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The village of Hap. Small and unremarkable except to those who live there. This tiny village is set just under the peak of Haptooth Hill, where many adventurers dare to travel. More widely though Hap lies south-east of Essembra, the only settlement of any size in Battledale. 
The village is a peaceful place, and it is clear the centre of activity is a converted barn. From snatches of conversation between the locals one can garner that this is a shrine to the Morninglord, the place known as Lathander’s Open Hand. A place for schooling, worshiping and general meetings.
It is the 1st Mirtul, just before midday. The village going about it’s business has the languid pace shattered when a bell inside the temple begins to toll with some urgency. Villagers rush to the shrine and a woman steps out of temple, trying to keep calm but still appearing quite troubled. The gathered group of villagers outside identify her as Dawnmaster Cathalandra Dovaer. 
The Dawnmaster is a gentle looking woman, wearing simple no-nonsense clerical vestments, and displaying Lathanders symbol openly on a large medallion hung around her neck. She smiles lovingly at her flock, before making her announcement.
During this time a tall elf has appeared from the only place to stay in the town, the Millery Inn. He has long white hair that appears to have a silvery-blue sheen in the sunlight. He clutches a worn leather-bound book in his hand and stands silently, looking at the Dawnmaster intently. At his side strolls another elf, this one appearing quite lithe and graceful, and having spent a few nights away from civilisation (though none the worse for wear for it). 
A cloaked and hooded creature, (possibly a female for those with keen eyes, though she is extremely tall) stands at the far edge of the crowd, observing the situation. A few villagers notice peculiar things about her and look concerned, starting to tug on the clothing of friends to get their attention, but the urgentness of the call quickly distracts their attention again, and all go back to waiting for Cathalandra to deliver the important news.
At Cathalandra’s side is a tall and striking young man. He also appears troubled at the news but a fierce determination burns in his eyes. He also displays the symbol of the Morninglord. Cathalandra speaks. 
“Good folk of the village of Hap, as you know The Light of Lathander Mornstar, Stellaga Brightstar, had decreed that the treasured artifact of our village, The Blood of Lathander, should be transferred temporarily to Essembra in the hope of attracting more patrons of the Morninglord. It would then return here, where it has almost been forgotten, for us to bathe in Lathander’s radiance, and remember his great courage in protecting us all from the evil of the time. 
“It grieves me to say that The Blood of Lathander has not reached its destination. It pains me to trouble you good folk with this problem, for I know it will greatly concern you. The guidance of the Morninglord will as ever be with us, but I need to call upon your aid in retrieving this blessed artifact. Please any of you that can help, come to me after the Highsun service in the shrine.
“Lathander’s most blessed time is almost upon us. There will be a short prayer to Lathander inside the shrine now, and then I urge you to go about your daily business. May the Morninglord shine bright upon you and your hearts.”
Cathalandra closes her eyes and bows her head slightly, whether in weariness or blessing is not obvious. She then returns inside to the shrine to prepare, the young man at her side.”
Replies: 


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 12 Mar 2005 12:48:40
Message:
The adventurers enter the shrine.

The inside of the shrine seems largely inappropriate for housing an artifact of Lathander. There are just a few cots and pews, and the altar. However it is clear this is a well visited place in Hap, and well loved by the villagers. 
The folk in the shrine often glance up in the air above the altar during Cathalandras service and look down again as if in mourning.

After the service you see the Dawnmaster standing speaking in hushed tones to the bright young man also of the Morninglords faith that you encountered earlier.

As you approach Cathalandra looks a little shocked at the sight of the tall female, but then disregards it and looks incredibly weary. She says to you
"This has been a most trying day. I leave you in the able hands of Daleson Morningstar. He is a faithful of Lathander and will tell you everything you need to know"
At this she inclines her head to you all and takes her leave.


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 15 Mar 2005 12:00:10
Message:
The Lathanderite wears a worried look on his face as he turns to address you. He gazes at each of you intensely in turn before speaking. “Good,” he says, “the Morninglord has blessed us. I, as Dawnmaster Cathalandra has said, am Daleson Morningstar. I am an able soldier of the Light given a task to perform for my god. I welcome you to join me in this task. Please walk with me and I will tell you my quest.”

Daleson strides forward and circles the temple as he speaks. “The envoy of soldiers in the service of the Morninglord is missing. They carried with them a powerful artifact, the Blood of Lathander. While nothing is confirmed, their failure to arrive in Essembra is most troubling. I am setting off within the hour to locate the missing envoy and their charge so it may find its way to Essembra, and would be grateful and honored if you would join me in this mission. What say you?”


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 19 Mar 2005 10:47:31
Message:
"I say aye," replies the tall, platinum-haired elf. "I shall help you in whatever way I am able."

Valanwé turns his head slowly, to his left and to his right. He sees that the others present are still pondering their responses to the Lathandrite's request, and continues, raising his hand in an Elven gesture of peace: "I am Valanwé, son of Ichthalien, and though the rest of my character will no doubt be revealed during the time we spend together, I thought giving you something to call me might be useful..."

He pauses again briefly for thought, and runs his thumb over the golden clasp of his spellbook as he does so, tracing the outline of the dragon engraved thereon.

"I have been staying at the Millery Inn," he says to Daleson. "I will require some short time to gather my things, and arrange my affairs - I hope that that will be acceptable?"

Daleson:

I... we leave within the hour. More than enough time I think. Oh, and I thank you for any help you may lend to this quest.

Valanwé:

"Good," says Valanwé. "I shall attend to those things when our meeting is concluded."

He paused, considering what the potential reaction from his roommate might be, then turned to him: "What say you, friend?"


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 19 Mar 2005 10:50:04
Message:
As the Elf waits for an answer from the other, the cloaked figure lays
down the hood of her cloak. "I would be honored to help. I am known
as Caylith. I have recently arrived and would be glad to offer my
services in the Morninglord's cause. Can you tell us anything more?"
Her voice is low and scratchy.

Daleson:

"Thank you Caylith," Daleson replies. He gives the half-dragon a small, knowing nod having seen the goodness in her. 

"I know little more. The artifact in question has been protected here mainly through its obscurity. The Morninglord's temple in Essembra sought to bring more Dalesmen into the Light, and so requested the honor of holding the Blood of Lathander for a time. The last place that the envoy was seen was near Arncar's Manor up Rauthauvyr's Road."


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 28 Mar 2005 17:53:42
Message:
Not seen by the other characters but entered here for completeness

A cloaked figure slips away from the crowd of others who enter the shrine
and follows Cathalandra as she exits the room. Once out of sight of the
others, he removes his hood and inclines his head, offering a swift 'Well
met.' He reaches inside the lapel of his undershirt to reveal a small pin in
the shape of a crescent moon and stars. 'I will be willing to aid your
quest, should you wish for my help'.


"I see you are one of those who harp". Cathalandra relaxes a little.
"This greatly reassures me, in the hands of the capable Daleson
Morningstar, and with the Harpers as well as the Morninglord watching
over us, I have no doubt we will see this precious artifact safely
returned. Be wary though, I fear this is more at work here than a
simple theft, but I do not mean to trouble you with such matters. Go
now, and return swiftly. May Lathander ever shine on you."


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 28 Mar 2005 18:53:32
Message:
During the course of the conversation, Valanwé sits down, still paying
attention to what is being said, and listens attentively. As the
conversation moves away from his concern or interest, he opens the book on
his lap to one of the middle pages, and stares at the magical writing on the
page in front of him.

"Draconic was never so annoying," he muses to himself. He looks up to check
the progress of the conversation, finds it still, as before, irrelevant, and
returns to his thoughts.

He runs his right index finger down the side of the book, discharging
crackles of blue lightning into the air as he does so, before 'earthing'
himself on a brass bookstand nearby, purely for the entertainment value. A
loud bang occurs when the single spark of energy flies from his right hand
to the bookstand. He smiles to himself, releasing his grip from the
bookstand (which remains undamaged), and falls into his own memory for a
while.

He paused for a few minutes before getting up, and returning his thoughts to
those in the room around him. He approaches Daleson:

"Well," remarks Valanwé, "if that's everything, I shall clear up my business
here, and meet you _where_ in half an hour?"

Daleson replies.
"We shall meet here since this is the location from which my brethren left with the artifact. Oh, and please do not damage the temple. I have a feeling we should save our energy and resources for the road ahead." Daleson gives a curt nod to Valanwé as the sorcerer leaves. He calls after him and the others, "One hour, no more!" before turning to attend the priestess.

Caylith nods at Daleson's words and turns to leave the temple.


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 28 Mar 2005 18:54:33
Message:
Additional information from Valanwé, not seen by other players but shown here as an insight into his character, as part of the above post.

<SNIP>

... and stares at the magical writing on the page in front of him.

He reads over the text of Ball Lightning for the third time that morning.
Scroll to book, no problem. Book to conscious thought - no problem.
Conscious thought to memory - and that's just where it wouldn't stay. He
didn't know which was the most frustrating - not being able to cast the
spell in the first place, or having it available, and not being able to cast
it.

"Draconic was never so annoying," he muses to himself...

</SNIP>

<SNIP>

... and falls into his own memory for a while:

It was the first trick he'd learnt, since having the power inside him or
being born - whichever came first. When he started, they'd thought he was a
sorceror - it wouldn't have been anything unusual if he had been. The first
time had been when he was angry - he'd felt it as a child, become frustrated
with a situation, and run away and hid. He found that if he concentratred
hard enough, he could create this effect from thought alone - harmless,
ineffectual energy, that spat from his hands - it didn't do anything - it
was just there. As he'd mastered the art of magic more formally though, he
found that he didn't need anger to 'perform' the trick, though it still
occasionally performed itself when he was in a rage.

He paused for a few minutes before getting up...

</SNIP>


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 28 Mar 2005 18:56:26
Message:
Unseen by other characters

Valanwé pushed open the heavy iron door of the Millery Inn, and entered the bar area, which was strangely quiet, given what he had been used to trying to sleep against. A few patrons sat around in ones and twos in secluded coners - being a fairly average sun Elf, he looked, as usual, overdressed. He approached the bar, and waited to be served:

'Hail to ye, elf.' The bartender gives a friendly greeting.

'Would ye be wanting yer usual?'

"No," replies Valanwé, not unkindly. "I wonder if I could have my horse, the bill for myself and my friend, and two bottles of strong wine for a hard journey?"

"Why of course master, give me just a moment" The Barman turns to face the other end of the room.
"Tessa!" He hollers. A young attractive barmaid comes over, with long curly brown hair, ample bosom, and a smile on her face.
"Would ye be so kind as to fetch our friend's horse from the stables?"

"Ahh no," interrupts Valanwé, beckoning to Tessa to wait for him. "If you're willing, I'll save you the job - if you can show me the way?"

"Of course master" Tessa flashes Valnwé a smile. "Follow me roun' th' back, I'm sure ye'll see we treated him well. Lively one that horse"

With that done the barman turns back to Valanwé.
"Now ye stayed here a week, and yer friend a few days less. With the few drinks ye both had, why don't we call it an even gold piece?"

"One second befre ye go master elf" calls the barman, "Ye said you had a hard journey ahead of ye. Might I ask where it is yer goin'? If ye're thinkin' to be helping Cassondra mayhap I can give ye something meself to assist ye."

"That's very kind of you," remarks Valanwé. "Indeed I am hoping to be of some assistance to Calathandra - but first..." He rummages in his purse, tied at his belt, and brings out his hands with the sound of the chink of metal. He takes the barman's hand, and closes it around the two platinum pieces he has just retrieved. "You know we drunk more than that," he whispers, leaning in, and smiling at the barman. "So thanks," he continues. "I have been very comfortable here."

"Well that's awful kind of you. Here let me get you something in return, I'd been saving it fer a special occasion" He rummages around in the back room for what seems to be four or five minutes. Tessa starts to look irritated and impatient and glances back to the few patrons in the room whose glasses are looking close to empty.

The barman returns and present Valanwé with a clear glass bottle of wine. "Elverquisst! Right from the elven homelands. I hope ye enjoy this master elf. Why not share it with your companions one night and let them know how good this stuff really is, I hope it brings you much pleasure!"

"Thank you kindly," replies the Elf. "I'm sure I shall enjoy it - perhaps I'll come back when this is all over, and we can have another drink? And thank you again - I wasn't lying - I've been very comfortable." Valanwé steps back from the bar and smiles, and they look at each other once more.

He bows briefly and scurries off into the backroom again, leaving Valanwé alone with Tessa.
"C'mon then master elf, lets be gettin' yer horse". She turns to leave. Valanwé follows Tessa through the back of the bar, and outside to the stables.

Tessa opens the stable door, inside is a single white stallion, which whinnies at the sight of Valanwé, pushing gently against the stable door with its body, and against Valanwé with it's head.
"Well if'n that's all master, I must be getting back inside, These drinks don't serve themselves!"

"Thank you, Tessa", replies the Elf, running his hand down the side of the horses face. "Thank you for all of your help, now, and during my stay - it is much appreciated. I'm sure I shall come back to visit soon."

"Well it was mighty grand meeting such a nice elf I must say. I only ever did meet the one other and she weren't nice at all... That haughty, dark skinned..." Tessa clenches her fists, "She enraptured me employer though, poor old Bernards been all funny since then" She looks behind her quickly, nervously, then smiles at Valanwé. "I'm sorry, I don't know what came over me. Safe travels, kind elf". At that Tessa turns to leave swiftly, not giving any chance for a response.

"Wait!" Valanwé calls back at her. "I've forgotten to ask you for a bag of feed for Arcanen - could you just help me with that quickly?"


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 03 Apr 2005 01:21:22
Message:
Valanwé sighs, and leaves his horse again to return to the bar. Entering, he
approaches, and waits for Tessa to serve him.

