within a few hours since the weather was clearly going to be cooperative. Our trip up to the ridge overlooking the falls went by smoothly. The view of the falls from the ridge is always a magnificent sight. The very spot in which we stood is easily one of my favorite places to be; so peaceful and beautiful. Falco noticed something else around the falls though. He spotted movement of some kind towards the bottom of the falls. He was unsure of the details but it looked like a group of humans or demi-humans was moving about down there. Hopi suggested it was the other adventuring group and we all agreed that was most likely the case. Valin made the decision for Hopi to take us over the high trail over the waterfall, so that we could get a better look at the group with a minimum chance of them spotting us. 


As we moved towards the top trail, I cast the only protective spell that I know how to cast. The spell hardens my clothing and kind of crystallizes it. It makes it much tougher for weapons to penetrate and do me harm. It worked quite well when I was attacked by the Pelferton’s dog as his teeth were unable to bite through the material (though I did get some pretty bad bruises from the pressure of his jaws). 

We hiked up the upper trail, and looked down at the falls below. It was indeed the group of adventurers/mercenaries we had seen the other night. They seemed to be confused about something and pointing up to the waterfall. I was thinking that they were trying to figure out a way to get up to the new cave-mouth, and thinking that it would be easier to climb down to it that up to it, called down to the group below “You should try to get to the cave from up here” 

They looked up in surprise and a large man shouted up “What? What are you talking about?”


I said, “The cave. It would probably be easier to climb down to it from up here.”


The large man’s next statement really caught me off guard. He said that the cave had disappeared. I thought he was pulling my leg. So I mentioned something about trying to be helpful and why does he have to be such a smart-ass and then I realized that he was dead serious. “The cave was here the other day.” He began. “We started exploring it and realized that we were going to need some more provisions. We went back to town, bought supplies, came back out here, and the cave was gone.”

   
As the whole idea of a vanishing cave seemed to be impossible to me without some kind of magical explanation, I felt as if I should investigate. I suggested that someone secure a rope to a tree or rock on the upper trail and that my friends lower me down the cliff-face so I could easily see behind the falls. There was some question as to who may have brought a rope with them. I explained that it is not practical for me to carry a rope as they are quite heavy and I was already at the limit of what I can comfortably carry. It turns out that a couple of my friends did remember to bring a rope and that Grace actually had a rope and metal pitons for climbing. Valin also had a rope and at least one of my other companions had one as well but in the commotion, I missed who. Brock tied the rope off and secured it around me as well. My friends then lowered me down the cliff-face. I didn’t see anything unusual about the wall behind the falls and there was indeed no sign of a cave. Something about the area ‘felt’ magical however. As I already mentioned, I have a gift. I can sort of feel magic around me. It is a vibration of sorts…To pinpoint the source of this feeling I decided to cast a divination spell that allows me to see magical auras. The spell worked as I could see what I can only describe as ‘sparkles’ of magic in a section of the wall. The sparkles looked almost like stars embedded in the cliff-face. It was not a steady single aura like I am used to seeing with my spell when magic is present. At this point I decided that the cave was still there, just magically concealed. Therefore, I swung back and over to where I saw the glowing crystals. From there I pushed back and then swung towards the highest concentration of sparkles and from the outside, must have appeared to pass right through the wall! 

I found myself inside a small cave. It was perhaps a little larger than a bear’s den or something. There were no obvious exits and I was unable to see through the illusionary wall from the inside either. I told my friends to come on down. Durrin came down the rope and tried to swing in the same spot that I did. He apparently crashed hard into the wall in his attempt. We talked about his failure to enter for a minute and I decided to put my hand through the wall so that he would know exactly where to swing to. Durrin swung back and headed right towards my hand…I thought for sure he would knock me over coming through the wall but in fact, he crashed into the wall again! It was clear that for some reason, Durrin wasn’t able to pass through. 


There was some commotion from my group above and from the other group below as my feat of passing through the wall caused them to have questions. As I don’t have the best attention span, I decided to check out my surroundings. The cave was very ordinary in that it looked naturally formed. The only thing that was different was a formation of crystals similar to the crystal that I wear around my neck. I was excited that I had found other star-crystals like mine. 


About this time, Brock apparently was trying to get in to the cave. He tried to swing in towards where the entrance should be and promptly slammed into the solid wall. Next I tried to have Brock grab my hand so that I could pull him through the wall but to no avail. It was only then that I came to the conclusion that I later found Valin had come up with a few minutes earlier. My entrance through the wall to the cave had more to do with the crystal I wore around my neck than my belief that the wall itself was illusionary. The wall must have been laced with some kind of protection (abjuration) magic that was somehow tied to the crystals. I asked for someone to get one of Grace’s climbing pitons, and her climbing mallet, thinking that I could use the piton to carve out a crystal for all my friends who didn’t already have one. The hammer and a piton were sent down. I grabbed the tools, pulled them in, and began to carve out some crystals. As I started my work chiseling out the crystals, I was beginning to find it harder to breathe. I figured something magical was overcoming me, perhaps more protection magic. I began to work more quickly and thought it best to only take what we needed and leave the rest. I dug out some crystals and handed them back out the wall to Brock. Once Brock had the crystals he was able to pass through the magical barrier. Once inside Brock also found it difficult to breathe. What Brock was quick to figure out though was that our trouble breathing had nothing to do with magic but much more to do with the supply of air running out in the cave. He felt that we needed to get out of there and I, seeing the wisdom in his opinion, agreed. Our friends pulled us up and out of the cave and our breathing immediately became easier as fresh air filled our lungs. When we got to the top, Brock distributed the crystals, one each to all that didn’t have one; Durrin, himself, Falco, Jezell, and Grace. When we were in the cave, both Brock and I felt that we needed to go back to the spot on the ridge overlooking the falls from where we first spotted the other adventurers near the water. So we headed back that way.
We arrived back at the ridge and I sat down to enjoy the view and eat some of the rations I had brought for the trip. We pretty much were all sitting around, eating and goofing off. All but Falco were oblivious to the large crevice some 35 feet or so overhead. It’s a good thing that Falco has good eyes or we never would have found this cave. Only the most interesting cave I have ever seen. The very same cave in which I am sitting now, writing this tale. 
Grace threw her rope up to the entrance and we all climbed up one at a time. Upon entering the cave, I didn’t really notice anything unusual about it. Looking about at the walls, floor, and ceiling showed that the cave seemed to be a natural formation. The only exception was a small section of the cave wall to the left as one entered. This wall section seemed as if it may have been worked stone but there was no definitive evidence to suggest this was so. We all went about, searching the cave. Durrin noted some tracks that seemed to be made by a bird or small bipedal lizard of some kind. The tracks lead from a small crevice in the wall to some cubic green crystals that were perhaps part of the fallin’ star. From there, the tracks went to another chamber that seemed to contain some kind of pond. Nothing else out of the ordinary was noted. That is until I wandered past a set of what seemed to be naturally formed columns separating the main chamber from the chamber with the pond. Crossing the threshold was like going from night to day with just a step inside. This light was not visible from the main chamber nor could I now see my companions who I knew were still there. I cast the spell that allows me to see magical auras and the whole pond-chamber practically glowed with magic. Unbelievable! I haven’t ever seen anything like it. 

I came back out of the pond-chamber and told my companions of my findings while scanning the rest of the room with my magically enhanced vision. Three other places radiated magic. The magical locations included a doorway of some kind set in stone in the middle of the main chamber; a double-doorway in the ‘unusual’ section of wall to the left of the entrance that I noted before; and the green crystal formation on the floor of the chamber. I renewed my spell and concentrated on the various areas. The doorway in the center was magically protected as was the double-doorway in the wall section… In fact, that door appeared to have some kind of runes that were just becoming visible to me when my spell ended. I renewed my spell one more time and concentrated on the double-doorway. I definitely noticed runes of some kind but was unable to read them as my spell ended just before they were fully legible. Perhaps my control of my magic-seeing spell just isn’t good enough to be able to read the runes yet. I made a mental note to try to see the runes again once I had a better handle on my magic. 
Jezell inspected the area of the magical single-doorway. She noted that the doorway apparently had a spot to put some kind of key. She said the key would basically be the same shape as the base of the star-crystal around my neck but if it is a crystal that is needed, it would have to be quite a bit larger. Jezell really wanted to try to open the door even without the proper key. She put up a strong argument when I advised her against opening the door as my earlier magic detection had revealed a strong aura of abjuration. I feared that whatever protective spell that was active on the door, would be triggered should she open the door without the proper key. Falco overheard our exchanged about crystals and keys and took a large chunk of the green cubic crystal from his pack and asked “Will this work?” We explained to Falco that it was the wrong shape to be the key and he returned the crystal to his pack. Falco then headed toward the pool-chamber.  Jezell reluctantly agreed to leave the door for now. I suggested to my friends that we should check out the chamber with the pool and the magical light.

We entered the chamber and found Falco already in there. We spent quite a bit of time examining and searching this chamber. During our efforts, Grace’s ‘boyfriend’ mentioned that if we planned on heading back into Thyreth, we should leave, as the roads are not as safe to travel after dark. We told him to go ahead and go back to town without us and continued our searching. There was some discussion later as Grace entertained thoughts of heading back to town by herself. We managed to convince her to stay with us in the cavern though it was quite obvious she was pining for her new friend. Grace had no bedroll with her since she was not planning to spend the night so; I gave mine to her and wrapped myself up in my cloak. I then sat down and started writing. 
Wow! I can’t believe what I just saw!! I swear by the gods that Jezell just got smaller for a few seconds. I have to go over and check it out….. 

Back now, we think it may have something to do with the cubic green crystals. Perhaps whatever lives in the crevice in the back wall of the cave eats them to shrink enough to fit back there? Maybe overnight we will find out… 

IV – A Long Tough Night


It wasn’t too long before we found out what actually lived in the crevice and just what were the beings that were eating the green crystals and drinking from the magical pool. It was getting pretty late in the cave and we were discussing sleeping arrangements. All of us pretty much decided that at least 2 of us should always be awake and keeping an eye out for trouble during the overnight hours. Valin and I volunteered to take the first shift. I sat on one side of the chamber, where I could see the main entrance by the light of my lantern and Valin sat on the other side of the chamber. He could also see the door but we really couldn’t see each other, just our lights. A couple of hours into our shift, I noticed Valin moving further into the chamber, back towards the pool-chamber in which our companions slept. I asked in a loud whisper what was going on and he said that we had company. I stepped in towards the center of the chamber and also back towards the pool-chamber and reached into the pouch where I keep my spell components. Praying to The Traveler that whatever our company was they be friendly, I removed a pinch of sand from the pouch.

Valin raised the alarm as the creatures set upon him. It was then that I caught my first glimpse of what they were. They were 3 bird-like beings about 4 ½ feet tall. I was surprised to find they were sentient as I noticed that they were wielding short swords and their attack seemed coordinated. It quickly became clear that my prayers for them being friendly were not to be answered and I weaved the surrounding magic into my spell finalizing the enchantment by tossing the pinch of sand and uttering the verbal spell trigger, “Spach”. I was worried that the spell may affect Valin but was relieved when he stayed upright and one of the bird-like creatures fell into a sound magical slumber. By this time my other friends were starting to stir and I was relieved that Valin and I were going to get their help. The beings stabbed out at Valin and a couple of them had their blades strike home as blood appeared on Valin’s tunic and he doubled over in pain. He was quick to recover however and landed a glancing blow of his own to one of them with his greatsword. I reached into my pouch and again weaved the surrounding magic into a sleep spell. I was only able to put one of the creatures to sleep as the other one seemed to resist the effects of the enchantment. It was then that I noticed that two more of the beings entered the room and they were heading right for me.


Valin called upon the power of The Knight of the Gods and cast a healing spell upon himself partially closing his wounds. Jezell was up and moved into a position just behind me. Grace also was headed my direction. I was very thankful that I wasn’t going to have to deal with the two new arrivals alone. The creature that still stood near Valin kicked awake one of the other two beings that I had put to sleep as Valin took a swing at him. Falco joined Valin in his fight and let out a scream of anger as he brought his greataxe down on the creature that just awakened. The being let out a piercing scream as it fell to the cavern floor in a heap. Brock followed closely behind Falco.

Apparently, the being over by Valin kicked his other sleeping companion awake but I didn’t see it. I did however hear Valin calling upon the might of The Knight of the Gods to bless us in our battle. I felt a surge of energy and confidence upon hearing the prayer and caught a green glow out of the corner of my eye. I looked to my right where the glow was coming from and found that the green crystal formation was giving off a pale glow and that the 2 creatures over by Valin, Falco, and Brock were taking up positions on either side of the secret double-door that my magic had discovered earlier. Looking in the direction of the crystal formation proved a costly mistake for me as the 2 creatures that were headed towards me closed in with great speed. I was just getting my head back around to check on where the creatures were and they were upon me. The slightly larger of the two thrust his blade forward and I was able to only partially deflect the blow. About 3 inches of his shortsword sunk into my left hip. The other creature also attacked me viciously thrusting his blade into my belly. The pain of the wounds, particularly the belly wound made me nauseous. Then a cold chill went up my spine and I felt as if my strength was failing. “Poison!” I shouted, “One of these two has poisoned his blade!” I then stumbled backward a few steps and thought to myself “These beings are actually trying to kill me! I don’t even know what they are.” 


I looked towards my other companions again just as Brock was charging across the chamber towards one of the two creatures posted outside the concealed double-door. Brock avoided the creatures’ attacks and drop-kicked one of them in the head. As it fell, it struck a wicked blow severely wounding Brock. Falco let out a shout and charged the creature on the other side of the double-door. He slashed wildly with his greataxe and overwhelmed the smaller creature bashing through its defenses and bringing his weapon down on its shoulder. The blow must have slashed down about a foot as the creature made no sound as it fell. Grace and Jezell stepped up to keep the 2 creatures over by us at bay. Grace missed with her blows and got caught off balance. She was just able to avoid the creature’s counter attack. Jezell was able to stab one however it didn’t seem to do much damage to it. Grace took another swipe at the one in front of her and this time struck hard as she cut the creature down. The last of the creatures in front of us withdrew heading for the exit. Grace pursued it out through the crevice before I lost sight of her. I later discovered that she had pursued it partway down the cliff-face trying to keep it from escaping. She was unable to stop it however as even though she is a fine climber, the creatures seem to be even better. 


As the danger appeared to be over Falco, Brock, and Jezell searched the creatures’ bodies for goods, coins, and other valuables. I was weak, sick, and in pain and looked down to see that my tunic and breeches were quite wet with blood. This made me even more dizzy and nauseous so I had a seat next to the green crystals which were still glowing. Valin approached me shortly after and assessing my wounds called upon his god’s power to heal me. He laid his hand upon me and my wounds mostly healed. “Why did you feel the need to stand toe-to-toe with them?” asked Valin, a concerned look upon his stern face. 


I nodded my head saying “I didn’t. They just got on me so fast. I didn’t have time to back away.” I couldn’t get my mind off the glowing crystals and wanted to change the subject before I got a lecture from Valin so I asked “Did the crystals start glowing when you blessed us?”


“Yes, they started glowing just when my spell came into being. Interesting actually.” Valin replied. 


I sat and counted the passing time and discovered that the crystals stopped glowing about the same time that Valin’s spell was ending. I couldn’t tell exactly but the timing had to be close. Falco came over to me and asked “Do you have a dagger or something?” I said I did and gave it to him not knowing that he intended to use it to cut off one of the creatures’ talons for some kind of trophy. He then tried to return the bloody blade to me. “Uhgg, at least wipe it off!” I was appalled. Falco then proceeded to actually lick the blood off the blade. My nausea was passing but was renewed at the site of this. So with that, I retired from my watch and went to sleep for the night.


Well, I thought I was asleep for the night but later on apparently the creature that got away from us returned with two friends. I was awakened by a warning shout from Brock as he, Durin, and Falco were standing a watch at this time. I went beyond the threshold separating the pool-chamber from the main chamber and stepped into total darkness. I couldn’t see my hand in front of my face. Being unable to see, I stepped back into the pool-chamber. I repeated this a couple more times as the sounds of battle drifted in from the main chamber. The fighting didn’t last long as only half a minute of so passed before I heard my companions talking about searching the bodies of our attackers. 

I stayed in the pool-chamber and started to try to get back to sleep. I had no intention of looking at the creatures’ dead bodies let alone poking around them searching for stuff. I was feeling a lot better but was sure my nausea would return were I to start doing something like that. Valin came into the chamber carrying Brock who appeared to be quite dead. Valin must have seen the concerned and frightened look on my face and belayed my fears by telling me “Brock is unconscious and badly wounded but he is stable and should be ok with proper care.” 

As I was still shaky from all the excitement and felt like I didn’t do anything during this last encounter with the bird-men, I felt like I needed to do something to help Brock. I went to the pool and filled my skin with water. I put my water-skin to Brock’s lips and had him take a drink. Miraculously, his wounds seemed to heal somewhat. I tried to give him more but the additional liquid didn’t seem to have an effect. I told Falco that he should take a drink. He grumbled that he was hurt and wanted to rest. Valin said “Falco, you really should take a drink”
Falco snapped back “I told you, I don’t want a drink! Leave me alone!”

Then Valin took my water-skin and practically shoved water down Falco’s throat. Falco took a swing at Valin in the process but once the healing properties of the water revealed themselves, Falco’s protests became more joking than serious. Falco went ahead and filled his own water-skin from the pool and proceeded to take the last hour or so of his watch with Durin.

Our danger wasn’t over it turned out however. We awoke in the morning and I felt refreshed. My wounds were completely healed and my strength had returned. Other than feeling somewhat sore, I felt pretty good. We set out back to Thyreth. On the narrow trail heading down the ravine Falco spotted movement from both sides of the ravine ahead. An ambush! Something I certainly wasn’t expecting as I had taken this trail at least a hundred times before without incident. The likely leader shouted down to us “Surrender your goods and you will be allowed to pass. Try to escape or fight us and you will die.”

Now, at this point I was frightened. These were some serious looking people who held an advantage in terrain, were armed with bows, and there were 6 of them that I saw which equaled us in number. I told Grace to take my crossbow and I reached into my spell component pouch. I didn’t want to fight but was sure that Brock, Falco, or Valin would not easily surrender. My plan was to cast my sleeping enchantment and then surrender, hoping to buy my companions time to escape. They had all of our goods from our encounters with the bird-men. I didn’t have much and what I had certainly wasn’t worth my life.  
Jezell spoke up and called the bandit leader out by name. I couldn’t believe it. She actually knew him. There was hope after all. The leader also knew who Jezell was. They talked briefly and Jezell managed to convince them to let us pass. There was almost a fight as Brock muttered something about having them arrested and one of them shot an arrow down at his feet. During the exchange between Jezell and the bandits, it was discovered that someone had tipped off the bandits about our little excursion and they were awaiting us specifically. I immediately thought of the other exploration party. Jezell asked the bandit leader about it and he said it was in fact members of the other group but that the disclosure was unintentional. 
Upon talking to Jezell later on our trip back to Thyreth, I found out more about the bandit group. The leader apparently was from the Tri-Shard. This apparently is some sort of ‘merchant’ organization according to Jezell. She said that they were dangerous and that it was very likely that they would have made short work of us had we put up resistance or started a fight with them. I was very thankful that Jezell knew who they were and was able to get us out of the situation with our hides intact. The remainder of our journey home was uneventful. 

V – A Chance at Adventure… Missed!


The weekend had arrived once more and my friends all decided to investigate the case of a Gnomish alchemist who had gone missing while looking for rare materials for use in his concoctions. The poor fellow left for the area of the new cave that my friends and I are in the process of exploring and he was now two full days overdue. Just when the group was getting ready to go however, I met someone whom I thought may be special. She was quite beautiful so I decided to spend my weekend entertaining her. It turns out that I should have gone out with my friends though. The girl, Lorelai, I suspect was quite loony. She definitely had issues that a young maiden shouldn’t have. I had what amounted to a thoroughly miserable weekend. Aside from my bad luck, my friends needed me and it sounds like I missed an interesting trip. Brock was also absent on this trip as I believe he had to work.

