December 8-9th

The party makes haste to distance ourselves from the abandoned kobold/dwarf mines, for I know not what they are now, except maybe haunted.  Carissa is able use a scroll of resurrection to bring life back into Torgel.  The entire experience is truly fascinating to watch.  This depletes Carissa of most of her energy and the party is forced to rest, but with our new orc friend now back in a living state.

Once everyone is rested up, we begin the day headed northeast towards Fox Water.  By the end of the day, we have decided to venture north to towards the Xan outpost of Fardale because this is closest civilized establishment and travel along the river route between Fardale and Fox Water should be safer.  This evening, Torgel spots a campfire in the distance.  Fharlanghn’s grace, I am able convince the party to approach the travelers openly. 


One of the travelers exits the camp to the south and lights a torch.  This causes our party to stop and the traveler approaches.  The male human is wearing hide armor and carries a scimitar.  One of the party members mumbles something about the stranger being a druid.  Through conversation with the stranger, we learn that his party was recently attacked by the new-breed of Broken and his two companions are poisoned and unconscious.  The human traveler identifies himself as Henron and introduces a wolf named Trigger.  


Our party enters his camp, where Carissa and I attempt to identify the poison within Henron’s companions.  Neither of us detect any poison.  Through further investigation, we conclude that the two may be infected with a magical disease of some sort, after all, two clerics can’t miss the presence of poison with such basic prayers.   The party discusses using the magical stone of Izor to “drain” the magical disease out of the human companion, who appears to the worst of the two unconscious travelers.


The human wears a breastplate with a horrific image of a spider.  The image is highly detailed and menacing.  We learn from Henron, that the breastplate was a gift from the humans female friend.  The spider was her sigil.  When Carissa and Henron take the armor off, both a partially shocked by the out of phase torso that the breastplate was covering.  After recovering from the unusual sight, the dwarf is checked for similar phase symptoms.  None are found on him.


The draining of the magical disease does not work.  Torgel and I pray for the human to make it through the night.  Unfortunately, even the gods deemed it time for this traveler to leave the path of life.  Fharlanghn’s grace and two prayers of lesser restoration appear to help the dwarf tremendously.  For some reason, we never ask or learn the name of the human, but later learn that the dwarf is named Yurth, which in gnome means Earth.  

December 10th

This day the party is approached by a group of eight gnolls.  These dog-like humanoids appear to be hunting the Trigger the wolf.  The party has very little time to avoid the on-coming gnolls and therefore, prepares to defend itself.  A small battle ensues where the gnolls offer surrender.  Fharlanghn’s grace, the party leaves the remaining gnolls alone and we make haste to towards Fardale.


By nightfall, everyone is wary from travel, but the outpost can be seen approximately 10-miles away.  This evening, the party learns that Henron has a component of the Idol of Izor.  We decide to share with him the components of the artifact that we are in possession of.  Henron does not look surprised that we have the artifacts, but appears a little surprised that a Xan (Tess) hired us to find the artifacts.  


Everyone agrees to put the idol together.  The head stone is pulled onto the idol and the lens eventually is drawn and locked in place just as strongly.  No one is sure what the artifact does or how to activate it.  In the middle of our discussions, the idol begins to chime in some unknown language.  Through a quick prayer I believe the idol was stopping some sort of scrying.  I was rather confused as to the meaning of the words and this didn’t seem to help out he party members any (as far as deciphering goes that is).  


During the night, we observe an attack on the outpost and the magical defenses of the outpost defeating the attackers.  The magical defense appears to be strong and may come from a number of spell casters.  In the morning, the party travels to the outpost of Fardale.  We must pay a tax to enter the city.  I find many of the behaviors I observe to be out of line with what I know about Xan etiquette.  This bothers me a little, but I must watch and learn to become an experience traveler of the roads.


Carissa contacts Galen, her dwarf-friend/contact in the outpost.  He is a wealth of information, some good, some bad.  First and most important to me, was that Galen was very knowledgeable about the god whose holy symbol I carried.  Information regarding this chaotic evil god named Talos is:


Talos is also known as The Destroyer and the Storm Lord.  He is an elven god who represents the destructive side of nature.  Talos and his followers are impulsive and care highly for the appearance of strength and courage.  Followers of Talos are to never show fear, for Talos will protect those with faith in him.  Followers of Talos promote chaos and confusion while using power (or the allusion of) to recruit new followers.  


Once I realized whose holy symbol I was carrying, Fharlanghn punished me for my disloyalty by taking away all his prayers and gifts.  I wished to destroy the enchanted holy symbol of Talos, but feared that the destruction may not work and that Talos’s hand of chaos may cause our party more trouble than destroying the symbol was worth.  I settled upon throwing the Talos symbol, bag and magical beads into the river.  This seemed to satisfy Fharlanghn for he restored my prayers and gifts after I threw away the items of Talos.


I feel as if I had betrayed Fharlanghn enough that more should be done to atone for my ignorance regarding the chaotic evil artifacts.  I have chosen to carry the weapon of choice of Fharlanghn, as well as, paid for the making of a platinum holy symbol in his honor. I also purchase a morningstar for in case I have need of a single-handed weapon more powerful than the sickles I carry.  For four days I pray and contemplate all the things I have learned as a cleric.  Through my contemplation Fharlanghn blesses me again with the ability to call upon more prayers, as well as, improved wisdom.  


During this week of self-discovery, the party has had opportunity to rest up and gain new insight into their own skills and abilities.  This done, Jade begins to identify selected artifacts, while the Xan magic guild identifies the others (Carissa used the party treasure to pay the guild to identify a number of items).  A majority of the items are identified and distributed throughout the party.  Carissa allows me to use the magical shield ring.  I am now in possession of a magical cloak of resistance, the magical ring shield, and a magical ring of protection.  These items should prove valuable as we continue our journey down the road we travel.  I am grateful to travel with such good companions and friends. 


The human Yurth is healed by the clerics of Hextor for a small sum of money that the party is willing to pay a majority.  Henron is very grateful for our assistance.  Together, the party hopes to learn what Yurth can tell us about the Idol of Izor or the Stone of the Protector as Henron refers to it.  