Tessa continues to serve the other patrons in the bar.
Bernard the barkeep comes over to Valanwé and says 'I thort you was leavin'
us? Shouldn't you get going after that relic?'

"Indeed," replies Valanwé. "Though I realised I had forgotten to do two
things. I need a bag of feed for my horse, if you can help me with that -
and I wondered if I might just say thank you to Tessa too? She has after
all, been very attentive during my stay - and I wouldn't be much of a man if
I didn't offer my thanks to her. Perhaps I could wait until she's free, just
to do that, and then I shall be on my way?"

'Well the horse feed is in the stables with yer horse. Ye paid me so well ye
c'n take what ye need from there. As fer Tessa she can make up her own mind.
But don't ye be keeping her long, she has work to do'
Bernard wanders into the back room shaking his head

Valanwé moves to one end of the bar, and waits until all the other patrons
have been served, and Tessa has a free moment.

Tessa finishes serving the other patrons, seeing there is no one else left
to serve and Bernard is busy, she comes to stand behind the bar and look at
Valanwé
'Yes? What is it you want? The horse is ready'

"Well," says Valanwé softly. "There were two things. The first is that I
wanted to say how appreciative I have been of your hospitality - so thank
you. I said as much to Bernard - but I have been so comfortable here, and
much of that is down to you, that I wanted to say it to you in person."

'Thank you for yer kind words'

"Not at all," replies Valanwé, smiling kindly at her. "The second thing -
well - it's just a simple question before I go really. Have no fear - I'm
not about to ask you out, or propose to you - you're an attractive lass to
be sure, but I think it would be a bit forward..."

Tessa smiles briefly, clearly used to that sort of remark

"Also, there's the hundred-odd year age gap, but I should get to the point."
He pauses, considering his words carefully: "Now," he continues, "Firstly,
please forgive me for being nosey - it's not my intention. You may however
know, that I am going to be part of the group which hopes to aid Daleson
Morningstar - if you don't - that's where I'm headed when I leave this
place. Something you said outside worried me though. You mentioned that
another Elf was here? I wonder if you could tell me anything more, on the
off chance that it might be important? If I might also say - you obviously
care about Bernard a great deal - if there was anything that you were
willing to tell me, perhaps I might be able to help him too. Obviously, it's
your choice, and I certainly wont force you to say anything you don't want
to - but it just occurred to me that the two things might be related..."

'Well.....' She looks to see if Bernards about. 'I s'pose since ye've been
so nice already... There was another one, came by about 2 months back. She
didn't stay long but she must have been an elf. Like I said I haven't seen
many but she was right graceful, had an air about her ye wouldn't get on an
ordinary person. Her eyes weren't nearly so strange as yours though, forgive
the offence, and her skin weren't like yours either, not pale and fair but a
darker colour'

"No offence taken," smiles Valanwé, laughing quietly. "Please continue, if
you can."

'Tha's all I know, she didn' stay long. But Bernards been a bit funny since,
no longer as cheery and keeps himself to himself. He's right nice to the
paying customers still, but I know he's different'

"May I ask whether you think he would talk about it, were I to enquire?"

'I doubt it, like I said he keeps himself to himself. He won' talk to me
about it why should he talk to a stranger?'

"A fair point," remarks Valanwé. He rummages in his purse for three gold
pieces: "Please don't think I'm buying you off, or paying for the
information," he says, "though I _am_ very grateful." He places the gold
pieces on the bar for her: "This is just a little something for you that I
hope will make things a little easier. It is to say thank you for making my
life a little easier these past few days - you have been very kind, and it
is much appreciated. Fare the well, gentle woman." He smiles at her once
more, and returns to the stables.

Tessa nods her head in thanks then goes back to serving the other patrons

Valanwé quickly looks round the stables, and sees some bags of feed in the
corner. Having saddled Arcanen, he takes a medium sized bag, and places it
in one of the saddle bags. He packs up the remainder of his things, before
taking the horse's reins, and leading him at walking pace out of the
stables, and back towards the temple, which he enters, leaving the horse
temporarily tied up outside.


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 12 Apr 2005 02:46:27
Message:
Valanwé re-enters the temple slowly, and quietly, having tied Arcanen, his
stereotypically white, and stereotypically speedy horse up outside. He sees
a man, who bears some resemblance to one of the personages present earlier,
sitting towards the front of the building. He sits down, some distance away,
on the other side of the church, just forward of the man he recognises.

After a few moments quiet reflection, he kneels forwards, holds his palms
out to his side, shuts his eyes and prays. [He offers thanks and respect to
Lathander in his temple, as his lips move silently in prayer, and then much
deeper, still and silent prayers to Corellon, whose symbol he bears,
tattooed on his shoulder.]

After some short time, he finishes, and returns to his sitting position, but
without looking around. He reaches down to his purse to retrieve a coin,
steps up and places the gold piece on the altar silently, before turning to
see whether anyone else has arrived.

Seeing no-one else present, he approaches the man who sits waiting, and
holds out a hand in greeting: "Peace to you friend," he says. "Might I ask -
did I see you here before?"

Selm initially shows no sign of having noticed the elf entering the temple
but a close observer would have seen that his whole posture changed slightly
and that he was closely scrutinising the newcomer. Nodding his head slightly
in appreciation of the gift on the altar, he looks up to face the elf.

Standing up as the elf approaches, he rises and clasps the offered hand.
"Well met friend, indeed you did. Selmwell Fletwaral."

"A pleasure," remarks Valanwé, shaking hands. "Perchance you didn't hear my
basic introduction earlier - my name is Valanwé. If I might ask another
question - are you here to aid Daleson Morningstar, or does your purpose lie
elsewhere?"

"Aye, I'm here for the same purpose as yourself. A wizard of no small power
I gather?"

"Indeed a wizard," laughs Valanwé. He continues, smiling: "My power is not
mine to judge, however - though I suspect that until I tell Comrade
Morningstar that my little tricks earlier were harmless, he may think that
any power is too much. However, I will resolve that with him later." He
pauses for a moment, pondering, and looks down at his now entirely normal
hands: "Still - I would not presume to guess a fellow adventurer's path
(though I do not take offence at your doing so) - of what training are you,
friend?"

"I am of no 'training' as such. I am merely a follower of the Lord of
Tranquility, Eldath. I seek to restore the peace and balance." He smiles,
"And a life of travel amongst the beautiful Dales is not such a bad life,
not such a bad life at all."

"A very worthy objective, and to be respected," remarks Valanwé, not
ungeniunely. "And yes indeed - the Dales are beautiful, though I confess I
have seen little of their beauty, and much of their strife of late. To
travel is a wonderful thing, but to travel to war - that is something I
never enjoy...." He tails off, suddenly quiet for a moment, concealing his
hands, now sparking red lightning. After a moment, he continues, somewhat
bitterly: "Please forgive me. I have been in the north of late, but what's
done is done and cannot be changed." A further pause: "May I sit with you a
while" he asks, "until the others return?"

Selm raises an eyebrow at the mention of Valanwé's time in the North.
Deciding to see whether he could be goaded on the subject, he asks "You have
been in the North? Do tell me what strife has been happening there? Is it
something to do with Evereska? And by all means sit down."

"It is... difficult," replies Valanwé, slowly, having sat and attained
comfortable posture. "I fought at Evereska, against the Fey'ri. Of all the
battles I have seen, this was the bloodiest. Perhaps it was not the
'greatest' of conflicts, but 'brutal' does not even come close..."

"There was another battle at Evereska?" Selm sits forward rapidly, looking
shocked. He sighs, "It's only been a blink of an eye for the Tel Quessir
since the Phaerimm assault. I'm sorry to hear you have been suffering so."
As an afterthought he adds, "And please inform me what Fey'ri are, I've not
come across them."

"The Fey'ri are an abomination to the Elven race, may Corellon strike them
down!" replied Valanwé, unexpectedly finding himself raising his voice. "I'm
sorry," he says, continuing: "The Fey'ri are a half Demon, half Sun Elven
race, bred to strengthen one of the once great Elven houses, now fallen into
disrepute. What has passed, and what I have heard are likely two seperate
things; however, what I know, is that Sieveril sent a call to all able and
willing to join him at Evereska in the battle. I went, along with two of my
close friends, and we fought for days on end, beating wave after wave of
them back, until finally they could carry on no more. The battle was won,
but my friends were lost, (may their spirits rest in Arvandor for all
eternity). It is for them that I pray. I tell you though - there is nothing
harder than walking onto the field of battle to first face a corruption of
those that you love as your own, and then slaughter them mercilessly in the
name of 'good'. Still - it had to be done, else - Corellon forbid - Evereska
would have fallen, and another great star of the light of the Elves would
have dimmed."

Selm watches the elf's face as he finished his tale. Not wanting to break
the mood, he begins, "I am very sorry to hear that. Your people have
suffered so much, especially in recent times. Eldath's blessing on your
companions." After a pause for reflection, he adds to himself "Some stars
continue to shine though, may my Issinofil's light never dim," before
falling silent once more.

At this point, the door to the temple swings open, and Valanwé and Selm turn
their heads to see who enters.


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 13 Apr 2005 16:38:44
Message:
Caylith finished her packing quickly and since has been patiently
waiting outside the temple with her horse until someone else returns.
Seeing the cloaked figure return, she reenters the temple, and looking
around moves toward the one she thinks is the cloaked figure who joined them earlier. 

As the party prepares their mounts for their journey, Daleson saddles up first and addresses the group from his makeshift podium. "Well met to all of you again. May Lathander shine his presence on our jouney. We still have need to introduce ourselves, so I may make a roll call of sorts. I, by appointment, will lead us in our quest. My given name by my dwarven family is Daleson Morningstar. I AM a holy knight of Lathander, an experienced Dales fighter, and a minor healer in my faith. Please introduce yourselves so we may better understand your strengths.


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 13 Apr 2005 22:16:47
Message:
Speaking in his turn, Valanwé says: "I am Valanwé, as I have allready mentioned. My calling is to that of Wizardry, in which I have been trained and encouraged for the last hundred years by my father Icthalien, and my mother Nerith, largely in and around Evermeet." He pauses, briefly: "I hope that I shall be of some assistance to us all."


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 14 Apr 2005 13:18:44
Message:
At her moment, Caylith speaks in a deep husky voice. "I am Caylith
d'Varen. I am the daughter of the dragon, Justiariath and Caren of
the clan Varen. We are located in the mountains. I have only begun
to travel withing the foothills. My talents lie mainly in my sword,"
she pats it fondly, "as well as a type of magic. I. too, hope I will
be of some assistance in this journey."


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 14 Apr 2005 22:59:27
Message:
The formerly hooded figure acknowledges the others with a good natured
smile. "I'm Selmwell Fletwaral, I follow the gentle path trod by Eldath.
Well met to all of you."


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 20 Apr 2005 11:30:42
Message:
After a second uneventful day of travelling since leaving Hap, the sun has
almost vanished from sight and the light is failing. 'One more day of this
and we should be there by tomorrow sundown,' muses Selm. "I think we should
be stopping sooner rather than later," he pipes up. "Some of us were not
blessed with the ability to see well in the dark. Besides, I'm starving," he
adds with a wink. So saying, he pulls out a metal flask from his cloak and
takes a long swig of tea. Then, he whips it off and with a hushed word, it
expands to the size of a small tent.

Trahæarn ap Cathaoir replies
"As you say, not all of us have our sight tied to the rising and setting
sun. When time comes, I will keep watch until relieved."
Trahæarn slings his pack over a convenient branch, and sets about cleaning
and honing his longsword. In the waning light, it becomes more apparent the
brown dye placed in his elven-silvered hair wasn't an affectation, more
simple - though effective - camouflage.


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 22 Apr 2005 21:40:20
Message:
"Before everyone finishes unpacking," says Valanwé, "if I might make a
suggestion?"

He looks back at the group, and recieveing no immediate reaction, continues:
"Might take a minute or two - maybe ten, but see what you think..."

He turns and faces away from the group, towards a clearing on the other side
of the road, and raises his arms, two spheres of energy forming around his
hands, one a shining but deep blue, the other yellow. A light wind seems to
pick up from nearby as the spheres grow larger. He turns his hands over, so
that his palms face upwards, and the spheres float three or four inches
above them. He stands silent, deep in concentration.

After two or three minutes of silence, his lips begin to move in a
near-inaudible whisper as he chants over and over the words of the spell:
"Ectra mijs nonol éffana, ectra mijs nonol éffana..."

After perhaps another three minutes of chanting, he turns his hands inwards,
palm facing palm, and forces the spheres of energy together. A great light
is produced as they touch, and rippling pale green energy covers his body,
encasing it and discharging to the ground at his feet. His eyes also glow
green, and he continues the chant, at a much louder volume.

After a further fifteen seconds or so, he draws his hands into his chest
across his heart, and then, with a sweeping gesture he flings his arms
forward and shouts "Danach evo danach!!". Bolts of the same green energy fly
from each of his fingers and thumbs now split wide apart, apparently at
random as Valanwé holds his arms quite still. The bolts however, start to
trace the outline in three dimensions of a small stone cottage, and as the
spell progresses, more and more of it appears until finally the energy
fades, and standing in front of them is the completed building.

Valanwé lowers his hands, and rubs them together in front of him, sighing.
They still crackle with energy, as he turns to the group:

"I don't know about you lot," he remarks, somewhat playfully. "But that's
where I'm staying..."


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 23 Apr 2005 02:49:10
Message:
Caylith cocks her head sideways and looks at Valanwe, "Interesting...A
spell I assume? How long does it last? Is it fortifiable? How many
entrances does it have?" She stops suddenly realizing her questions
could be considered rude. "My apologies, sir...I have just never seen
such a spell."