I am reporting all of this to you second-hand as I had to get most of the story from Falco and Valin. I had a hard time finding Jezell for information. Something from the trip made her quite sick for a while and then I guess she was busy. 


My friends left for the cave area where the missing Gnome was believed to be headed last. They arrived without incident and began looking in the cave complex. I had found out from Kurg that the bird-like creatures we had fought at the cave were called Kenkoo and the bodies that we had left the week before were still there. Of course by this time they apparently smelled pretty bad so one of my friends decided to put some of Grace’s perfume on one. This it turned out, was a bad idea. The creature rose to its feet and attacked my friends. I didn’t get all the details of the battle but my friends prevailed. They also came to the conclusion that as long as the bodies were not disturbed, they would not come back to life or unlife as the case may have been. I am told that Falco suggested that the bodies be moved near the entrance. His idea was rejected partly because it was just disgusting and partly because the bodies would have to be disturbed and thus may rise as undead like the others my friends disturbed. The bodies were left alone. With that threat handled, my friends decided to move on.

As we figured, the green crystals that we found, when eaten, do indeed shrink a person down small enough to fit in the small crevice in the SE portion of the cave. My friends went through the crevice leading them into a cavern. The cavern was large enough for my friends to return to normal size so they removed the crystals from their mouths and returned to normal. The cavern had two passages branching off from it aside from the small one they had gone though to get in there. They took the passage to the left. The passage opened into another chamber that smelled sulfuric and contained several eggs about the size of a human head. My friends believed that these eggs were Kenkoo eggs. They decided to leave the eggs alone and continued through the chamber and up the passage they were traveling. The passage then ended at a door. Now, I don’t know when or where they found it but at some point during their searching of the cave, my friends found a cut ruby that Jezell figured would fit perfectly into the lock of this door. As we had seen a secret door in the main cavern that seemed to use a crystal as a key, it made perfect sense that the ruby was indeed the key for this door. My friends tried it and sure enough, the door opened. Through the door was a round chamber with no noticeable exits aside from the one that my friends had just gone through. In the center of the room was a glass case which held some kind of parchment with ornate writing on it. Upon close examination, none of my friends were able to make out the writing or even what language the writing was in. My friends believed that the parchment was magical in nature and decided to examine it further once I was able to accompany them. They left the room, sealing the door behind them as they made their way out. 
Once again I do not know the timing of the next event. At some time during their exploration my friends were in the chamber with the two passages leading out. I believe there was a discussion or an argument about which pass the group would take. Durin was tired of waiting and went off exploring on his own. He entered a chamber which had more than its share of spider webs. The creature who spun the webs quickly found Durin and leaped upon him. Durin was bitten by the spider and as the poison took hold, he felt his strength failing him. He got the alarm out however and by this time Falco, Valin, Grace, and Jezell came to his aid. They were able to kill the huge spider, which Valin said was at least a foot in diameter. 

In among the webbing they found the missing gnome. The spider had apparently taken his life. Near the body was a vial of liquid which Valin believed to be antitoxin. Valin forced the liquid down Durin’s throat and it seemed to help somewhat. Also near the body were an empty vial and a finely crafted shortsword with dwarven runes etched into the blade. I got the translation from my friends but didn’t write it down. It had something to do with poison but I don’t remember exactly what it said. 
My friends then returned to Thyreth. A few of them came down with really nasty illnesses, perhaps from the bodies, I don’t know. Durin is still quite ill as I write this and it has been nearly a week. I am definitely going with them when they return to check out the parchment with the strange writing next weekend.
VI – A Friend Falls
I just returned home from one of the most harrowing and awful experiences of my life. There is no way for me to sleep this night so I shall write. What transpired yesterday has made me wonder if our exploration, our ‘adventuring’ is really worth it. What is disturbing me so much? You may ask. My answer is that my heart hurts as Falco, my friend and protector since we were children, is no longer among the living. The only way to get his death out of my head is to put the circumstances behind it down on paper and ponder rather or not I wish to continue my adventuring or just sell wood from my safe and happy home.
It started like any other day of adventuring. There was really only one exception, a second gnome, this one by the name of Jorl Seerkin, has gone missing. This gnome was a law clerk and Jezell could find no connection between him and the other missing gnome aside from their race. My gear was packed and I was ready to head out to the caverns where my friends had found the parchment with the possibly magical writing on it. The parchment that was important enough to be displayed under glass. I was itching to read it. We had a brief discussion on if we should investigate the second missing gnome but decided that it was a matter for local law enforcement since he had vanished from his home.

We set out back to the cave. Once again we were fortunate to have good traveling weather and the trip to the caverns was an uneventful one. There was quite a bit of traffic on the trails but the fine weather was probably the reason behind that. We all had a good laugh when Brock tried to speed up the rope that Grace secured 35 feet or so up in the cave entrance, and promptly fell not once, but twice. The second fall banged him up pretty badly so we stopped our laughing. Finally we all climbed the rope and were inside what I call the ‘entry chamber’. This is the one with the secret door in the center, the secret double-door in the left wall, the pool area, and the green crystals that make one shrink. We lined up next to the small crevice in the wall opposite the entrance and sucked on our crystals. They taste kind of like mint but are sweet like candy. I found that odd for what basically is a rock. Anyway, within seconds we were small enough to fit through the crevice and into the chamber beyond. This is the chamber that my friends described to me with the passageway to the right leading to the spider area and the passageway ahead and to the left leading to the Kenkoo eggs. We went off towards the eggs and immediately I almost gagged upon smelling the sulfuric odor that my friends described earlier. Perhaps some of these eggs were rotten. The thought about made me sick. We continued past the eggs and on down the passageway until it ended at the door they had mentioned. Falco held the ruby key, and joked “Excuse me! Excuse me people! Coming through…” Upon unlocking the door with the key, Falco took a bow and said “Thank you” as if he had just won some kind of award. It really was quite funny but unfortunately, I really haven’t laughed since. 
We entered through the doorway and there it was; a large glass case in the center of the room with a piece of parchment in it. I could feel the presence of magic in the room and I took a good look around. The room had painted murals on the walls near the top showing the Kenkoo in all their glory. While looking I got an even better sense of the feel of the room. It felt sacred to me. Like this place my have religious significance to the Kenkoo. My curiosity was getting the best of me though so I magically enhanced my sight to see magical auras. The glass case and the parchment glowed to my eye (I am the only one who can see the auras with this spell). I concentrated on the case and identified the aura as abjuration (protection) magic. There may have been another aura there as well but Jezell just crossed into my peripheral vision and something was glowing on her. It was the shortsword with the dwarven runes that my friends had found last weekend. It definitely was enchanted but I didn’t have time to concentrate on it. My eyes were distracted again, this time from above. There appeared to be 3 small openings high in the walls, cleverly hidden in the murals. One of the openings was large enough for a human to go through the other two openings were smaller, kenkoo sized actually. 
My spell ended and my magical sight ceased. I really wanted to read the magical parchment but couldn’t make out the language written on it. Now, I know that there are magical means of reading magical writings but try as I did, I just couldn’t pull it off. This made perfect sense as I have never really had a reason to try. After all, I have never seen magical writings. “I can read the scroll.” Valin spoke up. “I do have to hold it in my hands for the spell to work though and I don’t have the spell today.” He continued. 

I was very curious as to what it said. “Want me to see if I can figure out if it’s trapped and disarm it?” Jezell asked. I warned Jezell that if the case was magically trapped that it could be very hazardous to her health to tamper with it. This gave her some pause but when all was said and done, the whole group decided that she should try it. Jezell examined the case and noted that it was indeed magically trapped. I mentioned aloud all the bad things that could happen to her should she fail to disarm the trap. These included, negative energy, fire, acid, cold, electricity, summoned monsters, etc, etc. We all discussed the matter further and decided that if the magical trap was supposed to protect what was inside, then setting it off was most likely not going to damage the scroll in any way. It was then that we made our first real mistake. We decided that we should try to break the case with a rock. Jezell hurled a rock at it and missed it completely. She then retrieved the rock and hurled it at the glass case once more. This time it struck home, thus triggering the trap. A loud bird-call like sound filled the chamber. The sound was so loud it was nearly painful. If anyone or anything was close by, they certainly heard the loud screeching. 
Valin strode up to the glass case and tried to lift it off the scroll. His body became frozen in place. Something was causing him to suffer some kind of paralysis. I later out that during that time, crystal formed on the tips of his fingers where they came in contact with the glass case. Jezell was nearby the case as well and noted that the trap was sprung. She noticed what she later described as a ‘shimmer’ from the largest opening above us in the chamber. “We’re going to have company!” Jezell shouted. I reached into my spell component pouch and grabbed some sand; I was ready to cast my sleeping spell as soon as something came through that opening.
Brock grabbed a hold of Valin and pulled him through the door to the chamber just as the first of the kenkoo arrived. I weaved the magic into my sleeping spell, incorporating the sand into the magical flow. Two of the kenkoo fell from the air. I knew that I had put them to sleep but that the fall most likely woke them up again. It was all happening so quickly though so I wasn’t sure. The other two kenkoo landed by Grace and Falco. The kenkoo were armed with swords, wore chain armor, and had bucklers attached to their forearms. Grace immediately chopped the one in front of her down, battering down his defenses with a clearing blow before striking the fatal one. Falco and the other one were locked in combat. Jezell pulled her shortsword and attacked the kenkoo near Falco. Brock came back in and did a series of moves that resembled a tornado of punches and kicks. He landed two of his blows and staggered the kenkoo by Falco. I cast my sleeping spell on the same two that I had cast the spell upon before since I figured that the fall had woken them up. I quickly found that my spell didn’t work on them this time as they got to their feet. Grace strode up to them as they got up. They were prepared for her attack as one of the kenkoo took a vicious swing at her. He made a fatal mistake though. His attack was off balance and he left himself open. Grace took full advantage slicing through armor, flesh, and bone and killing the kenkoo. The kenkoo swung at her even as death came upon it but it didn’t hit. This final attack, I believe is a trait of the kenkoo warriors. They always seem to get in at least one final swing as they go down. It really is quite remarkable. Grace moved up to the other one and took a hit from its sword. The wound didn’t seem to slow her down much as she deftly took that creature down as well. The kenkoo by Falco and Brock seemed to be trying to make an escape. He flew up towards the opening from which he arrived but didn’t quite make it as a bolt from Jezell’s crossbow felled the birdman.
For a moment, all was quiet. At this point, we should have left well enough alone but we didn’t. We didn’t leave like we should have. We HAD to get the scroll. Why? I can’t speak for the others but I was simply curious. I really wanted to know what it said. I didn’t mean to hurt the kenkoo or get my friend killed in the process. I was ready to go, I think we all were but we didn’t leave. Instead, we decided to try to smash the glass case and take the scroll out. Valin, Falco, and Grace all pounded at the glass with their mighty weapons until after what seemed like an eternity, it gave way. Jezell grabbed the scroll as we heard the scuttling of kenkoo coming towards us. We moved out of the chamber, then through the chamber with the eggs. We arrived at the chamber with the small passageway back when I decided that the pursuing kenkoo were too close. I thought they would be on us before we could all get through the small passage. For better or for worse, I felt we had to make a stand.
It was only seconds later that they came pouring into the chamber. I don’t know how many. Perhaps 5 or 6 of the warriors and what turned out to be a natural spellcaster like myself. It all happened so quickly. It was awful. All of it awful. Falco parked himself right at the mouth of the passage they were coming through. He took the first kenkoo down with a series of blows from his greataxe as it came through. The others just ran right by him though and engaged us fiercely. Valin’s mace took one down; his final blow must have crushed its skull. Falco flew into a violent rage and attacked with a frenzy. I once again cast my sleeping spell. None of the kenkoo fell however. They all seemed to shrug off the spell’s effects. The kenkoo that was not in armor gestured and spoke a single arcane word, he loosed what I knew was a sleeping spell of his own. I felt a magical tug on my mind but was able to shake the intrusion free. Valin, and Brock were not so lucky as myself. They fell fast asleep. 
The battle continued and the kenkoo sorcerer cast his sleep spell again. I was able to fight off the effects but this time, Jezell went down. One of the creatures was then right on top of me. I was holding my crossbow and wasn’t ready for his rapid advance. He scored a deep gash over my left arm and chest. The pain wasn’t very intense, as by this time, I was quite certain that my friends and I were all going to die. I was almost completely numb. I stepped back, aimed my crossbow at the center of the kenkoo’s chest, and loosed a bolt. It stuck exactly where I was aiming it, and the kenkoo fell dead. It is only now registering that I have now taken a sentient life. I’ve never killed anything other than a bug. And I honestly haven’t even killed many bugs. The thought of killing it and the vision of it falling down is one that I doubt will ever leave my sight.  I stepped back to where Brock and Grace were. I knew that Brock was sleeping from the spell and that I could wake him up. I gave him a couple of kicks and screamed at him to wake up.
The kenkoo sorcerer cast another spell this time. I didn’t get a good look at him but a bolt of energy hit Grace dead center. She staggered backward and then fell. Brock got to his feet and engaged one of the creatures. I took a second to look towards Falco and was surprised to see that he was down and bleeding badly. His water-skin which held the magic water from the pool, was out and spilled around him. There were two dead kenkoo lying on the ground bleeding next to him. He must have taken them out before he himself fell. I don’t know if he was dead yet or not, I couldn’t get to him yet anyway. Valin was awake now; I am not sure who woke him up. He managed to take two of the kenkoo down with one incredible swing though. I had never seen anything like it. It was like he hit the one in its head, and then its head hit the other one’s head. If that makes sense. Anyway, he took out two with one swing. I glanced at Brock just as he tried to grab one of the kenkoo. The creature side-stepped away and dealt Brock a nasty gash to his midsection as a counter-attack. By this time, the kenkoo sorcerer was bleeding. I was hoping to take him out as I conjured a small ball of acid in my hand and hurled it at him. The orb stuck him and splattered acid all over him starting to burn his clothing and flesh. With that, the sorcerer started to make his way out of the chamber towards the spider area. 
With all of the kenkoo warriors down and the retreat of the kenkoo sorcerer, I made my way towards Falco’s prone body. Valin had beaten me to him and tended to him briefly. Valin then got up and rushed back towards Grace who was also unconscious from her wounds. I got to Falco finding him lying in a position that was just unnatural. I could tell by looking at him that he was dead. I had to be sure though. I felt and listened for the beat of his heart but there was only silence. I had to blink hard and bite my tongue to keep from breaking down right there but I managed to pull myself together and help the rest of my friends. Valin was tending to Grace and Brock was drinking some of the pool water from his water-skin. I took the time to wake Jezell. Seeing the look on my face Jezell knew something was very wrong. I told her that Falco died and she got a look on her face like someone just slapped her. Jezell’s pain didn’t show for long however as in true Jezell fashion, she managed to pull herself together pretty quickly. 

Brock, Valin, Grace, and Jezell collected up the money and items from the kenkoo. I found a quiet corner, drank some of the magic pool water, and finally let out all the emotions that I was feeling. My friend was dead, I had nearly died, and I killed a living, thinking being. While the others were quite distracted, the tears flowed. I managed to pull myself together about the time we were ready to leave. As we were in no shape to travel, Valin suggested that we spend the night in the main cavern. I argued with him over it, as the last thing that I wanted to do was stay in that blasted cave but Valin was right. We were in no shape to travel and we had never been attacked by anything in the actual part of the main cavern that held the magical pool. We all agreed to spend the night there.
During the rest of the afternoon and evening we all shared thoughts and stories about Falco. A few jokes were also told at Falco’s expense. After all, there is no way that Falco would have wanted us all sitting around crying over him. We all tried to be strong and we all grieved in our own respective ways. It was a long day and night. I didn’t sleep well. 

In the morning Valin cast a magic reading spell and read the scroll. It detailed a prophecy. I wasn’t taking notes so I don’t have the exact wording but basically the prophecy said that the kenkoo would rise again after the following events: a star falls from the sky (happened), the earth shakes mightily reopening the way to the surface (happened), and the kenkoos’ eggs hatch (some may have, some may have not). It was easy to see that the prophecy was coming to fruition. We decided we should show the scroll to the authorities at the Temple of the Fallin’ Star and see what they make of it. 
The journey home was quiet and somber. We decided that Valin and I would inform Falco’s mother of his death. Telling her is not something that I have any wish to recount here. Yes, it was that bad. We got 20 measly pieces of gold from the encounters that lead to Falco’s death. Some of us decided to give our full share of this treasure to Falco’s mother, some of us gave a part share, and some gave nothing. I won’t name names here though I know in my heart who was whom on these donations. It was also agreed that all of Falco’s possessions aside from the ruby key would be returned to his adoptive mother. There was an argument about the ruby key. Valin felt that Jezell could pick locks so she didn’t need it (though he had never seen her pick a lock). He went on to say that he, Brock, and Grace, could break down the door in a pinch. Finally, he reasoned that if I got trapped in, I couldn’t pick the lock or break the door. Therefore, he said I should have the key. We were able to convince Jezell this was a wise decision and now I have the ruby key. 

My writing has helped to ease my pain and my mind. I should be able to sleep now. I will be helping Falco’s mother with the funeral arrangements and need to be strong for her. I am also afraid that my parents are going to worry greatly every time my friends and I go exploring. If we ever do again that is.

Chapter VII – More Folk Go Missing

Another good friend of ours was finally released from Thyreth’s jail just yesterday. Yanni, I believe, is Falco’s brother. He was in jail for rearranging some guy’s face a few months back. Yanni is a half-hobgoblin from the same tribe that Falco belonged to. He is generally quiet and good-natured, particularly for a half-hobgoblin but he has a fierce temper. Yanni is always in and out of the city jail for one reason or the other. Usually, his offense includes some kind of assault. 


Yanni met up with us at Gozer’s. We briefly filled him in on the prophecy scroll that we found in the Kenkoo’s temple. I say ‘briefly’ because Yanni isn’t the sharpest tool in the shed. It is usually best just to give him the basics so as not to confuse him. I wouldn’t call him dumb however as he has more than a fair amount of common sense. In a lot of respects, more common sense and street smarts than I have. It is just that when you give Yanni too many details, he can kind of get lost in them. Brock had a meeting set up later in the day with the barrack’s Captain, Cpt. Shmo, to discuss the prophecy scroll. We had time to kill before the audience so I suggested that we see Felrian, a local sage of some renown who works at a reasonable price. 

We met Felrian at his home in the menagerie, a few blocks from Gozer’s place. Felrian said that he believed the scroll was quite old but that he wouldn’t be too concerned about what it said. Felrian explained that several cultures have similar prophecies claiming that after a series of events, their particular race, faction, clan, or kin, will be the dominant force on Tellene. Now, it was pretty obvious what some of the events on the scroll was referring to (the falling star, the earthquake, the hatching of the kenkoo eggs) but I wanted more answers. For a few gold Falrian gave me his opinion of what ‘…when the earth bleeds…’ meant. He said it was most likely referring to a volcanic eruption. The nearest volcano to Thyreth is Cauldron, which has been dormant for several hundred years. If it erupted, that could be another sign. Also, I had a question as to what the ‘essence’ was that then kenkoo prophecy referred to. Falrian believes that this has something to do with a new kind of magic. The magic actually is channeled and drawn from the life force of the caster or perhaps surrounding life. Apparently, when this magic is wielded, it often leaves visible wounds on the caster. Now, I have been fatigued after a long day of magic use but I have never actually given myself a physical wound (that time that I got dizzy, passed out, and hit my head doesn’t count!). Falrian took this premise a step further and said that he has heard stories of spellcasters whom have actually died trying to cast powerful spells using this kind of magic. Something about it seem very unnatural and I plan on talking to the monks at the Temple of the Fallin’ Star about it. 
With the sage’s information in hand, we returned to Gozer’s just in time to head for the barrack’s to meet with Capt. Shmo. The meeting with Capt. Shmo was a fairly brief one. He seemed somewhat concerned about the prophecy but not overly so. His main worry was that the kenkoo were well armed and near Thyreth. He went on to say however that there was little he could do about them since they really haven’t been causing problems in the city. He said that a few kenkoo had been spotted but that they were more engaged in common thievery than destruction of property or assault. We also reported that we thought we had found one of the missing gnomes. He was able to identify that the sword Jezell was carrying did indeed belong to him as it seems the gnome had the magical weapon registered with the military. Not a bad idea since it would be a prime theft target. We mentioned the logistical issues involved in retrieving the body and the info in conjunction with Jezell’s possession of the sword was enough to convince him that the gnome was indeed dead. As Jezell seemed to come across the magical sword legally (she found it near the body, not on the body for starters), he only required that the registration for the weapon be transferred into her name. 
While on the subject of missing persons, Capt. Shmo mentioned that there was a pair of prostitutes who had gone missing. They were last seen at the Slippery Eel Tavern. They had been missing a couple of days. He said the investigation was ongoing so he couldn’t give many details other than saying that they didn’t have many leads on what may have happened to the girls. My heart went out to the poor lasses, thinking of all the terrible things that may have befallen them. I was determined to find out more about the circumstances of their disappearance.  Jezell felt the same way as she apparently knew one of the girls. Saying our peace we made our exit. 
We met back at Gozer’s and decided to conduct our own investigation. Brock was very intent on thinking that a good way for people to go about unnoticed in town was to travel in the sewers. His suspicion on this was compounded further when I mentioned that the night of the earthquake and around the time of the first missing person, Falco had noticed something going into the sewer. Brock insisted that we go down there but we were able to convince him that we didn’t want to go wading around in raw sewage without more information. Brock finally decided on getting a map of the sewers and figuring out where the closest entry point was that was near the city walls if one were to approach from the direction of the kenkoo caves. Jezell offered to get him a map of the sewers but Brock insisted on getting one from the ‘proper authorities’ as he put it. Funny thing is that most likely the map that Brock would get from the ‘proper authorities’ was drawn by Jezell’s father and that any map that Jezell may have had access to, may in fact be a more up to date version that the city authorities just hadn’t gotten around to purchasing yet. Brock and Yanni went off for a map, despite Jezell’s assurances that she could get them a better map (she may not even have charged much for it). 
As for everyone else’s role in the investigation, Jezell went off for the Slippery Eel figuring that perhaps the people there would be less reluctant to talk to her about what they may have witnessed in regards to disappearances of the prostitutes then they would the authorities. Valin and I decided to check out the home and business of the second gnome that went missing; the law clerk. When we got outside, the sky had grown darker and rain was beginning to fall. The sound of thunder could be heard off in the distance. It appeared that our good weather was about to come to an end. Valin and I got to the gnome’s home, which was located in the menagerie, not far from Gozer’s. I knocked on the door and got no answer. At about this time, it started pouring and the thunder and lightning really started to make me uncomfortable. I checked to see if the door was locked and to my relief found it wasn’t. Valin wasn’t sure about entering the home but with some persuasion, accepted my reasoning that the owner was missing and perhaps deceased, we weren’t breaking in, we were conducting an investigation, and we needed to get out of the rain. I assured Valin that nothing would be disturbed and opened the door, going inside with Valin close behind me. The only thing unusual about the house was that everything was in order except the bedroom. The bedroom was in disarray as if there may have been a struggle there. Valin determined that the gnome was likely abducted from the bedroom. Our investigation completed, we waited for the rain to let up and were making our way back to Gozer’s when Valin made the observation that there were no sewers in the menagerie. The sewers may be a way to move about without notice but they were not how the abductor got to the gnome’s house. 
Back at Gozer’s we all shared what information we had found out. Aside from Valin’s and mine findings, Jezell said that one of the missing women left the Slippery Eel alone and was believed to be heading home. Her employer said that she was a good employee and he couldn’t think of anyone who would want to harm her or her roommate. “Roomate?” I asked. It turned out that the other missing woman was. Jezell said that from her information, she thought that the women were taken from their home. 

Yanni returned in a decidedly sour mood. Apparently, Yanni’s confinement prevented him from knowing that Falco was killed. He asked Brock about Falco and Brock had to tell him what had happened. I felt horrible. I thought Yanni had known. I felt even worse that he had to hear the bad news from Brock whom is far from the most sensitive person I know. Aside from Yanni’s grief, Yanni was able to notice scratches on the lock for the sewer access point that Brock had found on his map. Apparently, upon hearing of Falco’s death and hearing that the kenkoo may be hiding in the sewers, he tried to break the lock with his axe but Brock was able to stop him. Brock then asked him to take a close look at the lock and that is when Yanni noticed the scratches. Yanni didn’t know what he had found but Brock knew that the scratches were a sign that the lock had been repeatedly. 

The evening was winding down and we all hung out at Gozer’s for a while. I had a long talk with Yanni about what happened with Falco. I am hoping that my words sunk in and made him feel at least a little better. Several hours after the sun went down, I made my way back home.

**********
It has been a while since I have written in here. There wasn’t much to say. My friends and I decided to stake out the sewer entry point that Brock found on nights that abductions are likely to occur. So far, we have had no luck and in fact the abductions continue. We continue our investigation of the missing persons as well. What we have found out so far is: The missing persons are believed to be abducted. The abductions are taking place all over town and no one race seems to be targeted. The victims have been low to middle-class. All attacks have taken place at night when the sky is overcast or there is a new moon. Most victims have been abducted from their homes. The perpetrators are small and medium sized humanoids. The perpetrators pick the lock, abduct the victim(s), steal loose valuables, and leave. The offenders are professional and discreet. Members of ‘The Last Laugh”, a ‘merchant guild’ as Jezell called them, are suspected of involvement in the abductions. Abductions are taking place every 4 or 5 nights. The most recent abductions were of children from the orphanage. Children! Someone has to catch the monsters who are doing this. They have to be stopped.
**********
We had an interesting night tonight. My friends and I continue to investigate the abductions of several residents of Thyreth. Tonight was the kind of night that the abductions have been occurring. It was overcast and had been raining on and off most of the day. We were on our way back to Gozer’s when we heard cries of ‘help’ from a nearby alleyway. We rounded the corner to the ally to find a group of 5 thugs attacking a man. They had the man on the ground and were kicking him. “The children are no longer of your concern priest!” one of the men spat out as he landed a kick to the man’s midsection. The thugs’ faces were painted half white and half black. This marked them as members of ‘The Last Laugh’. Brock shouted “Stop, in the name of the law!” as he charged down the alley. One of the attackers looked up just in time for Brock to clothesline him. The thugs moved to attack Brock and one gashed him up his right side. I couldn’t tell how bad the wound was due to the darkness. As I got closer, I noticed that the man being attacked was a priest of ‘The True’. I cast my armoring spell to protect myself from attack. Brock’s foot came around and caught the one he had hit before just under the chin. The thug went down in a heap. Yanni was now in the fray, swinging his axe with abandon. One of his blows connected causing his axe’s victim to fall  backward. Durin, Jezell, and Valin entered the fight just as I used my sleeping spell to put one of the thugs to sleep. At this point the attackers decided to beat a hasty retreat. I feel that Yanni and Brock were ready to give chase but they were halted by Valin saying “We’re not trying to start a guild war…Let them go…We have a prisoner” A matter of seconds later, we all heard a woman’s voice from above. “The children are lost and no longer the church of The True’s concern!” she shouted. With that an arrow just missed the thug that I had put to sleep, our prisoner. I was unable to see the woman above so cast my sleeping spell on an open window. I figured that if she was close enough to it, she would be put to sleep and if an innocent person was close to it, the spell wouldn’t really do any harm. It obviously didn’t work as another arrow struck home. It hit our prisoner right in the throat. “The priest lives because we let it be so!” she shouted again. She shouted some kind of threat or curse upon us and by Yanni’s account, stepped away from the edge of the rooftop. Durin was able to stabilize the wounded thug. He lives, despite the woman’s efforts. Brock summoned the watch with his ‘watch-whistle’ and the patrol took the wounded thug away.
The priest it turns out was investigating the latest abduction. Four children were abducted from the orphanage the church runs. He had little else to say but thanks and suggested that if we wanted more information, we could find him at the church. 

Later that night, I had a drink with Brock at Gozer’s. I wanted to ask him more about his order. With my fascination of the fallin’ star, and with the way that magic has been changing since the time of the falling, I was wondering whom I needed to speak to about perhaps becoming a priest in his order. He said that is order has three masteries, a master of the mind, a master of the body (his particular mastery) and a master of the spirit. He suggested that I speak to a master of the spirit. I plan on doing this next weekend.

**********

We have not been back to see the priest yet. We are planning on it this coming weekend. Brock got word on the prisoner interrogation though. Apparently, the thugs were sent by a woman named Jil (perhaps our arrow shooting mystery woman). Their instructions were to rough up the priest, not kill him, and convince the cleric that it is in his best interest to cease his investigation. Hopefully, we will find out more soon. Gods willing, we will find out who is responsible and stop them before it is too late for the children.
Chapter VIII – The Investigation Continues

(Copied from a note that I got from Valin)

After following the cleric back to his temple, we met with his superior, a priestess Jenna U-something.  She told us that she had used the church’s magical heavy mace to commune with her God.  She asked The True how she could find the missing orphans.  The True replied with a fairly cryptic answer.  I’ll tell you as much of it as I can remember.  The first line was “the locks are the keys”.  Our first stop was the orphanage to examine the locks on the dormitories.  Jezell took a look at both locks while the rest of us spread out to look for any other signs of forced entry.  Jezell informed us that it did not look like the locks had been picked, and all the bars on the windows were all in good shape.  The only interesting thing about the locks was that they were both fairly good locks, and a Gnome in town had made them.  After ensuring that the headmistress had the only copy of the key and no one else saw anything (except for a child that was questioned by Yanni who claimed that he had seen in a dream that men on white horses had taken the children).  We decided to have a look at the locksmith’s place.  We got a name and directions from the headmistress.  And what do you know the place was in the cauldron (the oldest part of town, a colloquialism).  Which brings me to the second line of the divination, “look behind the curtain, under the cauldron”.  Jez insisted she be the one to talk to the locksmith, and with you gone, we all agreed.  She went in to talk while we all waited outside.  She came out and told us what she did.  She said that she ordered a lock for her house and she intended to play bait for the kidnappers.  Brock and I were very set against this idea.  First, Griv, the locksmith, was very busy and could not get to her immediately even though she tried to bribe him paying thirty gold all told.  We knew there would be a lot more kidnappings between now and then.  Secondly, I don’t think getting kidnapped on purpose is ever a good idea.  She did notice, however, that behind Griv’s counter, there was a big curtain.  I got the idea to somehow prove that Griv had an extra key or knew how to pick his own locks without leaving a sign.  I led everyone back to the orphanage where I was able to get the headmistress to give me a letter saying that she had lost her key and needed another.  I then took the letter back to Griv’s where I expected him to produce a key on the spot.  My ignorance of locksmithing really shone there.  What happened was, he grabbed what looked like two keys.  He then put them together and made a mold from them.  Then made a key from that mold.  Jez later told me that what I saw was a skeleton key that would open locks that were made within a specific time frame, then another key that was specific to the orphanage lock.  While he was making the lock, I was able to talk a little with him.  I asked if he had to make copies a lot.  “I’ve had to make too many recently” was his reply.  I got the feeling that he had been making keys against his will, but I couldn’t be sure.  He also seemed disinclined to talk about it.  I told him that the ears of the church were always ready to listen.  Then I took the key and left.  I had a lot to think about.  After dropping off the key to the headmistress, I went to Gozer’s to find Grace and Yanni.  Jez had gone home to sulk after Brock and I dismissed her idea.  We decided to go back to her house to talk about things in a more private setting.  We put our heads together and I suggested that we follow Griv to his next job, which I knew wouldn’t be long, and ask him there.  He seemed reluctant to talk in his shop as if someone was listening.  Barring some strong magics, getting to him outside should probably prove pretty useful.  Yanni did not want to wait even that long.  In fact he tried to go to the shop after sixth bell.  We decided to follow, knowing Yanni’s penchant for getting himself into trouble.  When we got there Yanni knocked loudly on the front door because the shop was closed.  After a few moments of waiting Griv's voice shouted from above that he was closed and wouldn’t be seeing anyone else tonight.  He told us to come back at sun up when he was open again.  Reluctantly, Yanni decided he would wait it out.  In the morning, we went to Griv’s right at sun up; maybe it was a little earlier.  Although I don’t think anyone really knew what Yanni’s plan was, including Yanni, we still went with him.  After about a half hour wait outside the door we were finally admitted into the shop.  This is when all chaos broke loose.  Instead of even acknowledging Master Griv, Yanni strode right to the curtain hanging in the back of the shop and threw it aside.  I think I was as dismayed as much as Griv.  I heard Griv curse and try to tell Yanni that he wasn’t allowed back behind the curtain.  You probably know how well Yanni listened.  He immediately began throwing things to the side off a giant rug.  Apparently he thought that there would be a trap door underneath, and I must say that I would have thought that myself, but this was not the right way to do things.  Suddenly, Griv had had enough.  He made some small motion, said a few unintelligible words and Yanni went down in a blinding flash of color.  Brock and Grace went over to retrieve Yanni’s helpless form.  Jezell helped Grace carry Yanni out and Brock stayed behind with Griv and myself.  He whipped out his badge and I knew Yanni was in trouble once again, but Brock surprised me when he started yelling at Griv.  How he knew Griv was part of the kidnapping, how Griv better talk, things like that.  I was incredulous.  I tried to restrain Brock and get him out of there, but I’m sure you know how well that went.  As we finally made our way out of the shop, I heard Griv whisper that we had doomed him as well as ourselves.  We were able to talk about what had just happened while it was still fresh in our minds.  Grace and Yanni both thought they heard a door shutting as Yanni tore open the curtain.  The next day we heard some bad news.  Another person had gone missing.  And, of course, it was none other than the local locksmith who had a shop in the cauldron.  We went first thing to investigate, and should not have been surprised to see quite a few people around the scene.  We found the person in charge of the investigation and shared what information we had.  All of it she knew.  Apparently Griv had left a letter confessing to all he had done.  The letter also gave a description of his tormentors as well as the place to find them.  It is the last line of the divination that has me worried and feeling time is of the essence, “the half-dwarf will bind them, but not for long”.  There might be some other lines of the divination in between, but I find this one to be of utmost importance.  So tomorrow we will probably be setting out for those ruins.  Better stock up on food.

Chapter IX – Finding Our Way


It didn’t take much time for us to figure out that we had absolutely no idea where the ruins that we were supposed to go to were. Upon review we also figured that we may have skipped some critical parts of the message that Jenna, priestess of The True had received from her god. Since we had no idea where Malikite Fortress was and since said fortress was farther down the message from The True, we decided to go back to the Gnomish locksmith’s house. 


We arrived back at the house to find the investigator continuing her investigation. I can’t recall her name (she is a bit old for me anyway, and I am not sure she gave it to me) but she is definitely on top of things. She explained her theory to us. She said she believed that the gnome left town voluntarily. She based her theory on the following information. First off, the gnome left a note describing the kidnappers and explaining his role in the plot. The kidnappers were described as being of two types. The ‘tall-ones’ are naked, hairless, genderless humanoids. The ‘short-ones’ are gnome-like with pallid skin and short black hooves. The investigator continued backing up her theory by saying how there seemed to be no money or personal items that the gnome left behind. It seemed almost as if he “…packed his bags and left…” while in the other kidnappings only obviously valuable items left out in the open were taken. She also explained that a secret door under the stairs in the gnome’s living quarters behind the curtain was also ajar. She said that there were several such passageways in the gnomish section of The Cauldron. She told us that the passage most likely lead to the Jzadirum, which means ‘Gnomish place of magic’. It was a place that the gnomes used to use often as a meeting place to discuss and practice the magical arts. She said that several years ago, some kind of ‘disease of the vanishing’ started making gnomes disappear. The gnomes tried many things to solve the problem but it kept getting worse so the gnomes decided to abandon it. The investigator explained to us that she thought it quite possible that the locksmith had gone through the secret passage and into the Jzadirum. She then stated that neither she nor her men would follow him down there as it would be too dangerous. 

Me and pretty much my entire group of friends all got the same idea in our heads at roughly the same time (well perhaps Yanni didn’t get it but…). The message from The True specifically said to ‘…look behind the curtain…under the cauldron…’ We all felt that if this passage lead to the Jzadirum (under the cauldron) than this is where we were supposed to go next. Valin and I took a supply order from everyone and went on a shopping trip to get supplies while Jezell went out to find out everything she could about any half-dwarf (as also mentioned by The True) or an underground slave trade in the area (we figured it most likely that the victims were being sold into slavery). The others stayed at the locksmith’s.

Valin and I returned about the same time that Jezell did. We had the supplies and Jezell found no information on any half-dwarf (though some speculation on what a half-dwarf was). Jezell also noted that as far as she could tell, there was no underground slave market in Thyreth (a comforting thought). By this time, the investigator and her men were gone. So with supplies and information in hand, we headed through the secret door under the stairs. 


We went through the opening and immediately down a staircase which lead to a narrow passageway. The passageway went around and opened into a rectangular chamber. The walls of the room were lined with copper masks of gnomish faces. In the room were two doors to the south (our left) which looked like gears. Brock and Valin said “doors with teeth” pretty much in unison upon getting the description of the room from Yanni and Jezell who entered the room first. The message from The True had warned of ‘doors with teeth’ so we were bolstered by the fact that we seemed to be headed down the correct path. The leftmost southern door was held ajar by some rocks. Each of the doors had some kind of glyph carved into it. I could only guess that it was gnomish writings and none of us could read gnomish. The passageway we were following continued through the room west. We searched the room thoroughly with Jezell having the most luck. While Jezell was searching near one of the masks a ‘magic mouth’ spell was triggered. The spell allows its caster to leave a verbal message that is triggered when a set condition is met. A gnomish voice loudly welcomed us to the Jzadirum and warned that traps and other perils would harm anyone trying to defile or rob the place. 


After a brief discussion we decided not to go through any doors yet and Jezell and Yanni scouted ahead and we continued west along the passageway. The corridor quickly came to a ‘T’ junction. Both hallways lead to dead-ends but there were several doors set into the hallways. These doors looked like gears as well. Jezell apparently set off some kind of pit trap and barely leapt off the trapdoor before it opened. She explained that the pit had spikes at the bottom and “…would have really hurt…” had she not jumped off in time. Jezell took the time to search all the doors much to the dismay of Yanni who is not the most patient of folk. We all agreed though that it was better to be safe than sorry. All the doors had glyphs, some of which were duplicates, and Jezell felt that at least one door was magically trapped. Upon hearing this I cast my magic detecting spell. All the doors seemed to radiate magic, even the one that was partially ajar in the mask room. The magic was evocation on some doors, conjuration on others. Evocation magic usually makes stuff explode, and conjuration magic usually brings something into existence from another plane. Either could make an effective trap. All the doors had rod-shaped key-holes set into them and Jezell said that usually if one has a key traps are bypassed (I didn’t ask HOW she knew this). With that information, Jezell, Brock, Durin, and later Yanni went back up to the locksmith’s abode and searched for rod-shaped keys. They returned several minutes later having found 2 keys with glyphs that matched 4 of the doors including the partially open one in the mask room. Yanni had also found some food, soap, and a strange device made of glass. The device had two chambers with a small opening between them. There was sand in the chambers that ran down through the opening as it was turned over. 