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 24 Apr 2005 01:13:39
Message:
"Indeed, a spell," replies Valanwé, smiling at Caylith. " 'Leomund`s Secure
Shelter' is the name I have learnt it by. It is fortifiable with anything
with which you might wish to fortify it, has one alarmed entrance and two
securable windows - and please, don't apologise."

Valanwé raises a hand, and beckons Caylith towards the door: "Feel free to
look around. Assuming my preparation and casting have been correct, you
should find chairs, beds and tables enough for all of us, a fireplace and a
desk. The doors and windows are locked magically, the chimney is barred, and
narrow, and the walls are just as they appear - solid stone. Relatively
defensible, I'd suggest. The horses can be tied up outside, round the back
of the cottage."

Valanwé approaches the door, unlocks it with a whispered word, and pushes
the door open.

"Please come in, all of you," he calls back to the group. "You are most
welcome..." He turns to Caylith and adds more quietly: "... at least for the
next fourteen hours or so, anyway. After that, it'll fade, and disappear -
but I should imagine we will have moved on by then. Watch out for the
servant though. He's entirely under my control, so you've nothing to fear -
but he is invisible - some of my previous guests have found this a little
disconcerting."

Valanwé enters the cottage, and looks around, inspecting his handiwork, and
finds it as expected. He stands and waits to see if the others will join
him.


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 26 Apr 2005 16:19:49
Message:
Selm stands back and watches Valanwé work his magic, nodding appreciatively
at his skill. After he has finished his explanation to Caylith, and offers
it to the others, Selm begins, "It certainly does seem to be a very useful
thing to be able to call upon. Have you dwelt inside often? It's simply that
it strikes me as drawing attention to itself, has this ever been a problem?"
he adds, gesturing broadly outward. "I would be delighted to join you for a
meal but I'm afraid I will decline one of your beds. I will watch over the
horses and I prefer to sleep closer to nature anyway. Eldath will watch over
me, I assure you."


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 27 Apr 2005 08:08:13
Message:
"Beautiful night, isn't it?" remarks Valanwé, standing just outside the
cottage many minutes later.

"Not so bad, no", says Selm from a tree branch somewhere above and to the
left of Valanwé. "Selûne is bright tonight."

"Indeed," replies Valanwé, looking up at him. "I always find coming out on a
clear night helps me to rest now. It's quite a while since I've been home -
I suppose there's some comfort to be had in that wherever you are, you
always see the same stars as the people waiting for your return. If only
they were mirrors! Then you could catch at least a fleeting glance at where
you came from - if only to remember."

Nodding sagely, Selm looks pensive for awhile before choosing to reply. "I
have always found solace under the stars. They are always there to remind
you, even when you can't see them." He pauses, before adding, "Especially
those than burn bright enough to create a lasting impression."

"A lasting impression?" asks Valanwé. "Of what star do you speak?"

A slight smile crosses his face. "Oh you know, people you meet, places you
visit. Some things are hard to forget. Your star, for instance, burns
passionately for the love of your people. Although," he pauses for breath,
"you seem to be something more or less than fully Tel'Quess, if you'll
pardon the expression."

"How can you tell?" asks Valanwé, smiling at him once again. "It is true -
several generations ago, new blood entered my family. To this day, I do not
know what it was, or from whence it came - but I do not (I think) have any
'unnatural' qualities about me - I must assume that it has little, or no
effect on my being. But still - might I ask - how could you tell?"

Grinning, Selm replies, "So I was right! Your eyes are just too golden if
that makes sense. I can't really explain it but I lived amongst the
Tel'Quessir for a few years and there was just something slightly different
about you that I couldn't quite work out." Idly scratching his head, he
continues, "It's not at all obvious by the way so I wouldn't worry about it,
and I won't be letting the whole of the Dales know about it. Issinofil
always said I'm good at seeing things others miss," he finishes with a
shrug.

"You are very observant," replies Valanwé. "It is strange though - I am the
only member of my family that I am aware of to have such eyes. And
Issinofil?" queries Valanwé. "You have mentioned what I might presume to be
a 'her', a couple of times now?"

"My partner," comes the simple reply

Valanwé nods his head in acknowledgement: "As yet, I have no companion in
this mortal coil. Having said that, unless my life is unexpectedly
terminated, which I certainly don't intend - I should have another four or
five hundred years to search for her..." He tails off, into his thought, and
then grins at Selm: "Here's hoping, eh?"

"Don't we all? But yes, I hope you find happiness."

"Well," says Valanwé. "I suppose I must rest. The cottage will have
dissappeared before I've read my spellbook at this rate..."

"Aye, rest well, my friend."

"You too," offers Valanwé. "Will you keep watch for yourself, or would you
like me to ask someone to come out later? I would offer myself, but I fear I
may be of less help tomorrow..."

"I'll be fine, but thanks for the offer."

"Then I shall bid you a pleasant night's rest. May Corellon watch over us
all."


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 28 Apr 2005 19:30:33
Message:
To Selm (and Elussien)

At about 3am you see 3 men standing just outside the house.
You cannot make any details out about them but the smaller man appears
to be the leader.
You also notice a shadowy humanoid shape in the woods behind the 3 men.

The men begin to talk and you can make out their conversation clearly.
"Davrel you sure this is the place? Only I thort they was supposed to
be campin' here and fas' asleep.Not holed up in some cottage"
The smaller man stays silent a second and then draws himself up.
"Of course it is, he said they'd be around here on this exact night,
all we had to do was catch them in their 'sleep'" He chuckles at this
as if having said something amusing. After no response from the other
two he continues.
"Well what are you waiting for? Time to go to work", he edges towards the door.


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 29 Apr 2005 16:23:02
Message:
Elussien watched these guys, knowing they weren't the smartest bunch or at least appeared as much. But they were intent on doing something to whomever was in that cottage, if there was anyone in there at all. He really didn't care what happened to the prey, but he was intent on disrupting Ronalds plans. What he really needed were answers. If these guys died he wouldn't know why Ronald wanted whoever was inside. As he thought about what the leader had said, he started to feel extremely uneasy about the situation. It would appear that they "knew" these people would be camping here, which lead to something that made his skin crawl.

He had to do something and do it quickly. As swiftly as possible, he made his way as close as he could, then layed down and waited. He coated the first bolt on his crossbow with his vial of carrior crawler juice and leveled it at the lead guy. If they planned on sneaking into that house he was gonna take down this guy so he could be questioned later.


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 04 May 2005 17:15:56
Message:
You are all awakened by a cry from Selm, calling the alarm. You
struggle to grab your things and move outside.
Meanwhile outside there are four men you do not recognise. One
viciously stabs at Selm, but misses, and Selm erects a shield of
divine protection around his person. The other man with the large
sword swings for Selm but finds he cannot make contact with his body.
From out of the bushes a crossbow bolt fires at the wiry man attacking
Selm. It makes contact with his thigh, and the man turns stiff and
unmoving.
The last burly man runs to where the shot came from and hits the
attacker viciously on the shoulder with his hammer.


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 04 May 2005 23:13:39
Message:
The bolt lances through the air with sure fire accuracy and Elussien grins in triumph. That guy was gonna be his play thing after all was said and done. He was about to load another bolt when one of the attackers spots from whence the shot was fired and is quick to rush up on Elussien. So fast was the pace of attack that the man lands a nasty blow, making Elussien groan in agony. The pain soared through his body in waves and it was only through strong will and knowledge of impending death, that he was able to act.

"Look you fool..." all the while he spoke, he moved like a worm, twisting turning, angling his hand towards his sword. If he could only get it... "...I was hired by Ronald YOUR employer to take that leader of yours out! He's a spy, a rat, a FINK! LISTEN TO ME OR WE BOTH DIE!!!" He hoped this worked


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 04 May 2005 23:14:51
Message:
"Patefac!" shouts Valanwé, sitting bolt upright in bed, and thanking his
stars that he hadn't chosen to sleep on the bottom bunk. A green hazy glow
appears around the handle of the front door, and there is a clank of metal
as lock is magically opened.

Sliding off the six foot high bunkbed as this happens, Valanwé grabs his
bow, and his quiver, and slings them over his back, and pauses only for a
moment to see how the others are doing.


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 04 May 2005 23:18:17
Message:
Elussien draws his short sword. The thug grunts in his response to his statement and continues to swing for him, but misses.


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 05 May 2005 10:20:27
Message:
Selm steps away from the thug, out of range of his sharp sword, and utters a prayer to Eldath. A bright blast of divine white light shoots from his outstretched hands and slams into the man, leaving scorch marks.
Unperturbed by this the man strides forward and makes a vicious swing for Selm, his large sword cutting a wide gash across Selms chest but does not penetrate too deeply.
The leader of the group still stands unmoving. 

Unarmored, Daleson grabs his shield and his morningstar, leaving his two-handed axe behind, and bolts from the door. He squares off against the nearest opponent and commands them "Leave now or we WILL be your death!"

Following suit, Caylith grabs her sword and rushes out of the building. Looking around she tries to determine if any of the attackers are not fighting with her compatriots.


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 06 May 2005 00:27:10
Message:
Selm again steps away from the brutal onslaught, and cries out loudly
for his beloved deity to aid his companions. With their spirits
bolstered they charge into battle a little more confident of their
actions.

Seeing Selm being hard pressed by the combatant, Caylith rushes to his
aid, and swings her sword at the man, the dark metal edge slicing a
handful of chain links from the armour and embedding itself in his
flesh. The small static shock from the weapon runs through the metal
armour, jerking the mans attention towards his attacker.

As the man turns, four globes of crackling energy fly towards him at
an astounding pace, and wrack his body with pain. One hits him on his
free arm, another catches his thigh, and two more thud into his chest.

Despite this severe beating he continues to turn towards Caylith. With
a mighty roar and amazing strength the man chops downwards heavily
with his sword. The blow presses through Cayliths guard and knocks her
attempted parry downwards, before continuing on to drive the massive
weapon into her collarbone. A loud crack issues forth across the
battlefield and she screams in pain, the scream sounding in part like
a wounded woman, and in part like an angry lizard hissing. The amazing
blow forces Caylith onto one knee and causes significant damage.

Across the battlefield Elussien still struggles with the large man
wielding a hammer and shield effectively. Realizing this guy was
either not impressed with his dramatic show of lying, or he was just
plain stupid. Probably the latter. Finally with his short sword in
hand, Elussien had to play this battle by ear. Nothing that had
transpired was planned, nor had he time to think of a devious demise
for the enemy. The thug was intent on taking his life and Elussien
planned to show him just how difficult that course of action could be.
Using the same tactics he had used earlier, he wormed his way about
along the ground but also made a swipe at the mans legs with the
deadly steel he held. The desperate lunge for the man fails, and
Elussiens sword embeds itself into the ground where the thug was
standing only moments before. With an evil laugh the man stares at
Elussien attempting to tug free his only apparent weapon before
commencing his attack.

Daleson charges over to assist the shadowy elf, struggling to hold his own against the large warrior. The thug notices this and shifts to the side slightly. 

With one hand holding his shield up, and easily blocking the assault from Daleson, he swipes down with his hammer, and lands a crushing blow on Elussien's skull. His eyes roll back, and he sways unsteadily, momentarily stunned by the vicious blow. Blood begins to trickle down the left hand side of his face.

Trahæarn moves out of the door, and silently pads over to the bloody man desperately fighting for his life with Caylith and Selm. Calmly he draws his short sword and stabs it into the mans stomach. The thug's eyes go wide, and he then slumps forward onto his knees, clutching the embedded blade. Trahæarn then puts his boot onto the mans shoulder, and roughly shoves him off the end of his blade and onto the floor.


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 06 May 2005 20:41:09
Message:
Elussien growls in vain as his blade bit deeply into the soil. This guy was really starting to get on his nerves. Knowing he had no other choice, he quickly yanked on the blade hoping it would slip free before this guy pummeled him to death.

Selm stands behind Caylith as she moves to engage the last active foe.
He whispers softly and a peaceful look comes over his face. This peace
is then transferred over to Caylith, and the pain on her features
softens as her wounds close.

She does not give this time up for resting however, and moves in to
attack, slashing her dark sword back and forth. She slashes across the
man's face and causes a deep gash down the side of his face, one eye
cauterised shut by the magical electricity from the blade.

Valanwé mutters the same incantation as before, and again the globes
of magical energy ly out from his outstretched hands, to strike his
new target square in the chest.

Elussien meanwhile fumbles for his blade, and manages to pull it free,
whilst ducking out of the way of an over confident lunge from the
thug.
Blood dripped down Elussiens face, reeling from the incredible blows landed to him. His head was spinning like a loosed dagger and it wasn't slowing down. When the Thug came at him again, it was more chance luck that saved his skull then his amazing evasive skills. Suddenly he brought free his sword, which now provided him a means to end this entanglement.
With all the skill he had learned over the years Elussien gripped the hilt firmly then swung again at the enemy, hoping his blade would at least take this guy by suprise or just plain skill.


Daleson continues to stride into the battle, confidently swinging his
mace back and forth. The first swing glances off the mans elbow and
causes him discomfort but no serious pain. The second blow misses
entirely.

Trahæarn moves in to finish off his second foe. Seeing the man
weakened he lunges for him but the well trained warrior parries the
blow with his hammer, and locks Trahæarn's weapon. He then lifts his
shield up and thuds it against Trahæarn's jaw, causing him to stagger
wildly.


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 12 May 2005 17:06:16
Message:
Selm slips away from combat, preferring not to engage in the brutality of fight, knowing it could have only one conclusion. He instead approaches the helpless member of the attackers, whom he knew to be the leader from the overheard conversation previously. A brief search of the man yielded a number of items which Selm then inspected, having liberated a vial of blue liquid, a wallet filled with tools, a large amount of gold, and a small wooden ring from him.

Caylith follows up her previous attack and again slashes the man, who is losing blood at a rapid rate.