After a brief discussion we decided that we should use a key and completely open the partially open door in the mask room. Jezell put the key in and with a ‘whoosh’ the door rolled into a slot on the wall which seemed perfectly engineered to fit it. Jezell stepped into the chamber beyond and was immediately attacked by what had to be the ‘tall-ones’ from their description. The creatures came out of nowhere almost seeming to appear out of thin air. They have some kind of natural chameleon property that allows them to almost perfectly blend in with their surroundings. Yanni jumped into the room to aid Jezell but was too late. The tall-ones ran away immediately after attacking Jezell. Yanni held off his urge to pursue as Jezell and Valin called for him to hold fast. Seeing the obvious danger I decided to cast my armoring spell. Jezell was pretty badly wounded but Valin, calling upon ‘The Knight of the Gods’’ power, healed her wounds with a spell. The chamber in which we were now standing was smaller than the mask room. It held about a dozen cots and chests and was well lighted by an alchemical sunrod in the center of the room. We searched the room and Durin grabbed the sunrod. Brock noted aloud what we all observed, the chests were all open and nothing of value seemed to be left in the room. Narrow passageways lead from the room and after gathering ourselves together we proceeded to follow one of them. This time Yanni stuck to Jezell like glue, he wasn’t going to allow her to be ambushed again. We also had our eyes peeled for more of the tall-ones. 

The tunnels seemed to go on quite a ways as we were moving very slowly and carefully. Up ahead we saw that the tunnel opened into a chamber with flickering lights coming from it. We cautiously entered the room and found it to be very large and quite elaborate. The room was illuminated by dancing magical lights that flickered throughout. It was easily one of the largest rooms that I have seen and definitely the largest underground room I had ever seen. The room had a high, vaulted roof supported by 2 rows of pillars made of marble. There were paintings and black statues of gnomes engaged in various activities common to gnomish life. The artwork and engineering of the room was quite stunning. At the far end of the room there appeared to be a large circular pool surrounded by a low marble wall. We sort of paired off and started to carefully search the room. Yanni went towards the pool with me. 

As we approached the pool tall-ones again sprang out, this time emerging from behind the pillars supporting the roof. I quickly found myself confronted by two of them and luckily was able to avoid their sharp rapiers. I stepped back and cast by sleeping spell which put two of them to sleep. I glanced over at my friends and saw that they too were under attack. Valin and Brock both striking tall-ones, Valin with sword, Brock with fist. Grace seemed to be protecting Jezell and Jezell herself just seemed to notice that we were under attack. I then cast my sleeping spell again, this time sending the spell to a spot between two of the tall-ones attacking my friends. The spirit of the Fallin’ Star must have been with me as 2 more of the creatures fell into a deep slumber. There were six of the tall-ones in all to my best count. Yanni, took careful aim and then brought his axe down splitting the skull of one of the sleeping tall-ones near us. Bile crept up and into my throat upon thehorrifying sight but I managed to hold it down. After all, Yanni knows that my spell wears off and that the creatures could be awakened by any allies nearby. Brock, Valin, Grace, and Jezell managed to take down the other tall-ones and then proceeded to finish off the sleeping ones. I know that at least Brock was wounded during the fight as I saw wounds on his shirtless torso. My other friends had blood on their clothing but it was hard for me to tell if it was theirs or the tall-ones’. I heard the crunching sound of Yanni putting another one to permanent rest behind me. I know that I mentioned keeping one of the sleeping ones alive but I am sure my friends had the same idea. Brock bound one of the sleeping ones and we woke him up to question him.

I explained to the prisoner in exquisite detail and a calm voice what Yanni would do to him should he not be cooperative and tell me what he knew about the missing children’s whereabouts. My intimidation tactic worked as he told me that the kids were given to hobgoblins at Malikite Fortress. Yuathyb one of the ‘little-ones’ whom is also known as ‘Deathstalker’, gave the order to the tall-ones. He specifically asked for kids and Tereem, a human male from the orphanage, in particular. 

During this time Jezell had her hands in the pool, searching it. She found coins in it and thought she could see something else farther in. Brock then volunteered to enter the pool. He got in, started moving towards the center and then stopped and began talking to someone in the pool. I was amazed to see some sort of creature made up entirely of water. Brock and the creature spoke back and forth for a while. The creature spoke in some gurgally water language which we didn’t understand but the creature seemed to understand merchant tongue. He seemed to nod ‘yes’ or ‘no’ to questions that Brock presented him. After a rather lengthy exchange he presented Brock with a tapered and carved stick. It seemed to be a wand of some kind. The water creature spoke a gurgling word and gestured for Brock to repeat it. After many tries Brock got the pronunciation correct and the wand healed him. I watched the wounds close just like they would if Valin used one of his healing spells. It was a healing wand and apparently the creature wanted us to use it to help save the children. The wand was given to us in exchange for Brock using the magic healing water in his skin to purify the water in the creature’s pool. Brock was also able to determine that the water creature was some kind of merchant and was willing to trade coins or goods with us. 
Apparently the creature also wanted Jezell to return some coins she had retrieved from the pool. She did so and then proceeded to search the very same piles of rubble that I already searched. Of course while I found nothing Jezell, with her knack for finding things, found some kind of music box. I heard this beautiful music and looked up to see Jezell turning the crank on this ornate box. I heard her say something about “glowing” so asked if I could take a look. The gems set into the box glowed when the box was played. I cast my magic detection spell and found that the box glowed with enchantment magic. I also looked at some of the items in the pool and found that many of them glowed. There were some weapons, a shield, a ring, and a couple of other things glowing in the pool. 
We decided at this point to head back up. We didn’t want the dead to rise again as had happened to us last time we left dead bodies lying around so I asked the prisoner what they do with their dead. As per his instruction, we buried them under the rubble and sprinkled a spice that Yanni had found on their graves. Brock said goodbye to the water creature and promised to visit him soon. We headed back up with the prisoner and many questions. We made it back to the surface and took the prisoner to the magistrate, being sure to tell the authorities there that the creature was cooperative. What we need to do now is: talk to Gozer about what the music box is and maybe have him cast an identify spell on it; talk to local hobgoblins about the location of Malakite Fortress; and sell the weapons we got off the tall-ones that attacked us. 
On a side note, I had time to visit with the priests at The Temple of the Fallin’ Star again tonight. The great news is that after much study and several tests, the priests have decided to ordain me! I am so excited about this new event in my life. I will pray every day to The Spirit of the Fallin’ Star. I will pray that one day I can be a master of mind, body, and spirit, and will be able to unlock the secrets she has laid out before me.
Chapter 10 – The Water Creature and the Hobgoblins

Uhg, my head is pounding and my stomach turning as I write this. I had a rather long evening and am paying the price. If Valin was around, I would never hear the end of it. Still, our adventures must be documented, so I write. 
I realize upon review of my notes that while I wrote about my being accepted into the Order of the Fallin’ Star, I failed to mention some other details about the events of two nights ago. Upon returning to the surface from the Jzadirune (gnomish place of magic), after my initial writings at Gozer’s (end of chapter 9) and before I was ordained as a priest of the Order of the Fallin’ Star, there were a few other events of note… I was just so excited about being ordained I forgot to write about them. First off, Grace was missing Hopi so decided to drop by and see him before meeting us back at Gozer’s. Brock took the prisoner we had captured to the magistrate and hasn’t been seen since (more on that later). Valin stayed at the locksmith’s home to guard the entrance to the Jzadirune. Yanni went off to speak to some hobgoblin contacts he has about the location of Malikite Fortress. Jezell, Durin and myself met with Gozer to discuss the properties of the magical music-box and to get an estimate of its value. Since the box is magical and quite valuable, I asked Gozer if he had a place we could talk that was more private than the tavern’s common room. He led us to a small room towards the rear of the tavern, with a magical ward of some type on the door. Gozer cast two spells as we entered, I am not sure what the second was but the first was an opening spell. We sat down with Gozer and presented the music box. I asked him what he could tell us about its magical properties and its approximate value. He agreed to help us at a cost of 120gp explaining that a pearl of at least 100gp value had to be expended in his identifying spell (to identify the magical properties) and the remaining 20gp was to reimburse him for his time. We were trying to figure out how to come up with the cash when Durin finally spoke up “Will this be of any help?” he asked while handing me a rather nice green gem. Jezell and I agreed that it would be a huge help and Gozer agreed to take the gem (worth about 50gp according to Durin), the 6 swords we got from the tall-ones, and 10gp for his work on the music box. 
Gozer cast his spell and was able to tell us the following about the box. He identified it as a Box of Emotion Control. It is able to produce any one of three effects up to five times per day. The first effect is a calming effect. This will relax people and could quell an angry mob or allay the fears of someone very frightened. The second effect is a hope-giving effect. It is able to help one concentrate on the task at hand and can inspire confidence in one’s ability to do something. The third effect is a type of battle-song. This song will improve the accuracy of and damage from allies’ blows during combat. Gozer did say that he detected “…a taint…” in the magical flow. He feels this taint could be the result of a spirit being trapped inside of it or could be the result of the tainted magic that caused the gnomes to abandon the Jzadirune some seventy-five years ago. He said if it was this latter taint “…the disease of the vanishing…” as he called it, then there was some risk involved with using the device. He went on to say that the risk would increase the more time that the music box was used each day. He explained what he observed from those who were afflicted with this so-called disease. He said that the afflicted  would slowly begin to fade away until they finally would simply completely vanish. Seeing the frightened look on our faces Gozer back tracked again and repeated that “It could also just be the trapped spirit of some poor bard causing the taint.” Gozer said the best place to sell the box if we wanted to sell it would be the bard school. He said that he would hate to see bards start vanishing though. With that, our time with Gozer ended and I went to the Temple of the Fallin’ Star agreeing to meet up with my friends in the morning. 
Yesterday morning, we met up at Gozer’s as agreed. Jezell, Grace, Durin, and I managed to make it but Yanni and Brock were no-shows. We knew that Valin was going to still be at the locksmith’s so figured we would meet up with him there. Upon enquiring if anyone had seen Brock we were informed that he left word that he had to undertake a special assignment and wouldn’t be able to join us. Still there was no sign or word from Yanni. We waited for Yanni for about an hour or so before deciding that the most likely thing that had happened was that he got into a fight and ended up in jail again. We decided we could wait no longer and headed for the locksmith’s house. The plan was to go back down to the Jzadirune and see what the water creature would offer us for the music box. We were unsure if we were going to make the trade or not but we all agreed that we should at least ask what he would be willing to trade to us for it. After all, I observed some magical items in his pool the last time we were down there.
We arrived at the locksmith’s house and as expected Valin was waiting for us. He thought it best to keep an eye on things topside as we headed through the passage under the stairs and below ground. We had no problems reaching the huge chamber with the pool that the water creature lives in. I had prayed to the Spirit of the Fallin’ Star for a spell that would allow me to communicate with it and used the granted spell to talk to him. He has several magical items in his pool and said that he was willing to trade two minor items or one medium power item for the music-box. He did not have enough to trade in coins or gems to purchase the box outright. The magical items in his pool included a longsword, a mace, a staff/spear, a flail, a gnomish pick, a gnomish hammer, some bracers of armor, and a ring of endure elements. Durin suggested that I ask if the items may carry the taint of the disease of the vanishing and the creature said that only the gnomish items may carry the taint. After some discussion we all decided it was our best course of action to just hang onto the music box for the time being.
It was about that time that Yanni joined us. Valin told him where to find us down below. Our suspicions were right about his absence over the morning. Apparently, Yanni had questioned some hobgoblins about the whereabouts of Malikite Fortress. There was a group of hobgoblins that Yanni was pretty sure knew the answer to his question. According to Yanni, they started a fight with him (not so sure about that), and wouldn’t you know it, Yanni ended up locked in jail again. They let him go when he ‘cooled off’. We got the details from Yanni and exchanged our information about the music-box and our decision to keep it. Then we decided to do at least a little exploring while we were here. I wasn’t real happy with exploring as I strongly felt that we needed to try to find out from the hobgoblins where Malakite Fortress is. After all it is the next step in the message that the priestess of The True got from her god that is supposed to lead us to the kidnapped children. So, against my wishes, we did a little exploring. Well, very little actually. We started by Jezell examining the four doors in the large room we were in. She felt that one of the doors wasn’t trapped. We didn’t have a key to work in this particular door (we have keys for doors marked with a gnomish ‘A’ or ‘J’), so Jezell tried to pick the lock. She couldn’t get it but we heard loud scratching and hammering on the other side of the door. We readied for the inevitable creature to come busting through the door but the noise subsided. Jezell was first to say that perhaps we shouldn’t try that door. 
We then decided that since we have keys to ‘A’ and ‘J’ doors and we know where some of them are, we should try those doors. The first one we tried was the other door that was in the room with all the gnomish masks (the magic mouth from before reset itself…A neat trick). That door opened into a room with over a dozen cots and chests. These chests hadn’t been disturbed so we all thought there was a good chance there were some goodies inside. While Jezell checked the chests somehow Yanni and I got on the subject of gold. I mentioned that the magical music-box was worth about 4000gp or so. Yanni, being the emotional being that he is suggested that we sell it and buy Falco the biggest memorial we could find. Jezell shot back “That would be a big waste of money.” Of course Yanni took Jezell’s comment as being disrespectful of Falco so his face turned red and he stormed from the room. Jezell tried to explain that she didn’t mean it that way but Yanni was having none of it. Jezell continued her search and I told Yanni how many of us had given our share of the meager treasure we had found before Falco lost his life, to provide Falco with the best funeral and burial plot we could. I failed to mention that Jezell only gave a half-share but I thought it best to leave that detail out. My conversation managed to calm Yanni down some. Jezell had finished searching the chests and to our dismay all we found were common items, the nicest of which were 15 gnome-sized tabards with the symbol of Jzadirune on them. Jezell thought the find pretty much worthless so we left the stuff and moved on. 
Next we proceeded to the ‘J’ door that we knew about that was next to the pit trap that Jezell had set off the day before. Jez opened the door and it lead to a 30-foot long hallway with a passage going off to the left and a door at the end. Jezell seemed to be careful in searching the area in front of her before stepping through. Her keen eyes noted that there was another pit trap in front of her. Jezell’s next action confused me. Instead of trying to find a way to keep the pit from opening or finding a way around the trapdoor, she decided to try to jump over it. Of course she landed right in the middle of it. The floor fell away, this time Jezell with it. She hit the bottom and before she could even stand the floor tilted sharply making her tumble into spikes set into the wall. I told her to throw up her rope. Yanni was laughing “That’s what you get for disrespecting Falco’s memory!”  He was still mad but I knew he would regret it if Jezell died down there. Durin was the smartest of us. He calmly strode to the side of the pit, reached his hand down, and pulled Jezell up. I know from experience that Jez isn’t very heavy, probably less than 100lbs, but even with all her gear, Durin had no problem pulling her out of that pit. Durin was quite a bit stronger than he looked. 

I looked Jezell over to see if she was badly injured. She was a bit scraped up but it seemed her pride was hurt more than anything. She finally agreed that perhaps we should leave the Jzadirune and go see if we can find the hobgoblins that Yanni mixed it up with the night before. 

We got back to the surface and Valin noticing Jezell’s wounds made a comment to the effect that we didn’t do so well without his leadership. I told him that we managed just fine without him and that we all managed to make it back. I bit my lip as I realized that Valin may have taken the last part of my comment as blaming him for Falco’s death. Thankfully, he didn’t seem to take it that way. I don’t mind Valin leading us actually. He tries to do what he feels in his heart is best and that’s saying a lot. He is a little too preachy and forceful sometimes but as I am quickly realizing, nobody in our group likes to listen. Maybe he has to be loud to be heard. It has been suggested that I lead the group but I am no leader. Nobody should have to listen to what I say. That said I am getting upset with what seems to be the group’s complete lack of focus. There are kidnapped kids that we may have a chance to save from a life of gods know what and every decision is an argument. Valin has a tough job and perhaps I will have to back him up and be a little more forceful of will. 
After a fairly brief search Yanni pointed and cursed at a group of hobgoblins. I won’t quote him exactly but basically he said that this was the group he got in the fight with. He strode right towards the biggest one of the bunch. Words were exchanged, and then a melee broke out. Yanni and big hobgoblin squared off, no weapons drawn, and began to fight. Everyone else stood watching for a moment. I reached into my spell component pouch as I saw Durin head towards one. Once Durin got involved the other three hobgoblins present drew their weapons. At this point I cast my sleeping spell and put two of them to sleep. Yanni and the other hobgoblins now had weapons drawn and were attacking each other. Yanni got one of them in the shoulder with his axe. Frustrated that I wasn’t going to be able to talk to one of them alone, where I could cast my new charming spell, I cast my sleeping spell again. This time I aimed right in the middle of the melee. I put Durin and Yanni to sleep but neither of the remaining two hobgoblins. Grace and Jezell stood ready and Jezell was keeping her eyes peeled for the town watch since by this time, we were making a pretty good ruckus. I shouted “Break it up! Don’t make me put you all to sleep!” I was trying to be as nice as possible about it and didn’t want to see anyone get hurt, especially me but I was pretty angry at this nonsense and guess I yelled it pretty loudly. The two hobgoblins that were awake dragged their friends away slowly. Once they got farther away I came up and woke Durin. Jezell woke Yanni. Yanni got up quickly and asked which way they went. I told him I didn’t know. He looked around and took off after the hobgoblins in wrong direction. Durin went after him to keep him out of trouble. Grace, Jezell, and I went off to find another group of hobgoblins to talk to.
Chapter 11 – Chasing the Wild Goose


With our new information about the location of Malikite Fortress in hand, my friends and I returned to the underground realm of the Jzadirune. We went through the mask room and did another thorough search there. Valin even took one of the masks off the wall. Having already checked both doorways in the mask room we continued through the room and turned left into the long corridor. We knew there was an ‘A’ door at the end of the hall and figured to check it out. Grace jumped over the pit trap that Jezell set off a couple of weeks ago. We threw her a rope and went by the pit on a narrow ledge holding onto the rope for balance. The last one over was Jezell who jumped the pit without problems. Jezell was checking out the door when Yanni and then Grace seemed to walk right through the wall at the end of the corridor. Apparently, Yanni was perceptive enough to notice the illusionary wall and his curiosity lead him to go through it. Grace had followed him.

Beyond the wall was a 30-foot square room with a large map attached to the far wall. The map gave off a slight glow and seemed magical in nature. I took the time to cast my magic detection spell and found that the map gave off divination magic. The map appeared to be a map of the Jzadirune. There didn’t seem to be an elevator on it but at least now we had an idea of the scope of the Jzadirune and our search for the elevator to Malikite Fortress. Jezell, being a fine cartographer, began making an exact copy of the map. This took quite a while. While she worked Grace was pining for Hopi and Yanni was getting bored. A bored Yanni is a bad thing as usually he finds a way to get in trouble. This time was no different. Yanni decided to leave the room. He apparently inspected the door with the ‘R’ rune in it that was across the door with the ‘A’ rune. We heard a loud clunk and then Yanni called out, saying that he was attacked by something. The response from my friends was underwhelming. Really it seemed that only Brock, Valin, and I seemed to notice. I stuck my head through the illusionary wall and saw Yanni out in the hall fighting three 3-foot long rats. I cast my sleeping spell and put one of the rats to sleep. Brock connected with fists and feet and staggered one of the rats backwards but didn’t make it fall. One of the oversized rodents pulled Yanni to the ground and bit him. With that Yanni lost consciousness. I cast my sleeping spell again and was able to put the other 2 rats to sleep. I checked on Yanni while Brock dispatched the sleeping rats. I asked the Spirit of the Fallin’ Star for healing power in exchange for another minor spell and used the power to bring Yanni back to consciousness. Brock used the healing wand to heal Yanni and bring him back to full strength. 

After Jezell finished the map we decided to try the ‘A’ door. We didn’t find anything interesting, only cots and chests with old clothes in them. We continued exploring coming to a door marked with an ‘E’ rune. Jezell was certain she had the trap disabled but apparently not. She went through the door and steams of fire seared her as she passed through the threshold. She appeared pretty badly burned. I figured that the trap couldn’t reset itself too quickly and went through the open doorway. I quickly found that I was wrong about the trap. Even though I quickly ran through the door, the flames shot out and burned me. The pain was intense but overall I felt the burns weren’t too bad. Jezell looked worse than myself. I went over to check her out and heard Valin trying to convince Brock to use the healing wand to heal Jezell. She was acting tough but I could tell she was really hurting so I asked the Spirit of the Fallin’ Star to allow me to channel the energy from one of my slightly more powerful spells into healing magic. The muscles in her face relaxed as the burns were faded by the healing magic. Brock finally decided to heal her but having found her healed, instead used the wand on me. My pain immediately ceased and my burns went away entirely. It was then that Brock recalled that the water creature had said the hobgoblins take the tunnel behind the pool. We all agreed that we should head that direction next.

We went past the pool and Brock said “hello” to the water creature. We continued down the tunnel and our light failed to penetrate the darkness ahead. It was some sort of magical darkness. I had prayed to the Spirit of the Fallin’ Star for a light spell so I cast it into the darkness. My light faded as the darkness spell’s power was greater than that of my light spell. The next thing I know, I heard the ‘chink’ of a crossbow being fired. Yanni let out a battle cry. I was frightened now and wanted to leave but my friends, being braver then myself, advanced into the darkness. I swallowed hard and followed them. The tunnel turned sharply and then ended underneath a hole in the ceiling easily big enough to climb through. As the hole was only 5 feet up Durin easily pulled himself through. As he climbed up he said that 2 of the tall ones were up there with him. Durin was under attack. Brock pulled himself up through the hole next. I am not sure what happened other than apparently Brock had killed one and Durin had killed the other by the time the rest of us got up through the hole. We took their rapiers and also noted a very disgusting, very foul-smelling, and very dead creature in the room with us. I cast my prestidigitation spell and tried my best to counter the awful smell as Brock searched the creature’s remains. We were glad he looked as he found two small coffers. Brock didn’t give Jezell a chance to search the first one and almost paid for it as a needle sprung from the box just missing Brock’s face. Having nearly gotten stuck Brock had Jezell check the other coffer. Inside the coffers were: 140cp, 225sp, 178gp, a small mirror framed in silver, a healer’s kit, a silver-dragon pendant with moonstone eyes, and a copper scroll tube with what looks to be a scroll of two spells inside. I took the scroll and Valin the healing kit. The rest we figured we would divvy out among ourselves later. 

We left that room and came to another ‘A’ door. We went through that door, up a hallway and then came upon a door marked with an ‘R’. Yanni warned that this door had the same rune as the one that the rats attacked him at. Valin and I thought it quite possible that rats may be summoned again. Jezell thought that we couldn’t make that assumption based on one door but we stood ready for something to happen since we knew the door was trapped. Jezell tried to disarm the trap but couldn’t. She noted that the trap had a ‘touch trigger’ which means that it will go off as soon as the door is touched. She insisted she was not going to be the first through the door this time. Brock grabbed the door and sure enough, a summoning spell of some sort summoned five 3-foot long rats. I cast a spell to stun one of them, it seemed to work. Durin took one down with a couple of well placed swings of his sword. Valin’s greatsword bit into one killing it. Brock took another of the rodents down with a flurry. I cast my stunning spell again on the same rat as before and once again it seemed to work as the rat seemed dazed for a few seconds. Brock broke another rat’s neck with a kick and Yanni was able to slay the last of the rats with his greataxe. 


We went around a bend and came upon another door. I believe it had an ‘E’ rune on it. Jezell said she got the trap disarmed but for some reason Valin wasn’t buying it. He said that the last time Jezell said a door was safe it wasn’t, so he advised caution. Only Valin wasn’t as diplomatic about it. This really got Jezell angry and sheverbally shot back at him, questioning his leadership skills. Jezell was really fired up and all her frustration with Valin came out. She asked Valin why in the world she would want to follow him or continue to examine doors if one, he didn’t trust her skills, and two wouldn’t heal her when she got hurt in the process of checking the doors. Jezell said the only reason that she was doing all of this was for the adventure and the excitement of exploring the strange area. Valin attacked her on a moral standpoint accusing her of not caring about the children. This was the final straw for Jezell who basically said that it wasn’t so much that she didn’t care about the kids but thought we had no chance in finding the missing children. When Valin continued his argument Jezell stormed off. Yanni and Brock went after her as Jezell had the map and we thought that she shouldn’t be in the Jzadirune alone. They apparently had to physically stop her from leaving and Brock was able to convince her that he would protect her from harm and heal her if necessary. Jezell was still pretty ticked off but she agreed to come back. 

Jezell examined the door and declared it safe. Brock, as promised, went through the door setting of an electrical trap in the process. The door lead into a horrible smelling chamber. While we were looking for an elevator it appears that we only found the lavatory. It was absolutely disgusting in there. We had gone on a wild goose chase and after all our searching found a 75-year old toilet. It was then that we decided to head back to the surface, frustrated and fragmented. 
Chapter 12 – Entrance to Malikite Found…At a Huge Cost


When we got back up to the surface, Jezell went off to sell the rapiers and the jewelry that we had found. I had told her to hang onto the mirror because I thought she deserved it and a mirror can always prove useful. Jezell sold the goods and I divided up all the coinage between us. It added up to be quite a chunk of change; more money than I would normally make over a couple of months. I took some time to talk to Gozer about the possible existence of an elevator in the Jzadirune. I asked him about it because the hobgoblins and one of the tall-ones had mentioned an elevator to Malikite. He said that the gnomes didn’t build an elevator down there but perhaps someone else did later. He suggested we follow some of the narrow tunnels that were not on our map that appeared to be added rather recently based on our exploration.

With Gozer’s information, we decided to head back down into the Jzadirune. Grace was called to do a patrol. Brock was unavailable for some reason (another special assignment maybe). Durin was sick again. I think he caught something nasty from the Jzadirune. Since those three were missing only Yanni, Jezell, Valin, and I went into the Jzadirune. The sad truth is that only three of us made it out alive. 


We went underground through the secret passage under the stairs at the locksmith’s house. We then entered into the rough-hewn narrow tunnels. We took a pass off to the right and ended up in a small room. We were searching around on the floor for perhaps a way to go farther underground (a hidden elevator or something maybe) when Jezell noted she found something and started moving away rocks. She uncovered a chest with a lock set into it. Jezell carefully examined the chest and proclaimed that it wasn’t locked. There was no comment from Valin as I think Jezell and Valin had a pretty good chat last night about their confrontation earlier in the day yesterday. Valin isn’t the most articulate person at expressing his feelings and what he had said came out differently than what he meant. I am not sure that Jezell is completely convinced but it would seem that his explanation appeased her somewhat. I thought for a while that she may not adventure with us anymore… Anyway, back to the chest. Jezell was able to pop the lock open. Inside the chest were 2 black robes (old and tattered), 3 sunrods, 2 flasks of oil, 2 tindertwigs, 1 thunderstone, a ceramic stage mask with bunny ears (which Yanni promptly ask to put on; a request we couldn’t refuse), a serpent shaped ring made of silver with azurite gems, and a silver ewer (drinking vessel) decorated with dancing dryads and set with moss agates (gems). I took a sunrod, the ewer, and a tindertwig. 


After searching that room we went down another branch of the tunnels. At the end of this tunnel there was a hole in the ceiling above. We stopped to listen and both Yannii and Jezell whispered that they heard scuttling up there. The next thing I know I hear a scraping noise as something was slid over the hole to prevent us from going up through it. I tried and tried to lift the cover off the hole with no success.  Yanni moved me out of his way and started to chop at the wooden cover with his greateaxe. In only a couple of blows he broke through it. Valin was the first up through the hole. He called down, saying that there were three tall-ones up above, and that there was no space for him to step away to allow any of us to go up there to help him. I called upon my faith in the ‘Spirit of the Fallin’ Star’ to shield whomever I next touch. I tried to touch Valin to place the shield upon him but missed. Valin must have taken one of them out as he stepped away from the hole allowing Yanni to climb up and join him. I discharged my spell and placed the shield upon Yanni as he passed me. Valin and Yanni continued the fight above. I heard Valin shout “Where are the children!” and Yanni grunting and cursing. Seconds later Valin called down again “We have a prisoner.”

Yanni and Valin brought the prisoner down by me as Jezell went into the room above to thoroughly search it. I cast a minor curing spell on the prisoner and he stirred back to consciousness. I screamed at him that he better tell me where I can find the children and Malikite Fortress or I would turn loose the demented, bunny-mask wearing, Yanni on him to do terribly painful and disfiguring things to him. Now, I certainly don’t have the stomach to watch some poor creature be tortured but he thought I was serious and he told me what he knew. He said that the children may be with the half-dwarf but that he had most likely sold them. He said that the small-one Yuathyb could lead me to the half-dwarf. When asked about Malikite Fortress he said the elevator was through the secret door and then 2 doors away from there. He said the other 2 doors were trapped with rats and blades. He also informed us of a password that could be used to get past the guards that were watching the elevator. The password was in a strange language. I tried to duplicate it but don’t think I got it down very well. The last thing he asked was if we wanted a rat. I didn’t know what he was talking about at first. He said they were keeping the “…gnome with the keys’…” rat and that is why the gnome was cooperating with them. At that point I figured that the rat may be the gnome’s familiar. I tried to get a read on him and he seemed sincerely frightened and bargaining for his life. I believed he was telling the truth. At that point I told him he was free to leave. We ended up with his information, 3 rapiers, and a small key.

We went back up through the hole into the room above. Jezell had found a the secret door that the prisoner had referenced and she said that it was not trapped. We went through the door and it opened into a room with a large (10’ x 5’) chest in the center of the space. On top of this chest was a silver cage with a rat inside. Both Yanni and Jezell stopped in the doorway and mentioned aloud that something seemed odd about the room. I cast my magic detection spell and noted nothing out of the ordinary besides 2 magical doorways which in fact weren’t out of the ordinary in the Jzadirune because all the doors in that place are magically trapped. I entered the room and approached the cage the rat was in. As I neared the cage sitting atop the chest, the chest itself seemed to come to life. It reached out and grabbed me, and boomed out words in a strange language. 

The chest-creature held me firmly but didn’t seem to be trying to hurt me. Both Jezell and Yanni attacked the creature and it lashed back out at them. The chest-creature knocked the greataxe from Yanni’s hands and grabbed at Jezell. I tried to tell everyone to stop attacking the chest-creature. I told them “It doesn’t seem to be trying to hurt me.” Jezell tried to attack again and Valin knocked the small axe from her hand with his mace. Yanni attacked the chest-creature again with his rapier and stuck it, though not deeply. The creature slammed against him and bruises immediately started to appear upon Yanni. Yanni stepped away and drew his crossbow. Jezell ceased attacking the creature but was trying to keep a close eye on it. It still held only me and was repeating what seemed to be three words over and over. I couldn’t tell what it was saying. Jezell said “Jzadirune” and then I could swear that I heard Valin make an attempt to say the password that the tall-one prisoner had given us. It clicked then that the creature may have been asking me for the password. I tried the password myself but the creature didn’t let go. It wasn’t until Yanni shot it with his crossbow that the creature released me. Valin screamed at Yanni not to attack it but Yanni, never was known to listen very well. Yanni told us that if we worked together we could defeat it. I thought that he was right; we probably could but if it wasn’t going to hurt us than why fight it. I thought perhaps we could just go out the other door. Jezell had the same idea and was already making her way to the door that was across the room. Valin tried the password several times as did I and we were getting no response from the creature other than the same three words. Yanni shot the creature again and it lurched forward at Yanni who had moved beyond the doorway from which we entered. Valin swung his mace and knocked the crossbow from Yanni’s hand. The weapon apparently fell down the hole and Yanni sounded none too happy about it. 

The chest-creature noticed Jezell by the door and moved toward her. I moved to get between it and Jezell and then it changed what it was saying. Now it was saying something different and I STILL DIDN’T UNDERSTAND IT! It was getting frustrating. This time though, it seemed like it was asking for something. “What do you want?” I asked it. It answered with one word so I figured that at least it understood the merchant tongue if not able to speak it. “Something small?” I asked. It said a single word that sounded like an affirmation to me. “Do you want money?” I got the same one word response. Now, I was getting somewhere. I continued to negotiate with the creature; I offered it 1 platinum piece and 10 gold pieces. Valin chimed in offering 15 copper pieces in addition. Valin later told me that the reason he did this was that he wasn’t sure if the creature knew the value of the coinage being offered but probably would know how many coins it was being offered. The creature did seem to know the value of the coins as our offer was refused by the creature’s obviously negative, one-word response. I ask Jezell to show the ring and I offered it. The creature responded in the affirmative again. We had a deal. Unfortunately, the deal was for access to the door or the rat. We didn’t offer the creature enough to be granted access to both. We chose the door. The creature wouldn’t give Yanni his greateaxe back so I gave Yanni my spear. Yanni appeared to be wounded pretty badly and Valin gave him his healing potion. Yanni asked Valin if he was sure he wanted to give up the potion and Valin nodded. Yanni drank the potion and was healed completely. 

We knew that the door we were standing before was trapped and that it would summon rats. The prisoner told us this and the door had an ‘R’ rune which in the past has summoned rats when the trap was sprung. Jezell started to work on the door and was able to open it without triggering the trap. I made a mental note that Jezell’s skills seemed to be improving daily. I knew that they would. We went through the door and entered into a room with a ‘D’ door and upon searching; Jezell noticed that there was a secret door in that room as well. Valin had Yanni take a look at the doors to try to determine which was used more frequently. Yanni explained that you sprinkle dust on the doors, the one that more dust sticks to, is the one most used. Sometimes Yanni’s knowledge of obscure things surprises me. Yanni determined that the secret door was used more so we decided to go through that door first. Jezell took the time to investigate the other door as Yanni was checking the secret door. She determined that the doorway was protected by not one, but two traps. One was magical and one was mechanical. 

Our decision to go through the secret door turned out to be incorrect but we did come upon perhaps the most interesting room I have ever seen. To remind you, the Jzadirune is underground. We entered into a chamber perhaps 50-feet square that was full of what can only be described as ‘life’. It was like an entire forest in one room; complete with chirping birds and chittering animals. I figured that it had to be magical and perhaps illusionary in nature but was unable to determine how this room existed. It must have been a powerful magic indeed. I do understand that some illusion magics will not detect as magical by normal divinatory means however. We didn’t spend much time in this room but it is a place I would like to perhaps visit again and thoroughly examine. We decided to go back to the double-trapped ‘D’ door. While that was the right decision, the outcome wasn’t good.


We arrived at the ‘D’ door and Jezell made an attempt to bypass or disable both traps guarding it. Her first attempt set off the traps but she was able to avoid harm. The traps were a mechanical trap in which blades swung down out of the walls and a magical trap that would have fried anyone caught in it with the power of lightning. Before her next attempt Valin asked ‘The Knight of the Gods’ to provide guidance to Jezell in her attempt. From somewhere in the recesses of my mind, something, perhaps the ‘Spirit of the Fallin’ Star’ reminded me of the magical music box’s ability to inspire confidence. I asked Jezell for the music box and wound it, setting it to play a tune to help her do her work. I had opened myself up possibly to ‘The Disease of the Vanishing’ but was willing to take the chance. She failed again, this time not setting off the traps. Jezell, still determined, tried again. I cranked the music box to repeat its inspirational tune, using another charge from the device. This increased the chances that I would get ‘The Vanishing’ but we had to get through this door. Jezell, raised her fist in triumph as she knew she had succeeded in disabling the traps. Before going through the door, I cast my armoring spell. Valin granted us ‘The Knight of the Gods’’ blessing and then cast another spell. Jezell pulled the thunderstone from her pouch. We were ready to go through the door.

The door slid open and Jezell threw the thunderstone into the center of the room. It was a perfect throw. Jezell didn’t intend to but she threw the stone right down the elevator’s shaft. We had found the elevator, along with 6 hobgoblins, 2 of which were operating the elevator. Yanni flew into a rage and ran in swinging his axe with a fury. I started casting my sleeping spell. Valin moved in to attack and Jezell got into position to strike. My sleeping spell was able to put the two elevator operators to sleep. I heard the chains that controlled the elevator’s ascent and descent hit the ground, even above the din of combat. The elevator plummeted down and landed with a crash. I started casting my sleeping spell again. I glanced over at Yanni just in time to see one of the hobgoblins slash into his midsection deeply. Yanni about doubled over but stayed on his feet and continued fighting. The blow made my stomach turn and I almost lost concentration on my spell. Valin and Yanni landed a couple of blows of their own but the hobgoblins stayed on their feet. The melee was as fierce as any I have seen in my 17 years. My spell concluded and two more of the hobgoblins fell asleep. I began the spell yet again. I was pretty safe where I was, there were no hobgoblins that could get to me. Valin and Yanni had them blocked off and Jezell was right behind them. It was at that point though that I saw, to my horror, the same hobgoblin that struck Yanni so brutally land another viscous swing of his longsword. Yanni’s body fell nearly in two pieces and the slice had just about cut him in half. I knew immediately that my friend was dead. My heart sank and nausea nearly overwhelmed me. Valin was trying to take out the one still attacking him and he and his adversary were deftly blocking each other’s blows. I noted that Valin was bloodied and I drew my dagger as I finished casting my sleeping spell. I targeted the one that had killed my friend, silently wishing that my spell would kill him instead of just making him sleep. I now regret the thought, and I know that it was wrong, but for once in my life, I wanted another living, sentient being, dead, dead, and dead. The hobgoblin fell asleep which left one remaining. Jezell and Valin fought the last hobgoblin. I tried to daze him with a spell that I call by the same name but failed not once but twice. Both Valin and Jezell then connected with their weapons, Valin two times I think. The final hobgoblin fell. “They killed Yanni…” Jezell spat out through clenched teeth “I’m going to finish them off.” She said, her voice almost a growl. I told her to be sure she went left to right as that is kind of the order that I put them to sleep. Normally I would be upset that she was dispatching them but today, I felt very little remorse at the loss of their lives. Instead, I just felt sick at the loss of Yanni and how horrible the way that he died was. I went to the corner of the room and heaved up some of my breakfast that had not quite fully digested. The episode gave little relief. 

Jezell searched the bodies of the felled hobgoblins. Well at least the 4 that were still on the upper-floor with us anyway. Valin assisted her in getting everything together. I sat in the corner sick to my stomach. Jezell and Valin came up with the following in their search: 4 small steel shields, 4 suits of banded mail armor, 2 normal longswords , 2 magical longswords, (I later discovered upon inspection, they can radiate magic once per day and are recharged by the sun. The effect is similar to a spell that some call ‘magic weapon’.), 40gp, 200sp, and 200cp. Jezell then took the time to search the room and found a secret exit that lead us back to the room with all the masks in it. We were therefore very close to the passage that leads back to the locksmith’s shop. We took several trips to get everything up the stairs and to our houses. We each have some stuff stashed at our respective homes. Yanni’s possessions will be sold and all proceeds used for a memorial dedicated to him. I will go through my money and use some of my coin for the memorial as well. I am sure the others will follow suit.