Valanwé then sends forth more pure magic from his fingertips, this time all that can be seen of them is a streak through the air as they dart towards the man. The magic blasts through him and out the other side, then fades away into nothingness. After this relentless barrage from the party the man finally drops down to the floor and lies unmoving.


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 12 May 2005 22:04:59
Message:
Caylith takes a deep breath, bends over the fallen attacker, cleans her sword on his shirt and sheathes it. Turning toward the paralyzed thug, she asks outloud to the group "Does anyone know who sent them? And are there more coming? Can we find out from him?" The word him is laced with disgust and dislike. She then leans heavily against the wall, wounds still dripping. 

Valanwé stands over the body of the thug, a brief look of sadness crossing
his face. His lips move in a silent prayer for the souls of the men who had
died, as they began their journey to rest. It wasn't that he was glad, or
cared a great deal - it just seemed the decent thing to do.
He approaches the form of the leader, still paralysed. The man seems to be
eyeing him up, glaring at him. He calls to the others: "Will anyone help me
with this one? Should he be taken inside?"


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 13 May 2005 14:27:01
Message:
As the party members killed the final Thug, Elussien felt a wave of relief. These people were extremely talented and he hoped they were not about to turn on him. But then he could always rely on his swift wit.

With cool ease Elussien stood up, sheathing his short sword. His cloak wrapped around his body as he stared at the companions around him. His appearence was that of a four foot little man, possibly gnome, human or even short elven. It was hard to tell, since his hood was drawn up over his head, leaving most of his face in shadow. His face was long and narrow, with slanted eyes almost like that of an elf. His garb was mostly dark colors, except for the gleaming blade he just slipped away. A sliver of a smile appears as he wipes some of the blood from his forehead.

"Evenin folks. Sorry bout the interruption, but I've been trackin these fellas for a very long time and when I knew they were about to cause harm..." His smile broadens. "...I just had to intervine. Are you all okay? I hope so. Well I have a job to do."

Walking over slowly to the lead thug, Elussien slips out his dagger. "Well now, what do we have here? Seems you got yourself into a whole peck of trouble. You and I need to have a very long talk, a close personal talk." He gently taps the tip of his blade on the hip of the leader.


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 14 May 2005 22:21:22
Message:
"Stop," says Valanwé to Elussien*, firmly, but without agression. "I bear
you no ill will, friend," he continues, "but I have a few questions that I
would prefer you answer before you depart. I would also like to suggest that
my associates and I have business with this fellow."

He glances towards the paralysed man briefly, before returning his attention
to Elussien. "I do not seek to impede any of your affairs of course - but I
must ask your name, and whatever you are willing to tell us about your
presence here. I fear that this is no attempted robbery that we have
suffered."


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 14 May 2005 23:20:58
Message:
"Please calm down Valanwé," interjects Selm in a soft voice. "I'm sure we're
all a little curious as to what bring you here," he says, nodding at
Elussien. "And your 'friend' too for that matter. But firstly, put the
dagger away. We are not going to hurt either of you. If somebody does have
some rope handy, could you please tie up this man here. Do it carefully,
mind. I have no idea how long his paralysis will last for but I think we
could all do without another fight currently, especially as we know not why
we are forced to do so." Turning to face the paralysed man and looking into
his eyes, he adds gently, "As I said, we mean you no harm but for the moment
you have shown yourself to be aggressive so it's for your own safety."
Turning back to Elussien, looking to see if he has sheathed his dagger or
not, he continues, "Well met, I am Selmwell. Perhaps you'd care to introduce
yourself and tell us what brings you here at such a late hour?"


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 14 May 2005 23:23:14
Message:
Valanwé merely raises an eyebrow in Selms direction as he continues speaking
to Elussien. It was clear from the context of the conversation, and the
specific shape and curvature of the raised eyebrow that Valanwé was having
some difficulty digesting the 'calm down' comment.

He smiled to himself, and muttered not unkindly: "Calm? If I were any calmer
I'd be asleep. You on the other hand? Ten pounds of smokepowder just to get
you out of bed I'd suggest."


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 14 May 2005 23:25:25
Message:
Selms cracks a grin at the elf's comment. "Ah, so it does have a sense of
humour after all. But anyway, I believe we were addressing you, good sir,"
he says as he turns back to Elussien.


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 15 May 2005 16:07:58
Message:
As they both started to interject telling Elussien to not only leave this guy alone, they beat around Jacobs barn in just trying to get his name. He knew these people were the men Ronald was after, but the same past fears brought him to the only resolution possible.

Still tapping the edge of his dagger along the mans stomach, as if waiting to butcher the local cow, he turned his eyes back to the party. His eyes narrowed slightly, then an odd grin spreads across his face. "Mmm I guess the two of you need a room. But as for my name, most call me Val. Valinco Cappadoor to be exact. I am sorry to inform you of this, but I must insist on holding the blade. After all, he won't remain posioned forever. More over, he knows a few things that I personally 'need' to know. I will extract the information any way possible, I hope you guys are ready for that. If not I'd suggest you sit back while I question the man."

Elussiens face had drawn back into a serious stare, waiting to see if they would agree or try and persuade him to 'relax'. He watched the people, wondering if they could help him. They were definately not attacking, nor were they judging him. He would have to see what they said before telling them the truth.


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 16 May 2005 15:55:41
Message:
Quickly stepping into the magical shed, Caylith then returns with a rope and after walking around behind the paralyzed thug, proceeds to begin to tie him up. As she begins to cross in front of Elussien, she raises an eyebrow and waits for him to either back away so she can pass the rope around the frozen thug or assist her in tying him up by taking the rope to pass back to her.


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 19 May 2005 13:05:17
Message:
Seeing Caylith starting to tie up the paralysed man, Selm nods his approval
and offers a grateful "thank you."
Then, turning back to Valinco, he begins, "Well met Valinco,thank you for
the introduction. Although I would still be interested to know how exactly
you and your friends", he nods at the paralysed man, "came to be here.
Particularly as I know you intended to find us by the conversation I
overheard. You'll forgive me if I'm a little suspicious. That said, there is
no reason to be afraid unless you give us cause to act, I suggest you think
about that. Right now I know little about you and even less about this one
here. I'd love to believe you and I want to help you, really I do. However,
you are the one holding a dagger and threatening to use it. I can see that
you also would like some questions answered so the best thing to do would be
to put it away. Take it from me that it will not help you get the answers
you want. An answer extracted through torture, my apologies Lady Eldath, is
of no use to anybody." He looks heavenward as he says this last bit, before
fixing his gaze back on Valinco. "He will only tell you what you want to
hear anyway, it's a completely unreliable way of finding out anything.
Look," he gestures at the newly bound man, "he is no threat to you or
anybody else, and it will be much easier this way." Holding his hands out,
palms upward to show he doesn't mean any harm, Selm steps closer to Valinco.


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 19 May 2005 16:05:38
Message:
Elussien listened calmly to Selm and smiled as there was a slight threat invoked due to his 'knife'. Not to mention Selm was claiming he was apart of these thugs. Once he had stopped talking, he chuckled lightly. His eyes shift to Selm, a smile dancing along his lips. "I must commend you on your choice of words. You have not only 'told' me what to, but you have placed possible companionship with this... idiot.

"First off let me tell you this, if I were to want you dead or captured I wouldn't have been stupid enough to get caught. Second, you tell me to 'Trust' you, to 'think' about what you've said. Well I've thought about what you said, and I have a question for you. Why should I trust you? Why should I think you are going to be... generous with my life? You have told me nothing more then your name and as you well know, thats not enough to go on. So before I answer your questions, you might wanna 'think' about being a bit forward yourself."

The smile left Elussiens face, to be replaced with a serious grimace. "As for the obtaining of information with the blade. You don't know what answers I could extract, so please presume not, that I am some simpleton. You will need to show me you are of no possible threat for me to lower my blade. Especially since there is a caster among your ranks."

Valanwé watches the conversation from next to the leader, having stepped
back to let Selm take the lead. He glances to his left, at the previously
paralysed man, noticing that he was straining against the ropes binding him.
He stops and watches for a few seconds, and suddenly notices that the man's
sword is rubbing against the ropes, and that they are starting to fray.

"Quickly!" interjects Valanwé, controlled but urgent in tone, and gesturing
towards the the man tied up, "some fresh rope to bind our prisoner! His
sword cuts through his bonds!"


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 19 May 2005 20:38:31
Message:
Taking note of Valinco's aggressive and paranoid manner, Selm was able to
deduce several a few things about their new companion. Decidely to keep most
of them to himself, as well as his sarcastic tongue in his head, he chose
his next words carefully.
"Okay, we'll play this your way. Selmwell Fletwaral, humble servant of
Eldath the Green Goddess at your service. To put things in black and white,
my Lady does not condone violence, therefore I have absolutely no wish to
use it against you. I ask you this, why do you assume we wish to hurt you?
To think such must be a terrible way to live. And indeed we do have a
spellcaster." He points out Valanwé. "We also outnumber you greatly, had we
wished to do you harm we would perhaps have attacked first and asked
questions later, no? Instead, we choose to try and find reason for this for
the good of all concerned. Am I being clear enough for you?" he asks in an
even tone.
Gesturing at the struggling man, he continues, "I know no more or less about
you and he than what I have heard. What I have heard is that this was no
accident, it was a planned attack on our fellowship here. What reasons
either of you have for this is what I'd very much like to find out, without
the use of violence in either case. What you could extract with that blade
is neither here nor there because you are going to pass it over to me and
discuss things civilly." He holds out his hand in expectation. "I have said
my piece, if you refuse to listen, that's your choice and I'll leave Master
Daleson to enlighten you about 'dwarven bargaining' techniques.


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 19 May 2005 20:40:53
Message:
"Peace, friends," says Valanwé, stepping forwards once more with his hands
raised motioning for calm. He speaks quietly and openly: "This conversation
is becoming frivilous and unproductive. I am a wizard, yes, but if any of
you ask whether I wander this plane attacking persons with whom I have no
quarrel, the answer is most definitely no. I have no quarrel with you
Valinco Cappadoor, and I do not intend otherwise. However, I believe
Selmwell speaks truth - there is no need for the blade if all that is
required is conversation. The prisoner will not get far, should he escape -
I can assure you of that."


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 24 May 2005 18:01:09
Message:
The leader of the assassin party, his bonds loosened and frayed by his
subtle sawing of the rope, springs into action, sneering as he does
so.
"Inept fools! You parley whilst I escape and the warning goes unchecked!
He sweeps his weapon outwards and upwards as the ropes fall away and
darts off towards the edge of the woods, sprinting into the darkness.
As he does so Valanwé, who had expected such a course of action,
calmly utters magical words. A glowing, pea-sized bead streaks from
his pointing finger and blossoms into a fireball, engulfing the
fleeing leader. The night sky is lit up, forcing some of the party to
shield their eyes against the sudden glare. The agile man manages to
fling himself out of harms way, and drops to the ground, as flames
explode above him. Unscathed he continues his hasty escape.In his wake
he leaves a circle of scorched, and charred trees. The area is
devastated by the blast, and a few trees continue to burn afterwards.
"Venterus!!" shouts Valanwé, turning about, looking through the trees around
them. The noise of birds wings flapping breaks through the brief silence,
and from above the currently smouldering foliage a golden eagle appears.
"Master?" says the bird in the private language shared by master and
familiar, coming to rest on Valanwé's
outstretched arm.
Valanwé turns, and points toward the man running away from them. "Follow
that man, as best you can. He is hostile, stay some distance from him. I, at
least will follow too. Return to me if he settles for any significant time.
Do you understand?"
The bird seems to nod its head in something of an affirmation.
"Good. Now remain here whilst I cast a spell on you. Then, go."


The alert Selm immediately starts to run after the fleeing man.
Caylith having returned into the hut to search out more rope steps
back outside to hear the rogues comment and see him begin to run.
Seeing the others begin to give chase and realizing in her wounded
state she is not going to be much help, she takes a breath and
concentrates on healing her wounds. She then starts to move after the
man.
The escaped rogue continues to crash through the wooded area, in a
panicked attempt to escape the reckoning of the party, and the
extremely vengeful one who had threatened his helpless form with pain.
Valanwé raises his left hand toward Venterus, whispers a near-silent
incantation, and vanishes from view, along with the eagle. But a few
seconds later, he reappears, facing toward the direction of the man
now escaping, his arms raised, having released the bird, which remains
invisible.
Lowering his arms once more, he rubs his hands together. They crackle
quietly with small shoots of pale red lightning as he focuses his
attention to the fleeing man.
"Let's see how much of a fool I really am," he mutters under his
breath, toward the fleeing thug. "I'm sure Messers Selmwell, Daleson
and Valinco will be able to speak to you, regardless of what condition
you're in when I've finished with you..."
"Fools! Someone help me go after him." Daleson dashes after the man, tossing his shield to the ground, but still hefting his mace. "Let me know where he goes mage."
When selm started to tell him once again what to do, it only seemed to ignite Elussiens blood pressure. His grip on the blade tightened, getting ready to fight. Selm was getting to be just as smart as Elussien, yet he was still taking on an arrogant attitude. Of course his own attitude wasn't helping any.
"Alright..." He was going to mouth off when Valanwe asked for all to just relax and calm down. He listened quietly to the wizard as he spoke his peace. It actually helped him to realize he was being extremely stupid. Not only were they being unproductive but they were also wasting time.
As Valanwe caught on to the thugs escape and tried to stop the man, Elussien could only think of how stupid he had been. He should have bound this guy himself and stopped yelling like a fool.
As Valanwe spoke to the golden Eagle, Elussien had to make up some time here. "Alright Selm, we have no time for idol banter right now, we need to work together. Come lets get after that guy and we can discuss later my reasons for being here. I will disclose those reasons in due time, but more importantly you can trust me for now. Please allow me this chance to prove it."
Elussien had to agree with with the Human, the squabbling was getting annoying and it was only preventing them from aquiring the target. He wondered if Selm would agree with what he asked, or if there would be another demand layed upon him.
Feeling stupid that the man had been able to escape, and sensing everybody
else felt similarly, he offered Valinco the simple words "Deeds tend to
prove a person more than their words. You do not need my permission to chase
this man down." He gives a slight smile before continuing, "I will gladly
work alongside you." So saying, he sprints after Daleson in order to assist him in any way possible

Selm catches up with the man shortly. Seeing the quick witted cleric
keeping fast pace with him, and realising he can't outrun the whole
party, the rogue turns and braces
himself, standing in a crouched position and ready to attack. As Selm
catches up with him he lashes out viciously, but in his panicked state
misses entirely.
From the back of the group Caylith focuses her self for a brief
second, and sprints towards the battle with a speed you've only ever
seen in animals.
Valanwé, standing in his original position, begins a long incantation.
From his hands shoots a near invisible missile, which screeches as it
flies past. The pure energy smashes into the mans stomach, and the
soundwave emanating from the impact hurts the ears of all nearby. The
force of the energy ripples the rogues loose clothing in the effect.
Elussien edges out to the side of the scorched area and into the
woodland, ready to emerge at an opportune time and place.
Daleson slows down his sprinting, and begins to take stock of the
combat situation. He steadies himself and lines up for a position
where he can charge into his assailant and catch him off guard.