The treasure that we wound up with doesn’t make up for the fact that a second friend of mine is now dead. What makes it even more painful is we are now thinking that the children have been most likely sold into slavery by the half-dwarf. The tall-one we had prisoner told us this was most likely the case and since we have been unable to find them in a reasonable length of time, I fear we will never find them.
Chapter 13 – Into Malikite Fortress


I had to be realistic with myself. Both Falco and Yanni were gone and there was nothing I could do to bring them back. Their passing was not only painful on a personal level but Valin had a good point in bringing up that their fighting abilities are going to be sorely missed when we go into Malikite Fortress. Grace brought one of her comrades in the militia, a dwarf by the name of Waylon. Grace brought him in figuring that we needed some added muscle if we were to head into Malikite. Waylon apparently agreed to go down into the fortress with us when he heard that Malikite, a dwarven stronghold, was not occupied by hobgoblins and possibly slavers. The dwarf did not immediately endear himself to me. When we had mentioned our fallen comrades he said that the problem was that they were half-hobgoblins and that hobgoblins were “… stupid and ignorant…” I told Waylon that I didn’t appreciate his comments and that my friends had fought bravely trying to defend us. Waylon sort of grunted and then dropped the subject though I don’t think he was convinced. 


We went back into the Jzadirune and opened the secret door that leads to the elevator that descends into Malikite. A hobgoblin stood in the opening of the secret door. He wore banded mail and had a huge rectangular shield and he raised the alarm when we opened the door. We were in for a fight. Waylon immediately got into the action swinging his dwarven axe. His swings were powerful but under control and he was able to bring down the hobgoblin. I started the magical musicbox, having it play a battle tune to inspire myself and my friends. Grace stepped up to the entrance and felled another of the hobgoblins who had filled the void left by his fallen comrade. The hobgoblins had a defense plan. Every time one of the humanoids would go down, another would take its place. Waylon brought his axe down on another one, slicing into its midsection. The hobgoblin fell in a heap. I cast my armoring spell to protect myself. Jezell let loose bolts from her crossbow. I called upon the ‘Spirit of the Fallin Star’ and enchanted Waylon’s axe as the battle raged around me. It was shortly after that I heard chanting and was struck by a very cold magical ray. The ray froze my tunic to my chest but did little damage. The one who cast the spell at me was different from the others; perhaps half-hobgoblin and half something else. I looked back at the opening into the elevator room and noticed that Grace had fallen. I didn’t see what happened but I knew I had to help her. I started to move that way but Brock had his wand out and used its curative magic on Grace, bringing her back to consciousness. Brock then stood and hands and feet flying, knocked one of the hobgoblins to the ground. I cast my sleeping spell and two non-armored hobgoblins fell into a deep slumber. Unfortunately, I was trying to put the spell caster to sleep. The half-hobgoblin spell caster then summoned a large beetle. The big bug tried to bite Waylon but Waylon squished it with his axe. There were still hobgoblins blocking the entryway and my friends still couldn’t get inside. I cast a spell and dazed the hobgoblin to the left of the entryway. The spell-caster summoned up another beetle and this one appeared right in front of me. The bug proceeded to take a bite out of my left thigh. Waylon took another of the hobgoblins down and Grace was able to kill the beetle that was attacking me. Jezell hit with her crossbow and Walon, proving to be quite the warrior indeed, took out the last two hobgoblins. The battle was over. 


Brock had been wounded badly and was on the ground unconscious. I channeled healing energy in place of a spell that I had prayed for and revived Brock. Brock then got up and used the wand several times. The last time he used the wand though, something strange happened. Brock’s presence seemed to be a little dimmer. It was almost as if he was fading from the world. It was then I realized that the wand must be cursed with the ‘disease of the vanishing’. From my research I learned that some spells are able to stop the curse when an individual is afflicted. I believe that my scroll has one of them. It is a spell called ‘break enchantment’. I am not powerful enough to use it but perhaps Gozer is. I made a mental note to ask Gozer to use the scroll on Brock when and if we returned to the surface. 

We climbed down the elevator shaft using the chains for the elevator. It was about 200 feet to the bottom so I made it a point not to look down. The chain had good hand and foot holds so climbing didn’t present a problem. Once to the bottom we were in the main elevator room. The room had the elevator and an iron reinforced door seemed to be the only other exit. Jezell searched the room and noticed an anomaly in one of the walls. It was a secret door. She inspected and then opened the door leading into a small room with a lever set into the wall. As this was the elevator room we figured that the lever controlled the elevator. The room didn’t appear to have been used in a long time and I am pretty sure that the new inhabitants of Malikite didn’t know of the elevator controls as they were using a pulley system to raise and lower the elevator. 

Jezell inspected the iron-reinforced door and found it to be unlocked and not trapped. The door opened into a large room. The room was of impressive dwarven construction with high ceilings and excellent masonry work. I am no expert on structures, nor am I an engineer but it was clear that whoever built the place (dwarfs according to Waylon), knew what they were doing. The room had 2 cages suspended from the ceiling about 6 feet above the stone floor. Between the cages was a stone and crystal statue of some type. The design was abstract and I had never seen anything quite like it. I cast my magic detection spell and found that the cages were enchanted with some type of binding magic. I couldn’t tell much else so I moved into the room for a closer look. 


Before I could react the stone and crystal statue attacked me. Lashing out with what can only be described as a tentacle it hit me across the top of my torso and threw me backwards with such force that I hit the wall 5 feet behind me. Brock came to my aid but apparently got to close to one of the cages as the cage actually grabbed him and lifted him off the floor. Brock was not trapped inside the cage and just like that we were in trouble. I shot the statue-creature with my crossbow. This really made it angry and I misjudged the creature’s reach. It lashed out with a tentacle and connected strongly right in my ribcage. I knew I was in trouble as the blow sent blood flowing from my mouth and I felt my ribs must be broken. I staggered and gasps for air from my damaged lungs. I have no idea how I kept consciousness or stayed on my feet. As I opened the distance between myself and the statue-creature I noticed the other door in the room open up. In walked through a giant of a creature, perhaps an ogre, armed with a falchion, basically a two-handed scimitar.  Jezell had moved in to try to help me when the statue-creature hit me and it slammed her hard, sending her sprawling. I asked Brock for the wand and he handed it to me through the cage bars. Safely out of range of both the statue-creature and the big ogre with the bigger sword, I used the wand on Jezell. It was then that I believe that I myself was afflicted with the ‘disease of the vanishing’. I felt myself fade just a bit and Jezell remarked that I was disappearing. Now we had two people that the accursed wand affected; me and Brock. I didn’t have much time to ponder my predicament as the ogre brought his falchion down upon Grace. She fell in a heap and my heart sank as I feared that I had lost another friend. The ogre then sliced a vicious-looking gash into Brock, who had somehow escaped the cage. The ogre was getting attacked on multiple fronts when Valin landed the decisive blow finally bringing the big creature down. The statue-creature also was dispatched though I do not know by whom. Valin used the power granted him by ‘The Knight of the Gods’ to heal Brock’s wounds.


As we were recovering and healing we asked Jezell to check out the room that the ogre came through. The room was comparable to the privy that we had ‘found’ while searching for the elevator to Malikite over a week ago. We could plainly see a chest in the middle of the muck and waste. We suggested that Jezell just go in and pull the chest out. I promised to use my prestidigitation spell to clean any nastiness that Jezell picked up, though I can’t cure any diseases that she may contract in there. The latter fact had me a bit concerned but Jezell went into the room. Unfortunately she couldn’t move the chest and had to work on it in there. She was able to get it open and found the following inside: 2 spinals (worth about 100gp each), a fungal flask with some kind of healing potion in it (perhaps useful in getting rid of the ‘disease of the vanishing’), a twisted root which as it turns out is a wand of healing (a little stronger spell than our current and cursed healing wand), and lots of coins…. I don’t know how many in all but well over 150lbs of silver and copper coins. 


As we were all tired and for us spellcasters, short on spells, we decided to hole up in the elevator control room behind the secret door for the night. The night passed uneventfully and I got the chance to count all those coins. It turns out to be 5990cp, and 2248sp. Lots of coins indeed. We went off looking for a way to get deeper into Malikite as what we had seen couldn’t have been the whole thing. There were no obvious exits to the room we were in except to the room that held the chest. That room had no obvious exits either. There had to be another secret door somewhere. After about 20 minutes of searching I finally found the secret door. Jezell examined the door and declared it clear of traps so we opened it. The room opened into a large room with doors set to the right and left sides of it. There was a large stone statue of a dwarven warrior in the room, facing the set of double doors that had to be an entrance of some sort. We had found the more common entrance to Malikite. We also found 4 very well armed and trained hobgoblin soldiers. I started up the music box and we fought them only long enough to find that we were overmatched. Valin quickly ordered the retreat and was the last to leave the room. During the fight Waylon had fallen. Valin cast a spell on himself asking ‘The Knight of the Gods’ for sanctuary. I don’t think his spell worked on all the hobgoblins surrounding him as they did indeed try to kill him. I tried to daze one but to no effect. I stood ready to heal Valin should he fall on the way out. Valin took one more nasty hit before leaving the room. We headed immediately for the elevator control room. The hobgoblins only slammed the door we had come through. They didn’t pursue. I heard them searching for us a little later but they didn’t find us. 

**********


We hid in the elevator control room overnight. I got a chance to refocus myself and Valin got a chance to pray for his spells. Brock entrusted the wand to my care, thinking it would be a good idea that I carry it, since he tends to get in the middle of things. I was already vanishing, so I used the wand to heal up everybody whom the night’s rest didn’t fully heal. While I was using the wand, I heard voices coming down the hall. The voices came through the wall quite clearly. They were loud, horse, and gruff. It was pretty clear to me, there were two hobgoblins talking. I didn’t get the whole conversation but we were able to come to the conclusion that there were six slaves that were going to be sold tomorrow. I was hoping that we could head back topside but the news that we may not be too late to save the orphans, gave me renewed resolve. Valin and I formed a plan.


We waited until another patrol came back. The plan was to pounce on them before they had a chance to raise the alarm. That way, we could continue our exploration, hopefully without notice. We heard them walking into the elevator room. I told Grace to count to 5 slowly once I started to cast my spell. I told her that after she got to 5, my spell would be ready and she needed to open the door. I began casting my sleeping spell. I heard Grace counting somewhere in the back of my mind as I concentrated on weaving the magical energy. Grace opened the door with near perfect timing as I let the spell go into the center of the room. One of the two hobgoblins that were standing there immediately fell asleep. The other seemed the shrug the spell off. Gracie then sprang into the room and attacked the fully awake, but surprised hobgoblin. She made quick work of him with her greataxe, her decisive blow cutting right through him and into the sleeping one as well. Within seconds it was over. The hobgoblins barely let out a sound. We searched the bodies finding 13sp and 14cp. We also collected the longsword one of the hobgoblins was carrying. Waylon and Durin stashed the bodies in the room that the ogre was in yesterday. 

As they were stashing bodies, the rest of us continued on. We went through both sets of secret doors and then through a third door, which was clearly visible. On the other side of that door, a surprise awaited us. As soon as Grace got the door open she was struck by not 1 but 2 arrows. One caught her mid-thigh and the other got her lower chest. She winced in pain but strode boldly into the room nonetheless. I drew the wand and followed Grace in. I crouched down behind her and used the wand to heal her. Two hobgoblins were in the room. They were well armored and seemed to me to be better warriors than the two we just dispatched. Grace engaged one of the hobgoblins. I felt more than saw Valin enter the room and slide by me. I looked up to see him greatsword drawn, engaging the second hobgoblin. I then used the wand a second time on Grace. Valin and Grace continued the fight. Grace felled her opponent and moved to assist Valin with his enemy. The two of them were just too much for the creature to handle and while he parried a blow from Valin’s greataxe, Grace drove into him hard with her two-handed axe. The hobgoblin went to the floor in a heap. Searching the bodies, we came up with 5gp, 15sp, and 16cp). These hobgoblins also had 6 crossbow bolts that seemed to be very nice. I used my arcane sight in an attempt to assess any magical properties and found that they were indeed magical. 2 of the bolts had been used but still glowed faintly to my eyes. Valin and I split those bolts between us equally.
 
We left that room and went down a long pathway. There was a larger than life statue of a hill dwarf on our left. To our right, the path fell off into water some distance below. As we went down the path, we passed another equally large statue of a female hill dwarf. We then came upon a door to the west. An open doorway to the east seemed to lead to a 30-foot long foot-bridge. If I recall correctly, there was another door here as well. I believe it is the one we went through. The door was unlocked and led to a 30-foot by 30-foot room, occupied by nothing but a table with chairs around it, and a weapons’ rack, filled with javelins. There were two other doors leading out of this room and we took the one in the southeast wall. 

Grace opened the door and we were confronted by two more hobgoblins. As I reached into my component pouch for the sand that I needed to cast my sleeping spell, I noticed that one of the two hobgoblins was missing an arm and was armed with a wicked-looking axe. The other hobgoblin wielded a shortsword.  The two-armed hobgoblin was approaching me as I began casting my spell. The other hobgoblin stepped up to melee with Grace (a bad idea Mr. Hobgoblin). Valin stepped in beside me and kept him off of me until my spell finished. My hobgoblin then fell asleep. I looked up at Grace and the one-armed hobgoblin she was fighting was holding his own. He had wounded her. I figured I could lend her a hand and cast a spell to daze him. It didn’t seem to work as he kept right on fighting. Valin stepped up and began helping against “one-arm”. The two of them were starting to take their toll on the hobgoblin’s defenses. I tried to “daze” the hobgoblin again but he shook off the effects. My magic not working too well on him and feeling that I had to help my friends, I stepped in to the fight and stabbed the hobgoblin with my spear. He mostly deflected my thrust but I did get a little bit of his leg with the tip. The hobgoblin was unable to fend off our attack, now assaulting him on three fronts. Grace saw a hole in his defenses and finally got a good chop in with her axe. That was that. 

Grace then went to dispatch the sleeping hobgoblin so I turned away. When she came back, I assessed her wounds and used the wand on her. Then I noticed that Valin had a nasty stab wound on his lower-left abdomen. He tried to tell me he was fine, Valin is tough and brave like that, but the wound looked pretty serious to me. I reached out with the wand and Valin lurched away. I guess he didn’t want me to waste a charge. The wand didn’t make good contact and the healing magic didn’t work too well. I practically yelled at him to hold still and with a sigh of resignation, he allowed me to touch him with the wand.
There was a door in the room opposite the one that we entered through. We opened that door and went inside. The room was a horrid place. The smell of burnt flesh immediately assaulted my nose once the door was opened fully. Inside was a collection of the most gruesome devices I have ever seen. Presses, whips, hammers, tongs, chains, cages, and in the center of the room, a pit full of hot coals in which 3 iron rods were thrust. It was as if The Flaymaster himself had been responsible for the room’s décor. Chained and locked to a chair in the room was a hapless victim of the instruments of torture. I went over to examine her expecting her to be quite dead, so when she recoiled as I approached, I was taken aback. She was an older woman and had taken quite a bit of abuse. Before even assessing her injuries I called upon the Spirit of the Fallen’ Star and channeled magical energy into a minor healing spell. This relieved her pain some as the horrified expression on her face softened. I asked her what her name was and she replied it was Cory Stunpike. She was one of the people whom had gone missing from town. I took a look at her injuries and knew she was too bad off for my divine magic. I used the wand on her a few times, bringing her near full health. I asked what she did and was told that she casts spells. I asked what kind of spells and she looked at me incredulously and replied “What are you talking about? I just cast spells!” With this answer, I figured she must be a natural spell caster like me. While I was tending to Cory, the others searched the room. Jezell had found a set of keys and I freed Cory from her bonds. She volunteered to help us in our search for the others. 
A door led out of the room and into a long corridor. The hall had cell-doors on both sides. We looked in every one of them, intent on freeing anyone we found who wasn’t immediately hostile.  The first occupied cell we came upon contained a huge, bearded man. He had to be close to 6 and a half feet tall, and was broad through the chest and shoulders. He had straight, stringy brown hair, that went about a quarter of the way down his back. He was in a grey undershirt and tanned leather trousers. After establishing that he was friendly, we released him from the cell. He said his name was Nicho and that he and 4 others had come down here on the same mission we were on; to stop the slave trade. The next cell that was occupied contained an older human man. Like Nicho, he was a big man, if not as tall. He was still taller than me. He had long, scraggly, black hair, a full beard, and a stern gaze. He spoke in a more reserved tone than I was expecting and identified himself as Durin (just like my friend Durin). He and Nicho obviously knew each other. They seemed very happy to see one another alive. They looked alike enough, with their hair and beards; they could have passed for brothers, or at least distant cousins. We released Durin and continued on. In the next occupied cell was a male gnome, about Gozer’s age perhaps. He didn’t look much like Gozer however. He had obviously been in the cell awhile and was wary of us when we opened the slot to look at him. He started off a bit stand-offish but softened to me as I told him what we were down here for. He said that his name was Jasper (another missing person) and we released him from his cell. He then noticed that I was vanishing and commented that I had 3 or 4 weeks perhaps until I was completely gone. I told him that I would talk to Gozer when I got topside and that I was sure that Gozer could help me. That is if I didn’t die down here. He chuckled and seemed impressed that I knew Gozer and we continued down the corridor. The next cell was occupied by a boy about my age named Devin (another missing person). Devin was frightened at this point and didn’t have much to say. We let him out of the cell and continued searching. After checking a few empty cells we came upon another occupied cell. The one held a frail-looking human man, a little older than me. He had medium length, dark-brown hair and a thin mustache on a pale, almost sickly face. The man identified himself as Jim and was part of the group that included both Nicho and Durin. In the last cell in the corridor, was a human male. He was really shaken up and all we really got was his name, Crylskar Endocot (missing person). He wasn’t at all talkative. I announced my disappointment that we had searched all the cells and that we hadn’t found the missing orphans. Devin heard me and spoke up, saying that he knew where the slaves go when they are to be sold. Devin said we had to go through the “horrible machine room”. He shivered and swallowed hard at the memory. 
We decided that our Durin, Waylon, Brock, and Jezell would take the majority of the freed prisoners back to Thyreth. Devin led Valin, Grace, me, Nicho, Jim, the new Durin, Jasper the gnome, and the old woman Cory, down a couple of hallways and through a room. That room opened up into a chamber with a pathway and the foot-bridge that we saw earlier. Next to the bridge was a door. Devin told us that “the machine room” was beyond. Grace said that the door was locked. It was an iron door and it seemed unlikely we could break it down. Jim spoke up saying that he was a “thief” and knew a thing or two about doors and locks. I don’t know of any thieves whom announce themselves as such and if Jezell was there, she would have fallen over laughing. Nonetheless, we decided to let Jim have a crack at it. He was able to tumble the locking mechanism and stepping back, announced that the door was unlocked. I made a mental note to myself not to let Jim hold the group’s treasure. Grace opened the door which opened into a short, 10-foot wide corridor. Devin looked confused as he gazed up the hallway. He said that something was wrong and that this room should be “the machine room”. Durin went into the room anyway and huge, mechanical, pinchers came through the walls. One of them grabbed a hold of Durin, grasping him tightly. I noticed an imperfection with the walls at that point. “The walls are illusionary!” I shouted as I walked through the one to my right. I could hear others echoing my words about the illusionary walls behind me. Once through the false wall, I could then see the “body” of the machine. It had a giant hammer attached to it. It was a strange contraption unlike anything I had seen before. I was worried about going further but saw a lever on the opposite wall that I was sure would stop the contraption. I pressed onward. The machine didn’t attack me with the hammer or try to grab me in a pincher. In fact, it seemed to be on some sort of delay or hesitation. Perhaps it was a timing device of some kind. I got to the lever and pulled it down. The bad news is, all pulling the lever seemed to do apparently was close off the two hallways that led out of this room. To make matters worse, Grace was still convinced that the walls were indeed very real and there was no talking her out of it. She tried to go through the wall and walked right into a part of the machine. Therefore, she couldn’t pass through the wall. This was good enough for Gracie to think that we were all crazy, saying that the walls weren’t real. You see, they were very real to her. It was then that the big pincher moved again. I was cornered and had nowhere to go. It reached down and snatched me up. It wasn’t particularly painful but I was held fast by the pincher. Durin got to me quickly and Valin was making his way over to me as well. With Durin’s help, I was able to wriggle free of the pincher’s grasp. We all got out of there without the hammer coming down so that was a good thing. Devin and Cory waited on the other side of “the machine room” and we were down one of the two hallways that I had so inconveniently closed off. The only good news was we were out of the reach of the horrible machine. The bad news was that it looked like we were going to have to go through the room again if we wanted to leave. Jasper realized that the matter was simpler than we were making it. The gnome looked down the corridor at us and said that the levers most likely released a counter weight, thus sealing off the hallways. Jasper said if that was the case, we should be able to slide the stones back out of the way, thus resetting the mechanism. Grace, Nicho, and Valin strained hard and were able to push the stones back into the wall and reset the levers just as Jasper said it would happen. 
Down the hallway beyond where the stones were reset were several more cells. We opened every one of then and found a few more prisoners, including an elf and a human cleric of The Raiser. Those two were the two missing members of the group that Nicho, Durin, and Jim had come down with. They had a happy reunion and I was glad that I could be partially responsible for it. My thoughts however went back to the friends that I had lost and a sadness washed over me. I would never see Falco or Yanni again. Never feel Falco’s firm handshake or hear Yanni tell a new story of how he somehow found himself locked in the stockade again. The sadness was subsiding and being replaced by another, more sinister emotion; anger. I felt a rage boiling inside of me. I wanted someone to pay for the pain I felt at the loss of my friends. I wanted someone to pay for kidnapping people, especially orphans and selling them into slavery. I swallowed hard and took a deep breath, relaxing myself so that my anger wouldn’t get out of control. I had never felt such intense hatred in my life. I hope it is the only time I feel such anger, but I fear it’s not going to be. While searching these cells we came upon Nicho’s, Jim’s, and Durin’s equipment. It wasn’t all there, the nicer weapons and armor and everything magical was missing. There was enough there that the three of them were armed and armored again however. Valin went back and retrieved the really nice axe that the really nasty hobgoblin we defeated earlier in the day had used. There were still no orphans to be found and I was sure that time was ticking away. We had to act fast.
Chapter 14 – The Rescue


We hadn’t found the orphans yet but there was still one more cellblock to go through. We had to make sure that the orphans still weren’t in any cells before we followed Devin to where the slaves are sold. We went down into the cellblock and searched all the cells there. We found nothing but dust and bones. There were no signs that this block had been used in a very long time. 