Selm, mindful of the attack he had just recieved, attacks the rogue
back, his silver dagger shining beautifully in the moonlight. Careful
not to expose any part, Selm fights with his magnificently crafted
wooden shield in front him, refusing to give the vicious sword an
opening. Seeing an opportunity he stabs at the man, and quickly
withdraws back into his defensive position. The rogue easily
backpedals from lunge, and returns with a swipe of his own. The
desperate lunge is ineffectual, and Selm's shield forces the blow
aside.
Another arrow flies past you, this one dripping a corrosive liquid.
The arrow this time glances off his arm but not before delivering it's
vicious acid into the small gash left behind. The acid scorches the
area around it and the wound begins to hiss and steam, and turn black.
Seeing his opportunity Elussien darts out from his cover. The
hopelessly outnumbered assassin never even knew about this new threat,
before Elussiens sword enters his spine, and slips through his
ribcage, to protude out of the front of his chest. Blood trickles out
of his mouth, and Elussien slashes upwards as he pulls the blade out,
leaving a foot long gash and a fountain of blood. The man crumples to
the floor, blood staining the forest floor.


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 25 May 2005 00:47:40
Message:
Elussien looked at the husk of a man once thought to be dangerous. He had tried to fight, tried in vain to escape the hunter; Death. Even Elussien had been suprised at such ferocity, he had not thought it apart of his inner self, but then the man would of been killed when the questioning was over. Pity they would never know why the assassins had attempted to kill the party in the first place.

Elussien slowly cleaned the blade on the rogues garments, searching as he cleaned. If the man had anything on his person, he hoped to find it.

Once finished Elussien looked to the group, sheathing his blade. "Well I feel it is time to come clean, since we have spilled blood for each other. My real name is Elussien, please do not ask why I did not tell you in the first place. It is a long story, sometime I will tell you. I had been tracking these guys because they worked for a previous aquaintence whom I hate! This aquaintence worked for a group called the Cult, whatever that means, I hope this helps. I would be glad to join your party if you require my skills, but if ye trust me not, then I'll be on my way."


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 25 May 2005 20:47:45
Message:
Valanwé finishes casting his last spell, and sees Valinco putting the final
touches to the counter-plan of stopping the man escape. Sighing, he begins
his walk toward the group, now surrounding the rogue's corpse.

As he arrives, he observes the body, steps back, and looks around the
others. "Does anyone want to tie him up?" he asks, in an unusually sarcastic
manner.

Valanwé then kneels down next to the body, and examines the remnants of the
man's equipment. He raises his hand to the man's face, his lips moving in
silent prayer, and carefully shuts the corpse's eyes.

The rogue appears to be wearing some sort of ornate leather armour, largely
black, with two dragons embossed on the breastpiece, one red and one
originally green, now red with the blood that covers the man's chest. He
reaches over, and takes the mans sword out of his hand. Taking a piece of
cloth from a pocket in his robe, he wipes the splattered blood from the
blade and proffers it to Daleson, for him to examine.

About to stand up, Valanwé sees the mans buckler, unscathed from the fight.
He remains kneeling, undoes the clasp, and pulls it off of him. Standing up
once more, he holds it out, again for Daleson to examine.

"Master Selmwell," says Valanwé, "Tell me - are you able to converse with
the dead?"


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 26 May 2005 16:37:57
Message:
Watching Valanwé examine the fallen man, Selm pauses for a second before
answering. "Am I able to converse with the dead?" he muses. "Well, not today
I'm not, no. I can, however, pray to Eldath that she might grant me the
ability to do so in the morning. The question is really whether I wish to. I
have done such before and I dislike disturbing the dead as much as any man.
Or elf, for that matter," he adds, scrutinising Valanwé closely. "You seem
very determined to get some answers, my friend. I've never seen one of the
Tel'Quess treat such an issue as this lightly, most are reluctant at best,
if not vehemently against it. Tell me truthfully, have you ever seen a man
speak with the dead? I admit I would like some answers too, not least
because of the latest, ahem, developments," he glances round at Elussien,
"but there is no guarantee that I will be able to find out what we wish to
know anyway, the answers are not often straight forward and I would need to
think carefully about what to ask. If everybody thinks it is necessary, I
will do it for the safety and wellbeing of all, but I just want to make it
clear that this is not something to be taken lightly and it certainly not
something I enjoy doing."
So saying, he takes a deep breath before turning away to face Elussien, his
face calm. "Well met then, Elussien." He pronounces the name somewhat
ambiguously but not in such a way that it could be interpreted as a
challenge and offers his hand. "I will not ask why you chose to hide your
name from us, it is something most of us have to do from time to time and it
is understandable. I thank you for your honesty in telling us this
information. To be perfectly honest we have not been companions ourselves
for very long and there are probably many untold secrets amongst us. I do
not begrudge you your privacy. However," his face becomes more grave as he
says this, "I understand your concern but your conduct tonight was
unacceptable. I will not tolerate torture or similar immoral conduct. As a
follower of Lady Eldath, I dislike violent conduct and do not condone
unnecessary use of it, though I am not naive enough to believe there are
circumstances when it becomes necessary. These are the tenets of my faith,
to me this is truth." His face softens again, "please try to understand
this. I would welcome you into our party assuming you are willing to
acknowledge this. The decision is not mine, however. Master Daleson heads
our little band and the final decision should be his because this is a
matter of importance to Lathandar but if it were up to me, I would let the
group as a whole decide. Whatever else happens, I will personally offer you
any protection I can and if you were to tell more about this 'Cult', I may
be able to help you with them also." Noticing the cuts and bruises Elussien
has sustained, Selm adds "I can also see that you are injured, if you'll
allow me I will do my best to heal your wounds."


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 26 May 2005 16:39:09
Message:
A little later, having left the body to the other's inspection, Valanwé
approaches Selm, and touching his arm gently to gain his attention says: "I
merely seek the truth my friend; it is a form of knowledge - perhaps the
very best - but I did not mean to offend." He pauses momentarily,
considering his next words: "I have seen powerful clerics speak with the
dead before - it was a matter of course in the war against the Fey'ri - but
I do not ask you to go against your heart if it speaks against this course."


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 26 May 2005 20:03:16
Message:
Having caught up to the group and seeing the now dead rogue, Caylith shakes her head and listens to Selm. At his suggestion that the group decides, she shrugs..."I would that Sir Daleson make the call."


Selm appeared to accept and even acknowledge Elussien as a member, even though the group had not yet decided his fate. This group was a jumble of rag tag members, probably on some crusade to 'protect' the weak, what with their desire to commit no harm. That was the only problem with Selm... he was soft hearted, but that was no reason to deslike him.

A smile slides along Elussiens face. "I am pleased that you are willing to keep my privacy, even though I have not proved my place among you all. In time if this group would have me, I could possibly prove a valuable member, even a respected one.

"As for the torture... thats something you must understand was a required need; in my opinion. Now I fully respect your desire to uphold your faith and commit no harm, but I cannot use your faith as my guidepost. I will do my best to keep from... hurting people in a way inappropriate to the groups wishes, but as I said I cannot let it rule my actions in difficult situations. Please understand me on this issue, I do not mean to be rude or disrespectful."


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 29 May 2005 10:37:37
Message:
Examining the sword and buckler, Daleson waits to respond to the question of Elussien. Taking a few practice swings at the air, he eyes the rogue to watch for a reaction. "I do not trust you sir, and I have no reason to allow you to assist in our quest. No reason other than to keep an eye on you. So, if the others will have you with us we will journey together. You will earn your keep if you will accompany us, and the first sign of betrayal and our peace maker here," pointing to Selm, "will not be able to protect you from my axe."
Daleson examines the blade again and looks at the body. "We should bury them, even if it is more than they deserve." He looks at Elussien expectantly while saying this.


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 01 Jun 2005 15:00:08
Message:
Elussien smirked at Daleson, showing he wasn't really impressed with the 'axe' threat. This wasn't a time to show off.

"Well if you're done 'speaking' your peace buddo, maybe we should discuss why those assassins were after you guys in the first place. All I know is that they were sent to kill a group of individuals, or I should say... interrupt them. Are you guys into something that would put my neck on the line, or threaten my life in any way?" The later portion was meant more as a joke and he wondered if they would catch on.


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 02 Jun 2005 09:46:53
Message:
"We seek an item sacred to Lathander. These interlopers must have been sent to stop us, however I doubt their employer made it so easy as to give them any useful information for us to find it. Still, we may try if our peacemaker is so inclined."


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 02 Jun 2005 16:28:34
Message:
"Aye," says Valanwé, speaking in turn. "We may very well encounter threats to our lives in this journey, but I'm assuming you knew of that allready. I, for my part, have no quarrel with you, sir, and will travel with you upon whatever path we are given, but as Master Daleson says - treachery will not lightly be forgiven."


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 03 Jun 2005 02:03:30
Message:
Elussien replies "Well said Sir Valanwé and I respect your words. I would not commit treachery to a group of people who have helped in saving my life. Hopefully we run into these trouble makers, I'd like for them to taste my blade and understand my wrath.
"But onto more important matters. Might I inquire as to why you search for this item and what it is? If I am to be apart of your group, I require knowledge. If you cannot trust me now, then why I am still here?" He shrugged, then folded his arms. His eyes shifted from Valanwe, to Selm, to Daleson and the others.

Daleson answers his request, "We seek the Blood of Lathander. It is a holy artifact sacred to the followers of the Morninglord. As a devout follower, I have no other path than to pursue the thieves who stole it. They were foolish to steal it since my brothers and I will not rest until it is back in a holy site dedicated to Lathander.
My companions are good folk who have volunteered to assist in the apprehension of the thieves, for which I am grateful. As I said, if you would assist us in this quest you are welcome. If not, we part ways with our thanks for your help in flushing out these would-be assassins."
Daleson bows his head in respect, with no negative connotations or implications, only sincere appreciation.


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 03 Jun 2005 18:33:28
Message:
Daleson buries the bodies, and Selm carries the body of the fallen leader inside, agreeing to speak with the corpse (thought reluctantly), as it is the will of the group.
Selm spends a long time in prayer, and consecrates the area around the corpse inside the house, protecting the area from evil.
Refreshed in the morning, everyone gets up at around 8.30am and Selm prepares to speak with the dead man. After a long time of chanting, intricate gestures, and praise to the peaceful goddess, the corpse slowly rises. It gets up haltlingly, and eventually is standing to it's full height, staring blankly forward. As Selm asks his questions the corpse responds in a monotone voice, it's eyes unblinking and blank.

"What or who were you looking for here?"
"A group of adventurers"

"What is the name of the man or woman who sent you"
"Ronald"

"What were your exact instructions regarding this adventuring party when you found them?"
"To kill them".

At this the corpse shudders violently and collapses to the ground. Bright blue light flares from its mouth, the raw magical energy used to animate the corpse and retrieve the answers imprinted on it, unable to be contained by Selm any longer. 
Selm then sits quietly pondering the answers he recieved, and leaves the burial rights to Daleson.


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 05 Jun 2005 14:12:00
Message:
As Selm sits in the house, pondering, Valanwé moves from the desk at which
he had been studying his spellbook, towards Selm. Placing a hand gently on
his shoulder to gain his attention, he sits on another chair which is close
by, and says quietly: "Thank you, my friend - your sacrifice is much
appreciated."

Turning, but remaining in his seat, he looks toward Elussien, and asks:
"Might a wizard inquire whether our newst friend can offer counsel as to the
identity of this 'Ronald'? I think that whilst our shelter remains, it might
be good for you to tell us what you will of your story - at least as regards
this matter. If there are other matters more pressing, however, I will bow
to the will of the party. What say you?"


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 07 Jun 2005 20:21:41
Message:
Elussien sat quietly for a moment thinking about what the spirit had said, and Valanwes question. It was important for him to open up to these individuals if they were to trust him. "Mmm well I guess I'll have to tell you more than I had originally thought. I did not want to burden you with my past transgressions for they are numerous and I have some very powerful enemies. I keep my past hidden for it is one of pain and sadness so I will not speak it in whole.

"As for Ronald. Well I have known him for a very long time, longer then I have known any true friends. He was at one point in my life, a figure head of great importance. I trusted him and he in turn trusted me. It was a successful venture. For reasons I still have yet to understand, Ronald turned his back on me and later tried to have me killed." Elussien stares at the floor as he recounds the memory.