We headed past the machine room again and up to what we started referring to as the “crossroads” area. We came back up the path we went down before. This time however per Devin’s instructions, we were going to take a set of double-doors that we noted earlier. Devin said that to get to where the slaves were sold, we needed to go that way. It was then that Devin also warned us that Kaz the half-dwarf, had some kind of pet. It was like a dog but bigger and had some kind of spines or quills. When we got to the door, Nicho and Durin warned us what lay in the room beyond. They told us that they had opened the doors and were set upon by hobgoblin guards. Their group made short work of the initial guards and pressed onward. They were moving down the corridor when some more hobgoblins towards the back triggered some kind of levers. The levers caused the floor to give way all around them. Their elfin wizard and their cleric of The Raiser tumbled into the pits. Durin, Jim, and Nicho were cut off and trapped on a platform with pits all around them. Hobgoblin archers now had them in a crossfire. The fight was lost so they surrendered. That is how they ended up in cells. We needed to find another way in or face a difficult situation. 


Nicho suggested that perhaps there was another door. We told him about the one we had found earlier and told him that one, it was locked, and two, we weren’t sure where it led. Nicho and Durin both noted that perhaps the door was unlocked during the sale of slaves. Valin and I thought it would be a good idea to go back and check it out. So, we all went back down the corridor, past the crossroads and down by the foot-bridge. When we came to the door, Nicho told us he was pretty sure that the door would lead us where we needed to go. We took turns listening at the door. There was definitely something happening on the other side. Nicho was certain he heard voices. Before I could cast my armoring spell, Nicho had opened the door. We were in for a fight. 

On the other side of the door, the orphans were being sold right at that very moment. Terrian, Kaz’s apparent target on the raid into the orphanage was up on a raised platform with Kaz. He was in chains. Next to the half-dwarf and Terrian was a huge dog-like creature. It was pretty much as Devin had described. It resembled a giant porcupine or hedgehog. Kaz the half-dwarf himself, was like nothing I had ever seen. He had vaguely dwarven features but had a long nose, long fingers ending in claws, and a greenish-yellow hue to his skin. He also was a good deal taller than any dwarf I had seen. Kaz was wearing a cloak that we later found out belonged to Jim and had a huge dwarven urgosh strapped to his back. Also in the room was an apparent buyer. A humanoid that I believe may have been a half-hobgoblin. He was holding a chain that had the other orphan kids shackled onto it. Kaz had a couple of hobgoblin guards in the room as well. One of them was wearing a breastplate that Durin later informed us was his. The other hobgoblin had a shiny steel buckler and was wearing mithral chain that used to belong to Jim I believe. 


The slavers seemed surprised to see us. Nicho rushed in with rapier in one hand and shortsword in the other. He was immediately engaged in combat by the longsword wielding, breastplate wearing, hobgoblin. The second hobgoblin moved towards him as well. Valin cast a spell, calling forth a spiritual weapon. The weapon of choice for The Knight of the Gods is the greatsword. So, a gleaming greatsword constructed of pure divine energy sprang forth in front of Kaz the half-dwarf. The sword immediately attacked him and seemed to land a blow in the exchange. I began to cast my sleeping spell, wishing that it didn’t take so damn long to complete. I looked back towards Nicho, who obviously had his hands full with both hobgoblins attacking him. As he was fending off an attack from the first, the second struck in an opening and gashed him deeply. When Nicho reacted to the wound the second hobgoblin exploited that hole in his defenses, gashing him down the other side. Nicho moved to put the wall at one of his sides and avoid being flanked. Kaz the half-dwarf drew and then threw a handaxe. The axe sailed through the air and struck Valin squarely in the chest. The axe didn’t seem to embed itself deeply but it stuck nonetheless. Then, with a quickness unbecoming of his size, the half-dwarf then drew the huge dwarven urgosh, basically a two-headed axe, and stepped closer to us. His pet then launched some of its quills. They flew through the air but missed everyone except Valin, whose heavy armor kept the quills from penetrating to his flesh. The slave buyer had started leaving the room, dragging the chained orphans behind him. I shouted for Devin, and the others who hadn’t entered the room to double back and cut them off. Durin had stepped in to join the fight and was engaged with one of the hobgoblins, helping Nicho with his situation. 

Nicho was now able to concentrate on the hobgoblin in front of him. He was able to stab into the hobgoblin deeply with his rapier. Nicho’s shortsword also seemed to draw some humanoid blood. I heard Valin complete a spell behind me, and a high-pitched sound exploded in the room in front of us. The sound burst seemed to damage Kaz and his pet and in addition, his pet seemed stunned from the noise. Meanwhile, Valin’s spiritual greatsword continued harassing Kaz the half-dwarf. My spell completed, and I was able to put the hobgoblin that was still on Nicho down. I immediately called upon the Spirit of the Fallen Star to bless us in our fight, while stepping in to the room behind Valin. Durin was hit by the hobgoblin he was fighting but I didn’t see the circumstances. All I saw was blood seeping from his abdomen into his tunic, the red splotch getting larger by the second. The hobgoblin in front of Durin was unconscious at his feet. I didn’t see the strike that brought him down but I figured that it was Durin’s work. Durin moved to attack Kaz who immediately struck him with his urgosh. Durin’s wound didn’t seem too bad from the slash though and Durin stood his ground. Valin cast another spell, I wasn’t sure what it was (later he told me it was a spell that increased his combat prowess). He engaged Kaz who for the first time, seemed to be in some trouble. I stepped up next to Kaz as well. Now Durin, Nicho, Valin, and I were all on him and his pet. Kaz’s wounds appeared to close some right before my eyes. He seemed to have some kind of natural healing. It made me wonder just what, by the gods, was mixed with his dwarven blood. All of a sudden, all of us were assaulted by arrows flying into our melee. I looked up to see two hobgoblins standing in a doorway leading out of the room. I must have been distracted by them as I looked back at Kaz just in time to see him gouge deeply into my midsection with his urgosh. The blade was quite sharp and the pain, surprisingly enough, wasn’t excruciating. It was just an intense, stinging pain. The blood loss and trauma from the gash did make me dizzy and I wobbled on my feet some. Nicho, Valin, Valin’s spiritual weapon, and Durin all had my back though. They all slashed mercilessly into Kaz; each one of their weapons taking a toll on the half-dwarf. The onslaught was too much. Nicho’s thrusts finally brought Kaz down. I crouched down half expecting to be shot at by the hobgoblins again but it didn’t happen. I tapped Durin with the healing wand and spoke the command word. The wand’s healing magic worked and some of Durin’s wounds closed. I then turned and headed back through the door, hoping to cut off the slave buyer and the orphans he was dragging along. 
Upon leaving the room, I tapped myself with the wand, after I noticed that I was bleeding badly and my wound must have been worse than I thought. Blood was still dripping from the wound and I used the wand again, still while moving back towards the double-doors. The sounds of combat behind me came to an end, my friends must have finished Kaz’s pet. 

I came around the corner towards the double-doors just in time to see Valin coming through them the other way. The slave buyer had gotten away. He disappeared into the underdark. Valin told me we had rescued the orphans though. Well, all accept one. Or so I thought. Terrian was missing. I immediately asked where he was, since he was fine when I last saw him. It turns out that a large “eye-creature” grabbed Terrian and said he was going to take him back to Couldron and the orphanage. My friends were pretty much powerless to stop the creature and so, we all hoped that the creature would keep his word and return Terrian to his home. 

It turns out that the hobgoblins that shot into melee weren’t even aiming at us. They were aiming at Kaz. They apparently even hinted that fire was needed to keep Kaz from regenerating and healing unnaturally rapidly. They said that Kaz’s handaxe could produce flame using the dwarven word for “Fire”. Apparently, Kaz was a half-troll, half-dwarf. Therefore, he had to be put to the flame to be permanently killed. My friends did just that. We all searched the room thoroughly and found 180gp and 3 oddly ornate keys on Kaz. The nicer equipment that Nicho, Durin, and Jim had thought they lost was recovered from the hobgoblins and Kaz as well. The only exception being a few high-quality weapons, rapiers I believe. Kaz also had a magical handaxe that is able to produce flame once per day. It is recharged by moonlight. Kaz’s urgosh was also magical, though nobody in our group knows how to use the unique weapon. 

We ask Grace to take Devin and the others and the orphans back to town. The two hobgoblins told us who was left in the stronghold. Apparently, there was a dwarven weapon-smith as well as a really bad cook. Valin, Nicho, Durin, and I were given a tour of the facility by our hobgoblin guides. We were led into a weapons room. The room had lots of good items in it. There was a suit of half-plate, two spiked gauntlets, a masterwork greataxe, a masterwork throwing axe with runes and crystals in it, a masterwork silvered two-bladed sword, 2 masterwork chain shirts, 2 suits of masterwork banded male and some other odds and ends. We were going through the items when Durin saw the dwarven smith in the other room. He told us that he thought it was a bad idea to take anything. Durin felt that it was very possible that these items belonged to the dwarf or were at least his work. His reasoning was sound to Valin, as the items were not touched by Kaz or his minions. It was agreed that we would talk to the dwarf before taking anything. Durin did most of the talking and the items did belong to the dwarf. 
We did some negotiating with the smith. We told him that we had cleared the area and would spread the word that dwarves could come back down to Malikite. In exchange he said we could have the magical throwing axe and 2 other quality items. The throwing axe has three crystals in it, red, clear, and blue. The axe always returns. Once per day it can deliver an electric shock on a successful strike. Once per day it can become somewhat self guiding (as a magical weapon spell can make it). Once per day it can do fire damage on a successful strike. The crystals are recharged the following ways. The blue (electric) crystal needs a storm to recharge. The clear crystal (guidance magic) is recharged under starlight. The red crystal (fire) is recharged by the sun. We took the throwing axe, though I don’t know who will use it yet. We also took the masterwork greataxe for Grace and the masterwork silvered two-bladed sword for Nicho. 
Durin and Valin spoke at length to the smith. The dwarf agreed to take them both on as apprentices and agreed to guide Valin in the construction of his new greatsword. The dwarf apparently has a special forge that can tap the immense volcanic heat below the world’s surface. With this forge, the dwarf can create amazing weapons. I suspect that Valin and Durin will be spending a lot of time down here in the near future.

The hobgoblins took us to Kaz’s room where we told them to leave. The room was terrible. I could hardly bear to look at it. It smelled like rotting flesh. Think of when you smell something dead off the side of the trail. Ok, now multiply that smell by about a million and you will get the stench of this room. It was foul. Animal skins, rotting meat, old bones, fecal matter, vomit, and gods know what else. I could barely stand to be in there. Luckily, it didn’t take too long before we found a secret door leading to Kaz’s treasure stash. 

There were three chests in the room beyond the door. The chests matched the iron keys we had found earlier. There was a chest bound with iron bands with handles at each end. There was a chest with an ornate animal head carved into it, and there was a third chest. The keys opened the chests and inside there was all kinds of stuff. Thousands of coins, a large ruby key, 4 more iron keys, a necklace, a couple of potions, a chest full of glass beads (that one gave Valin some trouble – dagger trap), just lots of stuff. That wasn’t all the treasure in the room though. There were three casks full of coins. One of oak, one of fungus, and one of iron. There were 1000s of coins in these as well. There was masterwork armor including a chain shirt, and a studded leather suit. There was a masterwork composite short bow that I couldn’t even draw the string back on. In a large shield were more coins, though all were copper. There were gems as well, 18 in all. There was a set of ivory horns with ornate carving. An ash walking cane with a silver handle carved into the shape of an angel. Just all kinds of treasure was there. It was more coins than I had ever seen in my life. 

We also came across some paperwork. One particular piece was a letter to Kaz advising him that he not be too aggressive in his abductions. The letter warned that Kaz would attract attention of do-gooders or competitors if he couldn’t manage to keep a low profile. The writer of the letter also noted that if Kaz got himself into that kind of trouble, the letter writer wouldn’t help him out of it. The letter was signed with a seal of a kingfisher carrying a scroll. There were also a few maps among the belongings. I am familiar with some of the areas on them but I am not familiar with others. Jezell may want to check those out. It was about this time that Nicho noticed that I had vanished more. I had to get to the surface and quickly.
**********


With the exception of Durin and Valin, we all went back topside and found ourselves in Thyreth. It had only been a few days but I missed home, missed Gozer’s and knew my parents were worried sick about me. I stopped at my house quickly before heading to Gozer’s. To our dismay, Gozer’s had a sign on the door saying that it was CLOSED! I had a bunch of questions which were soon answered when Gozer and Kurg came out in full gear. I subtly cast a magic detection spell. I learned how to cast spells without speaking. It takes a little more magical energy but comes in handy sometimes. I almost was blinded by the overwhelming glow coming from Gozer’s things. His staff in particular seemed to almost mask everything else. It must be a true one of a kind item. I know he knew that I used the spell but he didn’t seem upset by it. He probably understood that I just couldn’t help but check it out. Besides, Gozer trusts me. 


The two of them were off on an adventure of their own. Gozer said that the place was available to use if we wanted to use it. I plan on moving in there. I believe my friends will as well but I’m not sure. I told Gozer that I planned on finding a way into his room and made a promise that one day, I would figure it out. He chuckled some but then turned serious. He told me that “Not all roads traveled can be returned from.” When I asked him what it meant he explained some. He told me that he knew I wanted to find out all I could about the crystals and the fallen star. He said there was a source of this information, a book of sorts but that the journey was difficult. He said I would have to leave my comfort area and travel far and wide. Gozer stressed however that I needed to find the path back to where I came from before I journeyed on the path towards this knowledge. He warned that if I didn’t, I wouldn’t ever make my way back, and would be lost forever. I didn’t like the sound of that. 
Gozer scared me quite a bit. I have this overwhelming desire though to find out more. I want to figure out why magic seems to just feel awkward lately. I want to figure out why so many odd things are happening and why it seems the prophecy is coming true. I know that the crystals, the fallen star, hold the key to what is going on. I think I need a break before I go further into it. I knew I at least had to get rid of the curse of the vanishing, and I thought I knew just the place.
***********


Long story short, I headed out with Jezell, Grace and Nicho to the magical healing pool. Nicho hadn’t seen me walk through a wall yet and got quite perplexed about the whole ordeal. Until I told him that it was my crystal, and in particular, the pink part of my crystal that allowed my entrance into the place. While inside the cave, I harvested crystals for him, Durin, and Jim. The big man seemed to get a big kick out of it when he held the crystal and thrust his hand through the wall before walking through it. I enjoyed spending time with my new friend and of course with Grace as well. During a quiet moment though, I got some bad news from Jezell. She had no desire to go on the kinds of adventures that we had undertaken the last several weeks. The loss of Falco and Yanni had gotten to her. I understood where she was coming from. I was afraid of losing another friend even more than fearing for my own life. Part of me is secretly happy that Jezell won’t be going with us anymore. At least I won’t have to face the prospect of her being killed. I’m not sure how I would deal with that. 

We then went to the pool and I basically took a bath in it. The curse of the vanishing was purged from my body. I was expecting as much but I didn’t expect something else. The blue part of my crystal turned darker blue. What I need to figure out now is, why?

Chapter 15 – Now I’ve Really Done It!

Oh man. Now I have really done it. This is going to be a short entry because I am somewhat confused as to exactly where the heck we are. What I am sure of is how we got here. Once again I let my curiosity get the better of me and I may just end up getting us all trapped forever on what appears to be some sort of demi-plane. So, what exactly happened? I’ll be brief because it already should be morning and it really isn’t much lighter here than it was overnight. Makes me wonder if there is a night and day here at all.


We had heard many things over the last year or so. The most wild thing we heard was a rumor that dragons were living on and around the old path over the mountains. We didn’t investigate any of these rumors though. When “the striders”, the half-elves Fario and Fellian came to me with news that Sildeyuir, “The Elven Star” was presumed to be missing along with its current possessor, Morel Duskwalker, I had to investigate. Morel Duskwalker, an essence sorcerer (a sorcerer that uses his/her own well of internal energy to cast/empower spells), was traveling from Cauldron to Kingsfisher Hollow when he disappeared. It seemed that “The Elven Star” disappeared with him. “The Elven Star” is a large, cut and shaped piece of The Fallen’ Star. If this item, possibly the most well known piece of the Fallen Star, was missing, I had to find out what happened to it. 

I was certain that Valin and Grace would be willing to quest with me and perhaps Nicho as well. I wasn’t sure if I could get Durin or Jim to come along and I thought their skills would come in handy. The Striders provided me a hook that I was pretty sure would work for Jim. Apparently, Morel Duskwalker also had a magic horn in his possession called the “Grail of Shargrailar”. The half-elves were offering 3000gp for its return. I figured that even if not motivated by money, if everyone was in on the hunt, Durin would follow suit so I gathered everyone up and filled them in. We agreed that we would investigate the disappearance. The road from Cauldron to Kingsfisher Hallow passes nearby an old shrine in the forest. It was rumored that the shrine had some mysterious goings on lately. There were reports of strange lights and other unexplained happenings nearby. We thought that the shrine may be a good place to start. 
We went off together first thing in the morning. It was me, Valin, Grace, Nicho, Durin, and Jim. I was engrossed in a very interesting conversation with Durin about magical energies and how I draw power, and about how he taps the power of his mind to affect the world around him. All of a sudden I heard a shout of alarm and next thing I knew, I had caught an arrow. Unfortunately, I caught the arrow with my thigh and it didn’t feel very good. We had been set upon by what turned out to be 5 dog-like creatures. I believe they were gnolls but can’t be sure as I had never seen a gnoll before. They met the description though. The gnolls were using crude battleaxes and held makeshift shields in their hands. Jim and Valin went up the hill to our left and I cast my armoring spell, not wanting to “catch” any more arrows. Nicho, who was on point, took one of the creatures out with a series of swings from his two-bladed sword. Durin charged ahead to assist Nicho with the other gnoll up front. I began casting my sleep spell. I was concentrating on my spell but stifled a chuckle when I heard Jim shout “How do you like that bitch?” “Ha! Right between the legs!” 