"I of course fought back in the only way possible... I did what I do best, the very act you so graciously stopped me from." He looked up to the group his voice becoming hard and determined, he had to let them know what they were up against.

"If you hunt down Ronald, you must understand that he is a very powerful man. He is clever, devious, tenatious, vicious, cunning and most of all... dangerous. I will gladly follow you to the halls of hell and back, but if we hunt him down, I will do my best to kill him. In this you will not stop me, to do so you will have to take my life. I will kill my enemy, even if it means death to myself."


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 08 Jun 2005 12:18:50
Message:
Valanwé nods his head as Elussien speaks, understanding. He considers carefully the information he is being given, and waits for Elussien to finish beforehe speaks: Thank you for sharing this with us, friend. There is no doubt a connection between our quest and this man Ronald, but we know little of what that might be. My preference would be to continue on our way, as we have planned, though that is Master Daleson's perogative. It is likely we will be attacked again, but I fear that there is little that we can do to prevent this, except to defend ourselves as best we can."

He pauses for a moment, and continues: "I must also mention something I had kept to myself at this point. Whilst settling my affairs at the Inn, I heard a report of a drow female in the area, perhaps a spellcaster. She seemed to have forced her influence upon the Innkeeper, though to what end remains unclear. I apologise for not mentioning it before, if it proves to be important."

He awaits the others' responses with interest.


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 08 Jun 2005 12:23:36
Message:
Near the door, Trahæarn listened to the conversation with little attention, trying to be unnoticed as he toys with the sheath of his dagger. He looks up briefly as Valanwé starts speaking again, only to have his mind slowly drift away onto other thoughts…



“. . . a drow female in the area,” Valanwé stated.



Trahæarn started, dropping the dagger so its sheath slapped against his thigh; and makes as if about to say something. He stops, looks at Valanwé for a few seconds, then quietly heads outdoors.



Sensing that Trahaearn is a little perturbed, Valanwé raises his hand slightly, and says: “One moment, my friends,” before getting up, and following the Elf out of the door.



Stepping outside, Valanwé looks around, and sees that the vicinity is clear. Looking up to the trees, he scans the branches, and sees two booted feet hanging from a branch nearby. He moves towards them, and looks upward to see the figure of Trahaearn sitting on the bough above. He speaks in the language of their ancestors: “Have I said something amiss, my Brother – or do I sense that your contempt for the fallen race is perhaps stronger even than mine own?”



Trahæarn shifted on the branch to face the mage, replying in kind. “I did not know. With having all of these …” He gestures with his free hand towards the remainder of the camp, “others … around, I let my guard down.” He paused, sighing slightly, “I focused internally, on the others, rather than externally. I did not sense the approach of enemies, and I was out of position to deal with the escape. Now there is a Fallen One about – should I face Corellon, now, how would I account for my inactions?”



“’Inaction’ Brother?" asks Valanwé. “No indeed. We have not had opportunity to deal with this Drow,” he says, with more than a hint of disdain in his voice, “and you must not trouble yourself for that. The report I received was two months old, at least - she will be impossible to recover now. Our Lord Corellon understands these things, and expects of each of us only what we are able, or perhaps a very little more, to help us better ourselves. As for the approach or escape of enemies, you must remember that your actions alone are under your control. It was by chance that I noticed the human's bonds were fraying - and even then I was not fast enough to restrain him. And their approach? Perhaps you were unguarded - perhaps not; the important thing, however, is that we are all yet here, and our quest continues. I realise that this is perhaps unsolicited advice, but I would urge you to focus on the things you can change - not those that have passed.”



“I should have…” Trahæarn stopped, locking eyes with Valanwé. “Fear not, I will dwell on it no further now. I will, however, stand guard until we move on. Should we come across a Priest of Corellon, I shall atone for my misdirected attentions.” Trahæarn scans the rapidly lightening horizon, “I will stay here for now – but the newcomer may have answers for you.”



“Aye,” replies Valanwé, “that he may. I have a request to make of you at some convenient moment, but it is not urgent. Peradventure we may speak on the road, if you are willing.” He turns away to leave, and then looks back, and speaks again: Lle ume quel, melloamin.



Trahæarn nods, softly replying Noro go hûl, bado go Eru, as Valanwé returns to the house.


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 08 Jun 2005 12:25:59
Message:
Daleson considers the words spoken between the party before offering his opinion on the matter.
"I ride after this Ronald. What the rest of you do now, and at any point in this quest, is entirely your own decision. I will be honored to ride with any and all of you," he looks each member of the party in the eye as he says this, "and the blessing of the Morninglord be upon our mission.
That said, I have no quarrel with anyone seeking revenge. The law must still be obeyed, yet I know that too often those of unscrupulous behavior will not be taken lightly. Those who resist justice and the law will be met with force. Revenge for its own sake makes one too much like they who have done wrong. It is a fine line.
Let us retire for the night now. We will need our strength if Ronald does send more of his hired thugs at us, so set the watch and everyone else get some sleep."
Daleson turns to gather his armor from inside the building, not waiting for anyone to respond. He returns armed and armored several minutes later and prepares to set the watch.


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 08 Jun 2005 12:43:40
Message:
A little later, when the conversation is ended, Valanwé walks away from the house, leaving the front door open, carrying his water flask and a single vial of magical potion. About a hundred feet away, he enters the clearing in which his fireball had exploded the night before, and inspects the damage. The trunks of the trees around him are blackened and charred, but otherwise intact - their leaves however, are gone.

Carefully opening the vial of potion, he pours it into the water flask, reseals it, and shakes it vigorously. Padding around carefully, he makes a closer inspection of the roots of the trees nearby, and then looks up to the tops of the trees, and to the sky. One tree, is damaged significantly more than the others, now almost devoid of leaves. Those surrounding it retain more of their leaves, and look less charred.

Scraping some of the ash from the tree with his palm, Valanwé kneels, opens his robe, and marks his chest with the ash, in a symbolic representation of Rillifane Rallathil's Oak. Leaving his robes open, he holds his arms aloft, and, speaking in Elven, prays to Rillifane for forgiveness, for inflicting such pain on his woodland, and begs him to allow the trees to flourish once more.

As he finishes his payer, he stands, and opens his flask, and circumnavigates the tree, splashing the mixture of water and magic potion around the trees roots. He then places his thumb over the flasks mouth, and walks in lines across the damaged area of woodland, allowing drops of the potion to fall into the earth below.

Again, he returns to the most damaged tree, and repeats his prayer, before standing, and pausing for a few moments to reflect upon the scene. As he walks away, returning to the cottage, he turns back, and is glad to see the trees looking slightly less ashen, and the whole area appearing a little more healthy than it had.


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 08 Jun 2005 12:46:57
Message:
Daleson's dream: 

During your final few hours of rest, you are troubled by maelstrom of images swirling around inside your dreams.

You see storm clouds roiling overhead, prepared to unleash their fury on the ground, and yet they do not. They instead travel with urgency across the sky, passing overhead. 
You do not know how long it seems you stand there, it may be many minutes or many hours, but finally the storm clouds halt, perfectly still, in stark contrast to the fast pace previously.
When you look up to the sky, you can see the outline of the sun shining behind the clouds, then it fades away into dark night quickly. Instead of rain, four single drops of blood fall from the sky towards you. 
One lands behind you and illuminates the darkness in front of you, but this is no blessing, for you see the outline of a gargantuan skeletal beast with flesh trailing from its body in a multitude of different colours. The beast is wearing a crown created out of bones and sharp teeth. The light is then gone and you see nothing.
The next drop flashes past your eyes to your feet, and fizzles away into the ground into nothingness, a wail of sorrow and loss fills your ears and then is gone.
Another drop falls to the floor in front of you and explodes into blinding light. Thus stricken you can no longer see the land surrounding you, but before panic sets in there is a call in the air 'Save me!' 
The voice is both old and young, and is full of pain yet full of joy.
Instinctively you reach out, and feel a warm liquid land on the back of your left hand. As the blood absorbs into your skin you feel warmth and your sight return. The voice is warm and soft now, and fades away with the blood 'My lost son'.
With your returned sight you can see the skies begin to rain blood anew, this time with the urgency seen before, and all the power of the storm. Yet no drops come near you, and this wrath appears to be directed at others, and protective of yourself. 

You awake.


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 10 Jun 2005 19:45:10
Message:
The next morning, Valanwé is outside, and sees Daleson alone for a moment. With a quiet call of "Master Daleson" and a slight beckoning gesture with his hand, he attempts to gain his attention.

Daleson turns at the call of his name. "Ah, Valanwé . Please," he says as he motions for him to approach. When Valanwé comes closer he quietly asks, "Is there something you wish to speak with me about?"

"Indeed," says Valanwé, speaking softly, so as not to be overheard. "I feel I must ask of you the reason for your choice to pursue this 'Ronald'? Please know that whatever you decide is the best course, I will follow. You have my loyalty, (and my friendship, should you so wish it), and I do not seek to question your judgement. However, I find that my heart tells me that we must continue our search for the Blood of Lathander."

He pauses for a moment, before continuing: "To say more is difficult for me, so I hope that you will not think that I wish to cause offence; I have no doubt that your devotion to the Morninglord is sure, and unwavering, and I do not question that - indeed, I see it in you with each moment that passes. I do however wonder how he may look upon a diversion to our quest, with a motive of little more than retribution? As I have said before, I mean no offence, and I certainly do not wish you to think that I will not follow you - that is not in question. I do feel that we must consider carefully how to continue though: 'Ronald' may have little or all to do with our quest, but whilst this remains unclear, I would favour continuing as we have previously intended."

Daleson listens to Valanwé intently, and as he listens he begins to fidget and turn red. Red not from anger, but from shame.
When Valanwé finishes Daleson speaks, "I know your words to be true, friend. While I am a devout follower of the Morninglord, there are those of us who follow a... different path. Of that you will certainly learn more of as we journey together. For now, however, I thank you for your words of wisdom. While human, I was raised by dwarves, and I fear their temperment has rubbed on to me, and not always for the best. I am not so stubborn as to ignore wise words, however, so I will set our path back on finding the Blood of Lathander."
Daleson extends his arm to Valanwé and adds, "I do mean friend when I say those words. You have helped guide our journey and I would not want to venture on without you." He waits for Valanwé's arm in order to seal their bond of friendship in the traditions of old, with a firm embrace of each other's arms.

Valanwé, trying to be as gracious as possible, returns the embrace and speaks: "I thank you for your confidence in me, friend," he says, emphasising the last word. "I believe that our quest may reveal more about each of us than we should imagine! I myself could be called somewhat 'unconventional' as an Elf," he smiles as he says this, "but I believe that whatever path we take, as long as our deeds are done in good will, with honour, and courage, our cause will prevail."

"Come," he says, raising an arm toward the house. "Shall we return?"


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 12 Jun 2005 02:28:30
Message:
On the road, having departed the cottage, with his familliar a short distance ahead, and flying above the trees, Valanwé finds himself feeling unsettled, and not for the first time that morning. Directing Arcanen's path with a steady hand on the reins, he walks the horse from one side of the group to the other, until he rides next to Selm. Having gained Selm's attention, he gestures with his hand to hold back slightly, until the pair find themselves at the back of the group.

Holding back to speak to the elf, Selm looks at Valanwé as a cue to speak. 
"Something troubling you?"

"My friend," says Valanwé to Selm, with a hint of sadness in his voice, "my heart is disquiet, and I can go no further without offering my contrition for what duty I put upon you this morning."

Selm pauses, thinking carefully about what to say but Valanwé continues 
anyway so Selm decides to simply listen to the elf speak.

"It was not my intention, nor my wish that you perform the ritual that transpired - I had merely sought to highlight an option open to the group; for that I owe you an apology. Perhaps it was not my place to ask. Peradventure you remember my words to you last night - on neither of the occasions we spoke did I express an advocation for that choice. Indeed, if memory serves, on the second occasion - though perhaps my choice of words was ambigious - I had meant to imply that my preference was against this course of action."

"It's alright, really it is. I know you probably like what I did less than I did myself. Whether it was ultimately necessary or not is hard to say but my aim was noble, I know this because I otherwise I would never have been granted the ability to do so. Perhaps that may bring you some comfort, though I am not hopeful. I sense you are somewhat distressed as it is but that's currently not on the agenda. I understand your position and I did not want to cause offence to anybody." He smiles wryly, "But sadly it seems that 
I always cause offence to someone."

"I am grateful. I should wish not to speak more of this matter. I have seen enough of such things for one span allready."

"I am genuinely glad you told me this. I notice Trahaearn did not look particularly happy about the prospect either so I am truly sorry for this. Mayhaps I should consult more carefully before I cause anyone anybody else more trouble." He adds in a low undertone "especially me."

"Now!" says Valanwé, a sudden burst of energy in his voice. "It is time to prove that the Elves have a sense of humour. A 'tale of amusing conclusion' to lighten our spirits perhaps?"

"Very well," says Valanwé, "I shall begin." He pauses, and appears to be lost in thought for a second, but as quickly as he stops, he begins, and exclaims: "So my friends, there was a Paladin, a Barbarian and a Blackguard walking through a large field one day. For the purposes of the joke, they find a magic lamp, containing a very powerful Djinni, who agrees to grant them wishes. 

"The barbarian, slightly enraged that the Djinni had interrupted their pleasant walk in the sunshine charges up to the Djinni, and shouts vociferously: 'I wish to see a therapist!!!' The Djinni looks puzzled, and the Barbarian continues, more quietly: 'I can't stand this rage - this mindless need to destroy!!' The Djinni clicks his fingers, and the Barbarian is instantly teleported off to the local Elven quack doctor. 