Nicho got hit up ahead but he and Durin took out the only gnoll left up there. Up the hill I guess Jim, Valin, and Grace took out two more gnolls. The last gnoll apparently got away. I found out what apparently happened up the hill when I heard Valin, who seemed pretty angry, talking to Jim and telling him “Never shoot between my legs and at Grace again.” It must have been some impressive shot. I am sorry that I missed it.

Nicho and Grace chucked the bodies down the cliff-side which was to the right of the path. It took a few more hours but we got to the shrine. The shrine is a monolithic ring made up of standing stones and crudely carved stone archways. Nicho did some tracking there and picked up signs that large wolves which Nicho said may have been worgs, as well as small creatures, perhaps fey had recently been in the area. It was getting late and we decided we didn’t want to stay at the shrine. We wanted to get a good vantage point of the shrine and we thought the waterfall would be a good place to watch from overnight. 

I have described the waterfall, so I will not be redundant. We set up camp and took watches. At the beginning of second watch, things started happening. The center of the shrine began to glow. I sensed what I call “crystal activity”. It is a feeling that I get when magic related to shards of The Fallen Star becomes active. The center of the shrine got very bright and there were flickers and sparks of light all around the edges of the shrine. The lights reminded me of fireflies perhaps. On the other side of the ridge though, I saw two pairs of red eyes. When the eyes showed, the lights all stopped. Later, I was told that the center of the shrine glowed again and two worgs appeared in the center circle. The worgs then went off into the forest. It was very strange. I thought we should investigate more closely.

We went back down to the shrine. I was pretty sure that we were being observed by fey creatures. It is my understanding that these creatures speak the sylvan language so I asked if anyone spoke sylvan. Nobody did, but Jim said he spoke elven. I asked him to ask loudly in elven if anybody knew how the wolves get in. I heard what sounded like dozens of whispers that I thought were also in elven. Jim translated saying that “The grass lets you in… It must be by moonlight.” I described Duskwalker to Jim and asked him to find out if anyone had seen Duskwalker. A creature, not much more than a foot tall, came out of the forest. The fey said that he thought perhaps Duskwalker had been there but wasn’t sure. He said that the worgs had been showing up for 4 days. The worgs have been going through a portal in the center of the circle at night, and then coming back out somewhere in the morning. The timing of the worgs’ first appearance would have been right for the time that Duskwalker would have been near the shrine. I thought that perhaps the worgs may have been Duskwalker’s pets. The essence sorcerer wasn’t exactly known as a nice man. I pondered for a while before things got really crazy.
I won’t go into detail about the incredible party that took place that afternoon and evening. I will say though that I have experienced nothing quite like it. Magic flowing freely as can be. Outstanding tricks and illusions abound. Charms and other mind-affecting spells cast at dizzying rates. I felt warm and safe at the shrine, and felt that the fey were almost like kindred spirits. For perhaps the first time in my life, I felt like I belonged. The night went by in a blur. All my wine was consumed and I remember meeting and getting to know a beautiful young woman. She seemed human but I don’t think she was. I remember her vanishing into the forest and taking all my strength of will to not follow her. I managed to overcome the compulsion but I fear I will never see her again. The thing that really saddens me is I barely remember her, though I didn’t have much drink myself. I will always have the fond memory of her knocking Jim on his butt and of me dancing with her though.
Somewhere in all of this, the group actually made the mistake of listening to me. I hatched this wild plan for getting into the circle and following the worgs. I figured if the worgs can get in and out of this portal we could to. We would simply follow the worgs in, staying far enough behind them that they wouldn’t notice us. 
Darkness fell and as it did the night before, the center of the shrine began to glow and I sensed crystal activity. The worgs went into the circle and vanished through the portal. About a minute later, we went through the portal as well.

Now here we are, on a small rocky outcropping in the middle of what appears to be a small sea. There are 4 towers made of glowing crystal, like The Fallen Star. Each tower sits on its own island and the towers are connected by bridges. The worgs swam to the tower on the far left. I don’t know why they didn’t use the bridge but I am thinking that it may have something to do with the huge skeleton that seems to almost be part of the bridge from our little outcropping to the tower on the left. The skeleton is at least 50 feet long and appears to be from some sort of sea-monster. Sound carries very well here. My voice is usually loud but seemed almost shrill and painful to my own ears, especially when I got excited about something. 

I figured we would just stay the night here and in the morning the worgs would be back and show us the way out. The problem is, morning never came. I mean, time passed, but there was no real morning. It may have gotten a little brighter but not much. The worgs didn’t come back. All I can think about now is Valin’s words to me. To sum it up, Valin said that I didn’t listen to Gozer’s advice on finding a way out of portal before finding a way into a portal, and now we are all stuck here. I don’t think he meant to do it, but he used his “I’m so pissed at you Domnik” tone. I hate letting everybody down like this. I am going to find a way out of here and I’m going to find “The Elven Star” to boot.
Chapter 16 – The First Crystal Tower

Ugh. We are spending the night here in one of the crystal towers. I am uncomfortable, and I must admit, a bit frightened. As you may guess, we went across the bridge and right through the skeletal sea-monster’s mouth. We got to the crystal tower that the bridge led up to and arrived at a set of double doors. Jim declared that the doors were safe to open but it took some experimenting before Nicho and Jim figured out the odd opening mechanism. The door opened and my nose was immediately assaulted by the smell of carrion. The smell still makes me nauseous but unfortunately, I must be growing used to it as I didn’t actually vomit. In the entrance hall were several dead orcs and a large statue of a lovely elfin woman with her hands spread in apparent greeting. As we entered the chamber more deeply, a spell was triggered that made the statue appear to speak “Welcome to Turrin Traw. Be at peace and enjoy refreshment.” 

The sound of the booming voice drew some unwanted attention. A huge creature that appeared to have the body of a bear and the head of an owl rushed in from an archway leading from the chamber. I believe that he intended to make us his next several meals. The creature was hit by one of Jim’s arrows which seemed to help the creature make up its mind on whom it wanted to strike at first. Jim got caught by one of the creature’s claws and a chunk of flesh flew through the air as Jim fell to the floor. I thought he may be dead. I cast a spell to daze the creature and it seemed to confuse it for a few seconds. Grace and Nicho landed a couple of solid slashes and thrusts. I noticed an opening and used my spear to take the creature down. We spent some time searching the room before moving off to where the owl-bear came from. That room had a few interesting things in it, mostly items from the dead orcs, or so I believe. 


We went through a door and into a room with crystal benches along the edges. The room had some inhabitants that were neither living nor dead (there is lots of that here I have found). There were three skeletons and two zombies, whom were hobgoblins in life. I was able to turn the creatures away calling upon the glory of The Spirit of the Fallen’ Star, but one of the zombies was himself a cleric, and was able to bolster them against my power. All of us entered combat with the disgusting creatures. I tried to hit the cleric with a splash of acid that I summoned but missed him. He started casting a spell. Nicho dropped one of the skeletons. I drew my crossbow and shot a couple of bolts with no success. Valin pushed past and ran right by the skeletons risking their attacks. They swung wildly at Valin and he took their blows off his armor as he rushed the zombie-cleric. The cleric’s spell went off and I felt as if my eardrums had burst and my bones were going to vibrate apart as a burst of sound went off in the room. The sound attack seemed to have more effect here. In fact, all sounds seemed larger on this demi-plane we seemed to be on. Durin joined Valin in attacking the cleric. Valin scored the blow that finally took the hideous creature down. The battle was over as the others dealt with the other skeletons and the other zombie. We searched the room and turned up a silver chain which I found later to be magical. There was also a secret door that we uncovered.

We went through the secret door and into a room with a gorgeous crystal fountain. In the fountain’s pool were two dead hobgoblins though. The bodies gave the pool a pinkish color. Nicho said the hobgoblins seemed to have died recently so I cast my armoring spell. A trail of blood led from this area and Jim began to follow it. The blood trail led to a door. Beyond the door was the most horrible thing I have seen in my travels so far. I should have known the nature of the creature from the dead hobgoblin in the room. The hobgoblin body was missing almost all its skin. It was, in a word, disgusting. The horrible creature had a coiled, slender, snake-like body at first. Then it showed its full form. The creature was in fact an empty, humanoid skin. (Valin later said the creature was called a Forsaken Shell). The creature attacked Nicho first and flat clobbered him. A huge sheet of Nicho’s skin was stripped from his flesh. It looked excruciatingly painful. I used a healing spell on Nicho after seeing the damage the creature inflicted upon him. Valin summoned a spiritual greatsword to attack the creature. Grace threw her axe and hit Nicho instead of the creature, effectively counteracting any healing my magic worked on him. The creature whirled around and struck Durin. The wound inflicted was even more massive than what Nicho had taken. Sheets of skin were pulled right from Durin’s body and he fell down. I drew my cursed healing wand as my friends continued to battle the creature. Durin was down and Nicho was looking really bad. I used the wand on Durin first and then on Nicho. I continued with the wand throughout the rest of the fight. Valin landed a mighty blow to the creature and it deteriorated into a pool of black ick. Valin then assessed the general health of the party and seeing that it wasn’t good, used some of his own healing magic on all those whom were injured. If Valin feels the need to use healing magic, the situation is pretty bad. Valin then made the decision to give me the more powerful and non-cursed curing wand. It only has a couple of charges left but he figured I would be the best person to carry it.


We had one more door to go through on this level of the tower. The door opened into a room with a set of spiral stairs made of glass, that went up through a hole in the ceiling. We thought that we had seen everything on this level so we decided to give the whole floor a good searching. We found 7gp, 25sp, and an elvin longsword that glowed with a dim green light. The sword had elvin runes on it. We were all pretty exhausted and decided to spend the night in the owl-bear’s den. So here I am. I am feeling a little worthless as my magic is useless against the undead here. Hopefully, I will be able to heal my friends as they fight on. I will do everything in my power to keep them safe, even if it means subjecting myself to the vanishing curse again. I feel awful having led them to this horrible place.
*************


We got up in the morning and went up the glass stairs. There were doors to the left and right of a U-shaped room. We went through one of the doors and came upon a room with an oak desk and a glass chair. Jim found a secret compartment with some sort of potion/oil related to vision. It was similar to the oil of darkvision we have but not the same. We then went through the opposite door which opened into an S-shaped hall with doors lining one side of it. The first two rooms appeared to be guest rooms of some sort. They had a bed, table, and chair. The third door also seemed to be a guest room and it seemed to have a guest in it. The creature was composed of incorporeal blackness. I believe it was a wraith. We had given the elvin longsword to Grace and it now was glowing a bright green. Grace brought the sword down against the wraith and it actually let out a shriek and sank into the floor. The sword must be more powerful against the undead. Since everything but the owl-bear has been undead, this sword is going to be useful. I think the wraith struck Jim but I wasn’t sure. He mentioned something about feeling weak and asked me if I had anything that could help him restore strength. Unfortunately, those spells are outside of my divine ability, so I couldn’t help him.

The last room down the side of the hall was also a guest room. The door at the end of the hall wasn’t a guest room though. We opened that door to find 4 skeletons, perhaps elves in life (poor elves being turned into undead like that) and 2 hobgoblin zombies, one of them a cleric like the one we saw the day before. Grace cleaved right through one skeleton with her glowing sword and into another. Valin charged right in after the cleric, ignoring the threats the skeletons posed. I knew what he has doing. He didn’t want that cleric to have a chance to cast any spells. I tried to turn the undead creatures back using the power granted by The Fallen’ Star but the undead were bolstered by the evil cleric. The zombie cleric got off a spell but it shattered one of the skeletons. I summoned a small ball of acid and hurled it at the zombie cleric. It hit him but didn’t seem to do much damage. Valin finished the cleric and my other friends did away with the rest of the undead in the room. In the room, we found a magical heavy mace and another silver chain. On this chain was a medallion. The chain we had found yesterday matched this one. They were one piece. The magic item should be able to be repaired should we get off this plane.  

There were a few areas we had yet to explore on this level. There was a common area with a double-door and a single door leading out of it. We had not explored either option to this point. We got to the common area and were determining which door to go through first, when I realized that Jim was nowhere to be found. I asked if anyone knew where he might be and was told that he wandered off to “…check something out…” that we had come across before. I have no idea what had his interest but wished he was there to check out the door that we were ready to go through. Nicho inspected the door in Jim’s stead. The door opened into a large room with high ceilings. The room was littered with corpses and skeletal remains and the stench was awful. I didn’t wretch at the smell, my nose is becoming accustomed to the smell of carrion; something that I never would have thought could happen. The room was fairly dark but there seemed to be an area near the center of the room that was completely devoid of light. The void was an area of utter darkness and had to be brought about magically. I was pondering what could be done about the darkness when arrows shot out of the darkness and into our group. Two of the arrows hit Nicho, one looked to have gotten him pretty badly. I started casting my sleeping spell. Whatever was in there was probably undead but I didn’t know for sure. Undead are immune to my sleeping spell but I had to try something. At that time, 4 skeletons rose from piles of bones on the floor. The skeletons were dealt with quickly by Grace, Nicho, and Valin. I targeted my spell to what I thought was the center of the void but the spell had no effect. Three arrows shot out from the darkness again. I figured that the inhabitants of the darkness must be undead so I began thinking of other things to try. The cursed music box perhaps? No, not yet. Durin didn’t waste any more time, he plunged into the darkness ahead as Grace began to circle around the spherical void. Durin shouted that there was light inside the darkness. The darkness must be more of a wall of darkness, rather than a sphere of darkness. The damn skeletons reformed and three were quickly dispatched by Nicho and Valin. We all went through the wall of darkness. Once beyond the threshold, the sphere was indeed light inside. Another thing that was odd was that the darkness seemed to be one-way. I could see what was going on outside of the sphere. It was very strange. Inside the sphere were 3 creatures that seemed to be made up entirely of shadow. Grace’s sword glowed brightly as she sliced into one of the creatures, making it vanish in a puff a smoke. Nicho, Durin, and Valin were able to destroy the two remaining creatures. The shadows had taken a toll on us though. The creatures’ touch makes one feel weak. They have some sort of supernatural ability to sap the strength right out of living beings. Valin’s strength was stolen, to the point that he couldn’t even stand up in his plate armor. Grace’s shoulders were sagging and she looked like I may look trying to carry her gear around. Nicho was also drained. I don’t know if they got Durin or not. Durin didn’t say anything if they did and he didn’t seem to be weakened. We needed to rest. 

The first thing we did when we got back to the Owlbear’s lair (where we had rested before) was use the potion that was in the fungal flask. I knew that the potion had strong healing magic so I figured it was worth a try. The elixir worked excellently. Nicho was completely healed and his strength was fully restored after using the potion. Bed rest, Valin’s restoration spells, and my healing skills were able to restore the group to full strength. It took 3 days to get everyone back to normal though. We heard those damn worgs baying at the crack of dawn every morning too. The nights were unnerving to everyone. Even Grace was having problems. She was really missing her boyfriend, Hopi. To help take her mind off of everything, I let her braid my hair. A note to myself; it isn’t a good idea to let an upset half-orc, do anything with hair that involves pulling. I am surprised my scalp is still there.

After we got ourselves healed up, we moved on and examined the room past where the shadows, skeletons and the dark sphere were located. The door from that room opened to a set of stairs going up. There was a balcony off of that floor. From that balcony, we could see a mob of undead approaching from the next tower. The mob was made up of skeletons, zombies, shadows, and perhaps even a wight or two. Up another set of stairs lead to an observation point. We weren’t going anywhere by going up. We went back down and through the set of double-doors that we hadn’t gone through. We were walking through a corridor when I must have snagged on a tripwire. The wire toppled over an old suit of armor which landed on the stone floor with a very loud crash. I began to ready myself for battle. The door opened at the end of the corridor and a fay creature, a grizzly bear, and 5 orcs came storming through. Unlike everything else on this plane, they were very much alive. They seemed about as shocked to see us as we were to see them. We stood facing them while they stared at us. They seemed ready for battle but didn’t seem to want to start anything with us. They fay creature then said something. I believe it was in Sylvan and I didn’t understand it. He then switched to merchant tongue which I understood fine. They wanted to know what we were doing here. We told them we had followed the worgs in hopes of finding Morel Duskwalker and the Elvenstar. The grizzly bear turned out to be a druid. His name is Thron Wavoron. He told us he and his group were here to put a stop to Duskwalker’s plans. Apparently, Duskwalker was drawling life energy not just from himself, but from other living beings around him. Then he would use that energy to power his spells. The thought made me shutter. Their group also included three hobgoblins. The rest of their group, we were told, were killed, some rising as undead (the three shadows we fought were former orc archers). The group’s leader, Sevra, betrayed them and led them into a trap. The orcish sergeant said that Sevra may be part demon. 

We didn’t have much time; the mob of undead was getting very close to our tower. There was some question as to what we should do next. We were wondering if we should find a way back to our plane first, or deal with Morel, Sevra, and the undead first. We all were leaning towards finding the way out. We all were ready to leave. We decided against it however. We needed to deal with the evil-doers. We needed to do it before we found the way out. Valin and Thorn provided the logic for why we needed to take care of Morel, Sevra and company first. If we found a way out, they could find a way out. Then who knows what evil could be unleashed into our world. 

The mob of undead was almost to the door of the tower. We had to come up with a plan fast. We made a plan on the way to the door leading to the bridge the undead were on. Thorn asked us who our best bow shot was. I am not sure if it is Jim or Nicho but since Jim was still nowhere to be found, I told him it was Nicho. Thorn handed Nicho 3 arrows of undead slaying. I cast my armoring spell on myself, the fay (who’s name is too hard for me to pronounce), and on Thorn. It was agreed that Valin and I would turn as many of the undead as possible using the positive energy granted by our respective god/spirit. We got to the door and I asked the Spirit of the Fallen Star to bless us. I then pulled out my scroll and cast the mirror image spell that was on it. I now had 3 illusionary versions of myself that would provide the undead additional targets. The door opened and the battle began.

There must have been about 20 skeletons, 20 zombies (some of them clerics!), and a handful of incorporeal shadows and wights about 60 feet from our door when we opened it. Valin called upon the power of The True and I called upon the Spirit of the Fallen Star to turn the undead abominations back. Valin’s power and faith were so strong, the creatures he affected literally turned to dust. The skeletons I affected simply tuned away from the light The Fallen Star provided me. The orcs rushed in, and Nicho started shooting arrows, targeting the incorporeal creatures, since we figured they would be the hardest to destroy. The battle was in full swing and things were becoming a blur. There was so much going on that I don’t recall every detail. I did however pull the music box out and play a battle song with it. These creatures we were fighting were horrendous, and I was willing to risk the curse of the vanishing to aid my friends, and new allies in bringing about their destruction. My friends fought furiously. Grace’s sword caused zombies to literally explode when she hit them. Durin, deep in concentration, brought his weapons down on multiple creatures. Nicho, doing his best whirlwind impression as he fought, took some of them down. Valin, cast spells and then brought his greatsword to bear against our foes. The orcs, fought with a fierce determination; the hobgoblins as well. The zombie clerics got a couple of spells off. One of them was a sound burst that injured me and some of my allies. It wasn’t too bad though. As the battle raged, I was already pretty confident that we were going to win. Grace had gotten drained of strength and had to withdraw but Thorn, in the form of a grizzly bear, stepped up in her place. Then I knew we had the battle won. I was so positive because at that time, a great light started shimmering from inside the tower behind us. The light was a bright golden glow, perhaps pure positive energy. The light formed into the shapes of dozens of Elvin warriors. They moved forward in a wave, their energy healing us and hurting our undead foes. The battle was won.