"The Paladin steps up, carefully avoiding her now morally suspect ex-comrade-at-arms. 'I wish for you to build an impenetrable stronghold for my army to rest safely in!' she says, in a strong, commanding voice. The Djinni again clicks his fingers, and about half a mile away, at the farthest corner of the field, a huge castle appears. The Paladin sets off, and the Blackguard steps up. 

"'Now,' he says to the Djinni. 'Tell me about that castle...' The Djinni again looks puzzled, but does as the Blackguard instructs: 'Well sir,' he says. 'It is a secure fortress to say the least. Walls one hundred feet high, battlements, artillery positions - it has it all.' At this point, the Paladin returns, looking VERY angry.

"'But no doors?' inquires the Blackguard, matter-of-factly. 'No,' says the Djinni, with a wicked smile. 'She did say `impenetrable`, did she not?' The Blackguard nods in agreement.

"'I protest!' shouts the Paladin. 'My army is inside, but I can't get in!' The Djinni mutters something under his breath. 'Excuse me,' says the Blackguard to the Djinni, both of them now ignoring the Paladin. 'I'd like to make a wish...'

"The Djinni sighs, clearly tiring of the Paladins complaints: 'Go on...' he says to the Blackguard. 'Well, that fortress is impenetrable, correct?' he asks. 'Correct,' says the Djinni. 'Excellent,' replies the Blackguard. 'Fill it with water....'"

Glad that Valanwé does not seem too upset about the events, or at least not that he was showing, Selm grins as he finishes the joke. "You do not appear to be a bard but your delivery isn't half bad. Sadly," he exaggerates a wince, "your material was old before the Dawn Cataclysm! Still," he pats Valanwé on the arm, "I am glad your spirits have improved somewhat."

"Aye," says Valanwé, "I believe they have." He pauses and grins, raising his eyebrows, with a glint in his eyes. Speaking in a deliberately 'put-on' and overtly patronising manner he continues: "And anyway my dear young friend - old material or no - I'm only 124 - how is that anywhere near long enough to learn the intricacies and complexities of joke-telling?" He laughs quietly to himself, and hopes that Selm will take his retort in the light-hearted manner it was intended.


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 13 Jun 2005 22:12:27
Message:
The rest of the journey to the ruins of Aencars Manor pass
uneventfully, the party chatting to each other, or keeping to
themselves as each deems fit. With their goal clearly in sight, the
party approaches their task of retrieving the holy artifact, for what
ever reasons guide them.

In sight of the crumbling towers of the once proud manor, is a broken
wagon. Its side is pierced by many arrows, the left wheel is snapped
into many small pieces, and there are scorch marks along the side
leaning toward the ground. Two horses lie dead, their harnesses
still attached, and flies buzzing about the corpses. The smaller of
the two has had its front legs broken, possibly by a fall, and a
discerning eye can see a thin wire wrapped around its legs.
Upon closer inspection, one finds that the inside of the wagon 
was an area once sacred to Lathander. Any holy symbols that were once
there now lie shattered and broken, anything bearing the morninglords
mark has been desecrated.
Interestingly enough, despite the many bloodstains and a human arm
severed at the elbow, there are no human corpses lying about the
wreckage.

As the group of adventurers approach the manor, some half an hour
later, it still appears to be a recent stately home and an impressive
landmark.
In the light of day the manor still seems foreboding, and a dark pall
appears to hang around its towers, which at a closer distance are
clearly in disrepair. The Manor's low, ornamental outer walls lean
crazily amid the trees and creepers, and in places have fallen down
entirely. They enclose only traces of the once-splendid gardens, but
at the heart of the brambles the massive, roofless central castle
still throws its stone spires to the sky. There are splendid relief
carvings of mounted knights on the ramparts.
This splendour is belied by the rumours around these ruins. Folk of
Battledale swear that Aencar's ghost, his face now a melting ruin,
rushes with silent menace around his castle, attacking all intruders
with his spectral blade that withers the flesh it touches.

The only accessible parts of the the ruins are the manor itself, and a
crumbling tower. The towers roof has fallen in, as has one side of the
fourth floor. The manor itself is accessible via the front door after
removing the brambles that have grown up, seemingly to guard the
manor, though whether to keep whatever's inside in, or whatever's
outside out is anybody's guess.


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 14 Jun 2005 17:29:14
Message:
Elussiens face went grim with the sight of the ruins. Whoever had taken the artifact was now gone and the prized items were ruined. He was sure this affected all in the party, but he wasn't sure how.

When they got the Manor Elussien quickly looked around his eyes moving about quickly. He wasn't sure what was inside, but it couldn't be good. He looked to Dale.

"Well, what say you Dale? We headed in or stayin outside to catch the breeze?" A slight smirk crosses his lips.


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 15 Jun 2005 22:30:38
Message:
"Everyone spread out down here," Daleson commands, assuming the role he's been placed in. "Try to see if anything out of the ordinary turns up. If the murderers," he grits from clenched teeth, "have entered here we will hunt them down and exact revenge for my bretheren's deaths. Otherwise, we can waste no time exploring these unholy ruins."

Caylith nods, draws her sword and moves to spread out.


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 16 Jun 2005 01:47:39
Message:
Having surveyed the view himself for a few moments, Valanwé snaps his fingers together producing a crackle of blue energy as he does so, and with the sound of wings flapping, Venterus comes to rest on a nearby wall.

Speaking in their shared private language, Valanwé instructs the Eagle: "I want you to fly above these brambles, and look closely at the outsides of the buildings here. Remeber to look for creatures who may be lurking around. Be especially wary of attackers - fly high if you sense that there may be danger. Look for any entrances there may be, other than the ones apparent to us here. Remember anything you see through windows or breaks in the masonry, and if you can, safely, please fly over the the roofs of the buildings and the tower also. I am particularly interested in anything you may see inside the tower. Take your time over the task, and do not move on until you have completed a thorough examination of the area you are in, unless there is danger. Report back to me with all that you see, or if you are attacked. Be careful, and may the skies protect you."

The Eagle screeches, and flies off to begin its task. Valanwé meanwhile, takes several large stones from the ground, and throws them at random, one at a time into the brambles nearby, on the off chance that they are perhaps no ordinary brambles, and may be more sinister than the thorns they bear suggest.

Venterus finds a trap door at the back of the house which is overgrown
by brambles and vines.
The majority of the back gardens have been taken over by a mass of
weeds and rotting vegetation, and Venterus notices that the mound near
the trap door appears to be moving slightly.
He lands on the small windows of the tower and looks around inside but
finds nothing but moldering tomes, mundane supplies, and furniture in
various states of decay.

Immediately as Venterus finishes giving his report, Valanwé moves toward Daleson and the others, and beckons them toward him. Indicating the need for quiet, with a finger to his mouth, he moves until he feels that he will be able to be heard without raising his voice above a quiet speech.

"Friends," he says, in a quiet voice, "Venterus has made some discoveries. There is another entrance to the mansion - a trapdoor towards the rear of the house. It is overgrown - but I believe it can be made accessible from what I am told. There is however, something moving nearby to that location - I fear that we are not alone in this desolate place."

He looks to Daleson primarily, for a response, but waits to see who speaks.


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 17 Jun 2005 11:48:56
Message:
Elussien watched as Valanwe's bird searched the terrain. He knew that they were in trouble even before the bird came backk with the info of their intruder.

"Alright, let me take a look before we take action. Whatever 'it' is, might be something we would be best to avoid. I'll be only a few minutes."

Without even waiting for an approval from daleson or anyone else for that matter, Elussien moved quickly into the brush and weaved about keeping as hidden as possible.


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 17 Jun 2005 18:16:58
Message:
Caylith shakes her head and says very softly (almost under her breath), "That one would be wise to learn that often times working together is less dangerous the working alone." 
Louder (but still quiet) she looks to Daleson and asks, "Thoughts?"

Quietly, he says, "While we appear to be the brawn in this group, I fear we may carry the wisdom and brains also. Just keep an eye out for trouble and we shall help when needed." A small, playful smile plays across his lips and he winks at the woman.

She nods in return and draws her sword. Her eyes unfocus for a second and she stairs into space.


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 17 Jun 2005 18:17:58
Message:
Nodding at Caylith's words, Selm motions to those left standing to prepare
for action. He then carefully slips away in the opposite direction to
Elussien and Valanwé to approach from a different angle and intervene as
necessary.

Valanwé signals to Venterus, who rests back atop the manor wall, to follow Elussien, and keep watch over him. Valanwé then follows Elussien himself, stopping at the edge of the foliage.


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 17 Jun 2005 18:23:00
Message:
Elussien moves silently back to the group, standing near Valanwe.

"It would appear that whatever this thing is, it is a creature unknown to myself. It looks like a pile of rotting vegetation. If anyone has any thoughts on killin this thing, please present your ideas. I would think fire would be best... anyone got torches?" 

"Torches and oil if anyone has them. Does anyone have any magic fire?" Daleson looks around as everyone takes stock of their supplies.


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 18 Jun 2005 11:37:18
Message:
"I can bring up destructive fire," says Valanwé, "but should I unleash it, beware - you have seen this fire once allready in the woods - it is both powerful and bright - you must keep back from the target if I am to keep you safe."

To those left at the front of the manor house..."Perhaps we should split up and circle around to back up the others." Caylith says.

"We may want to hurry before they get into trouble." Daleson moves around the building the same direction as Selm and Caylith did.

Valanwé follows directly in Elussien's footsteps, a short distance behind him. "Watch your step friend," he whispers to him with a slight hiss in his voice, "but do not attack until we know there is a hostile target - what Venterus has seen my only be a small animal."


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 18 Jun 2005 15:00:04
Message:
Elussien nods quietly as he moves along with Valanwe. With one quick motion he slipped out his crossbow and loaded it as they moved. He would be ready when this attack transpired.

His voice came in a tenative hiss just like Valanwe. "Be careful with ye fire friend. I don't want to be a mark upon the dirt." He grinned and tried to move as silently as possible.


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 18 Jun 2005 15:23:21
Message:
"Aye," says Valanwé quietly, shooting back the smile, "I would not have you so. Another mode of attack might be preferable - I do not want to risk engulfing us all in flames by inadvertanty setting fire to the grasses and brambles. Watch ye also those with torches - see that the sparks do not fall in dry places."


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 18 Jun 2005 15:24:23
Message:
Having successfully moved close enough to observe the mound without
seemingly alerting it to his presence, Selm waits a while to observe the
creature. Before anything much can happen, the rest of the party have moved
around to join him. He motions to them to keep the noise down and gestures
at the mound, trying to show it is not really doing anything. He shrugs his
shoulders, as if to say 'Well, what now?'


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 18 Jun 2005 15:26:18
Message:
The majority of the party manage to move into the vicinity of the
mound unnoticed.
As Daleson ploughs his way through the brush, his armour glinting in
the sunlight and creaking as he moved, the mound suddenly leaps up, to
stand 6 foot tall and around 8 feet in girth.
Only Elussien and Valanwé are unsurprised by this turn of events, the
rest of the party stand shocked as what they thought was just another
pile of brambles, rears up and lashes out at Daleson.


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 18 Jun 2005 17:43:15
Message:
"Stay back!" hisses Valanwé to Elussien in a loud whisper, "If you do, I can
cast - but I do not wish to injure you."

Valanwé shoots a glance at Elussien as he speaks, hoping that he will attack
from range, and not charge forwards.


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 18 Jun 2005 23:22:36
Message:
Elussien listens closely to Valanwe as the wizard directs the action of combat. With ease of movement he slips back several steps all the while taking aim with his crossbow.
"GET OUT OF THERE, that thing isnt gonna die by ye sword!" He mutters under his breath to something of the effect 'idiot', then shoots his bolt! The stress of the situation was either gonna kill him or one of their party. He had become a member so quickly, and he wasnt about to lose one of them now.

Valanwé steps back a little also, and begins the last words of an
incantation: "Tredistéte Makh!" he shouts, as a small pale blue-green energy
orb the size of a clenched fist appears above his left hand. It sits there
momentarily, before Valanwé shoots his right hand forward, over the top of
the orb, and sends it flying towards the creature.

Appearing only as a faint blue green streak in the air, the orb travels at
the speed of sound towards the creature, expanding as it travels along its
path.

The ball of pure sound energy slams into the beast and the waves of energy roll off it, blowing a clearing in the brambles and uprooting a few of the plants.
Just as it hits, the crossbow bolt thuds into the back of it.

Unperturbed the beast lashes out at Daleson and slaps him sharply across the face with a vine-like tendril. The beast then continues it's assault by a swing from the other direction, smashing into Daleson's hips before wrapping around his waist.
The hulking mass of plant material roars in triumph and crushes Daleson, squeezing the air from his lungs, and then drags him towards it's huge body, engulfing him in a tangle of vines and brambles.


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 19 Jun 2005 19:26:01
Message:
"Well, quit standing around and fight!" Daleson takes the injuries from the shambling mound easily, seeming unconcerned for his safety.


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 24 Jun 2005 13:14:52
Message:
Trahæarn watches Valanwé's spell impact, and tries to use the disruption to
slip around the mass of moving vegetation. Already engaged in crushing the life out of Daleson the beast ignores the move. Trahæarn then twists and lashes out with his sword, slicing off a large chunk of the creatures body.
Meaniwhile Valanwé continues to assault the beast with sonic weapons, this time his magic taking the form of a screaming arrow before thudding into the monsters back.
Caylith then moves to the front of the beast and slashes away with her dark sword, inflicting another deep wound. The beast is now looking fairly injured but it continues determinedly to crush Daleson, resisting his attempts to escape from the hold. 
As it crushes Daleson once more, smothering him with it's form to attempt to suffocate him, Selm whispers softly away from the combat. "My Lady, please grant my companions your favour", mutters Selm, carefully going through the motions of a spell, hoping to spur everybody on to victory.
On the other side of the battlefield Elussien dips a crossbow bolt in a vial he took out of a belt pouch, and proceeds to load his crossbow.


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 25 Jun 2005 13:38:16
Message:
Valanwé calls forth missiles of pure energy, and looses them towards his prey.
They strike the mound from each of the directions of the four winds,
and subsequently end its existence. Scorching holes sizzle in the
rotting mass of the beast, and it relaxes it's grip on Daleson,
allowing him to crawl free.

The huge sonic explosion previously in the battle has shattered the
windows on the bottom floor of the manor, and also opened the trapdoor
by splintering the wood that help it shut


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 25 Jun 2005 20:09:59
Message:
Pulling himself from the sludge of vegetation, Daleson says, "Good job everyone." Checking his wounds, he looks to Selm and asks, "Do you have anything that will help heal these wounds? My healing will help, however I fear I will still be vulnerable to attacks without more powerful magics."

Inspecting the mound of formerly intelligent compost, Valanwé tries to glean what information he can from observing the creature's carcass. Hearing Daleson's words, he replies: "I cannot heal you with magic, but I have a little potion that may help - it will cure lighter wounds at least. It is yours if you so wish."
So saying, he offers a small bottle to daleson, containing a turquoise coloured liquid that never seems to fully still.


Selm steps forward and offers a prayer for the ability to heal. "It's alright, Valanwe, save your potion for a more pressing time. I can look after Master Daleson's wounds for the time being."


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 27 Jun 2005 03:00:19
Message:
Seeing that Selm is taking care of Dalseon, Valanwé pockets the vial, and
cautiously approaches the trap door, and stands a few feet from it. Snapping
his fingers together, he gains Venterus's attention, and directs him to fly
directly over the trapdoor a few times, in the hope of seeing anything that
might be lurking at the bottom of the shaft.


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 27 Jun 2005 03:02:54
Message:
Seeing that Selm is taking care of Dalseon, Valanwé pockets the vial, and
cautiously approaches the trap door, and stands a few feet from it. Snapping
his fingers together, he gains Venterus's attention, and directs him to fly
directly over the trapdoor a few times, in the hope of seeing anything that
might be lurking at the bottom of the shaft.


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 27 Jun 2005 15:16:12
Message:
Daleson thanks Valanwé for the offer of the potion. He accepts Selm's healing, and as Valanwé turns to inspect the trap door he says, "You may want to keep that potion handy. This place does not seem to invite visitors."
Then to Selm he quietly says, "I hope you have enough healing spells if this manor and its residents try and kick us out."


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 27 Jun 2005 15:17:17
Message:
Elussien keeps the locked and loaded poisen bolt in place, as he walked over to the mound and retrieved the other bolt he's fired into the beast (if bolt is still useable). He paid only half attention to the group as they exchanged words about Daleson, and moved to the trap door. His eyes swept the darkness with his infravision.

Turning to Valanwe, "Mmm my friend, it appears we have come across a spot that I am designed for. Would you all permit me the chance to scout ahead, it might keep us safe. And due to Dalesons wounds as are with others, I would think it a smart idea if I took the little precaution of finding out what lay ahead. I shant be long." His little eyes sparkled with intensity at the opportunity of a challenge. He was always ready for kind of job.


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 27 Jun 2005 15:18:53
Message:
"Myself, I have no problem with your scouting ahead," says Valanwé to Elussien, "but there are two things I think we should consider - the first of which, is the tower. I believe it may be sensible to secure these outbuildings first, before we engage the mansion itself; there is little I would like less than to (Corellon grant us his favour) walk out of the mansion victorious, to be confronted by a horde of creatures who had simply watched us enter, and waited for us to return weakened."

He pauses for a moment: "The other thing," he continues, "is that this room below would seem to be an old, now unused storeroom, if my interpretation of Venterus's description is correct. Of course - it will no doubt lead us to more 'interesting' locations, but at the moment, I know of no reason why we should particularly enter, rather than one of the outbuildings. I also note that Venterus never landed on the floor - the area may be trapped, and I believe it would be wise for at least one of us to try and detect any magical effects that may be present. Additionally - if the ladder down is in the same state of repair as the rest of the room, it may be sensible to descend in another fashion. Even a small fall from a broken rung can prove catastrophic with a bad landing. In short, we will at some point have to enter - but I urge caution and consideration - it may be a more sinister place than it appears."


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 27 Jun 2005 15:20:44
Message:
Elussien ponders the words of Valan. Strangely the sagely wizard had become as near a friend as Elussien had ever known, even though they'd known each other not yet a week. But the Wizard had been kind to him, even considered what he said to relavent. This was in stark contrast to other party members.

"Aye, true enough friend. Might I say though, we are looking at covering alot of ground here just using one group. Might I suggest two groups, or possibly more. One, I slip down into the storeroom, check it out see what we are in store for down there. The other, or others search the tower. I am much more suited to working alone when it comes to dark holes, so if I were to get into the room below by myself, it wouldn't be all too troublesome. But of course I follow the will of the group, what ye say is what I do."

He listened of course to what was said, but during the process of their discussion, Elussien kneels over the hole and uses his sword to jab at the ladder rungs, testing their strength.


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 27 Jun 2005 15:21:52
Message:
Caylith: While I can see the value of clearing out each location in some order, I am hestitant to split us up...I am concerned that if there are still miscreants w/in the area, it will be easier for them to attack us if we are seperated. It may be wise if Elussien checked the store room first, however, for then, if he should be attacked we would all be nearby to offer assistance.


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 27 Jun 2005 17:29:24
Message:
"I believe that this plant," Valanwé says, gesturing toward the shambler's corpse, "may have been indiginous to the area, and not representative of what may lurk within these buildings. There is strength in numbers to be sure, and therefore I am hesitant to split the group up whilst we know so little of what we may encounter. That said, I can bring forth light, which may help illuminate our path in the dark; I would cast the spell on an object, or a person - though if the latter is the case, I must state a perference to casting upon myself. I would not wish to endanger the rest of you by making your presences a thousand times more obvious to those who are against us."

He pauses a moment, considering his words, and continues: "I recognise however, that there are those of us who have some ability to see in low light, and those who do not: my skills are not suited to hand to hand combat, and I would not wish to hide our enemies by being too far away from those of you fighting them at close range." He grins: "Regardless, the light will last a little over an hour, and I can offer it in whatever colour seems most pleasing to you all."

He turns to Elussien and glances at Daleson momentarily: "Perhaps it would be wise to explore this room whilst we are here, but I would not wish to venture too far ahead. I understand your preference of working alone - but if we should split up, I believe that we should at least work in pairs - for safety's sake, if nothing else. I would be happy to accompany you, if I am asked to do so."

He turns to Daleson, and awaits the leader's opinion (and orders).


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 27 Jun 2005 21:33:18
Message:
"Ah friend your willingness to work by my side is appreciated. But I must decline your offer friend, not because you are not able, but because I do not wish to be discovered and you be hurt in the process. I am a good escape artist, so being on my own in this matter would be best. I promise I will turn back once I see any kind of activity. I will not engage the enemy without you all there."

Elussien looks at his friend Valanwe with a deep show of respect, then turns to Daleson as all have done so. He was their leader, he would make the call and whether or not it was the best solution he would follow willingly.


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 29 Jun 2005 12:18:21
Message:
As is his way, Daleson listens to the opinions of the group before making a rash decision. Foolish maybe. "We stay together. Elussien, since I know not your strengths to their potential, I will trust in your judgement. Let us prepare, however, before you make your descent. Someone tie up some rope to the nearby trees so we will be able to rappel down to aid our rogue if trouble finds him. 
Oh, and make sure the tree does not come to life," he adds rubbing some of his fresh wounds.

Trahæarn quietly joins Elussien and Valanwé. After a glance to the elder elf, he looks at Elussien, not entirely sure what to make of the newcomer. “If you are going in there, you might need some help,” he offers.


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 29 Jun 2005 17:13:14
Message:
Elussien nodded his thinks to Daleson for his support, looking to whoever might have a rope. Then it was Trahæarn who spoke to him.

"Well I thank you friend. I realize it is highly unsettling to send in just one man to make sure the passage is safe. But I have had extensive training in this area which I believe could help this group. This area of stealth though is difficult to maintain with others in tow. I shall be fine friend, just a quick look see and we'll all be exploring soon after." He nodded to Trahæarn, showing no disrespect.

"Here..." Caylith hands the rope to Elussien.


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 05 Jul 2005 23:24:19
Message:
Elussien moved swiftly through the storage room, finding nothing of interest. His real goal was to figure out where they needed to go. When he came across the statue he was at first puzzled but knew he could come back to that in due time. Quickly he moved on. Confronted with the door and passage, curiosity caught the better of him to check out the room, only to reveal the staircase which was something he could leave to his friends. Using as much stealth as possible Elussien crept through the passage way that had turned hard left. The sound ahead was a threat, something he didn't want to fight for sure, but he had to know what it was. So without fear, he moved forward hoping to get close enough for a good look.


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 05 Jul 2005 23:32:07
Message:
Carefully feeling his way along the corridor, Elussien eventually reaches the room around the corner, and also the location of the sounds he heard.

In the room are three humanoid creatures huddled about something. Their skin is a deep purple, much like a fresh bruise, and had many open holes in it where the flesh has simply fallen off.

As Elussien approaches one of them looks up and stares right in his direction, giving Elussien a view of what exactly it was they were huddled around. The three 'things' had been eating a human corpse.

Perhaps it doesn't know that Elussien is there, or perhaps it doesn't care, as after a few seconds it goes back to eating its meal, the sharp teeth ripping the flesh from the corpse and making a wet crunching sound as it gnaws on the bones


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 06 Jul 2005 23:23:35
Message:
Quickly Elussien averted his eyes, seeing the absolute horror before him. It was bad to see a man cut in two, but this desolation of human flesh broke all barriers. With as much safety as possible Elussien made his way back to the group, moving up the rungs of the ladder as fast as his little legs could carry him. His chest heaved from the speed in which he took, looking around findally to the members of his party.

"It would appear that this... home, is home to some foul beasts. There are several creatures feasting upon... what can only be called a man." He looked to dale for guidence, this rabbit hole had just gotten alot deeper.


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 06 Jul 2005 23:24:51
Message:
"Hmm...is there anyway, we can draw them out here?" Caylith asked?

"These creatures," Selm began, looking carefully at the grim look in
Elussien's eyes, "what exactly did they look like?" He felt a sinking
feeling in his stomach - having dealt with various kinds of creatures
before, he was well aware that anything that feasted on corpses like that
was less than friendly and he had a nagging doubt that he knew what the
creatures were. "And were they," he paused, wrinkling his nose in distaste
and trying to find a good way of expressing it, "less than truly alive?"


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 07 Jul 2005 11:51:21
Message:
"Between us Selm, I believe we can take care of any undead creatures. If they are beyond the living we must dispose of them. I will descend first, as the Morninglord abhors the unliving and has charged all of his followers with destroying them. I need someone watching my back and also someone to pick off any straglers from a distance. And, I will cast a spell to weaken any undead near to the opening to about twenty paces even below us. Try and stay close to it if they are undead for extra protection." With a telling grin Daleson straps his shield to his back over his axe, checks his mace for quick reach, and grasps his holy symbol and says a quick prayer. "Are we ready?" he asks.


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 07 Jul 2005 14:34:54
Message:
Caylith draws her sword and looks at Elussien. "Can all of us fit down there? If not, I am not opposed to remaining up here to catch any that try to escape by coming past Lord Daleson and out this way?"


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 07 Jul 2005 18:37:20
Message:
"I believe the passage is wide enough for combat, although I do not know if I can easily use my crossbow with you guys side by side. I could initiate the assult with my crossbow, then when they get within range you could use your swords. I hope for our sakes these things can be killed quickly, I do nay relish the idea of becoming tonights mutton. Also, we might wish to use some kind of light, maybe torch or that spell of yours Master Valanwe. If you wish I will lead, but I would like you guys as the shield... not the close combat kind of guy." He grins slightly.

"Oh and I might just want to mention to you all... there is another way to go. There is a staircase that looks to lead up into the manor, if we do not wish to commit to battle." 


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 07 Jul 2005 18:39:06
Message:
"I suggest we all stay together then. I doubt any will escape, Caylith.
Given the narrow confines we should think carefully about how we will go
down there. My Lady also detests these imitations of true life, I will
happily follow Daleson to try and remove them as efficiently as possible."
Selm looks at the others, ready to descend.

Caylith nods and prepares to follow.


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 07 Jul 2005 18:50:12
Message:
"I would not wish to pass these creatures by, though I remain opposed to venturing further," says Valanwé. "They may pose a greater threat later. I am able to cast a spell for light - upon what would you have it cast?"


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 08 Jul 2005 12:20:34
Message:
Thinking carefully over Valanwes words, Elussien finally smiles. "You could always cast it upon..." He extends the poison tipped bolt.

Trahæarn looks briefly at Elussien before focusing on Valanwé, “That might be a good idea, to keep them at distance. However, if they are as unnatural as it sounds, would your poison have any effect?”


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 08 Jul 2005 16:02:08
Message:
"I'm sorry to upstage you like this, Valanwé," says Selm, rummaging around
in his pack, "but I wouldn't want you to waste one of your spells." After a
couple of seconds he pulls out a carefully carved and polished rod of oak
with a thick black cloth wrapped around the bulge attached to the top.
Removing the cloth, he reveals a globe glowing with bright orange light.
"This combines the best bits of a torch and your useful spell - it can't be
put out and is handy to carry around with you. I picked up up in Suzail a
couple of years ago." He offers the light to Daleson.


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 08 Jul 2005 16:49:33
Message:
"A useful tool," observes Valanwé, grateful for the consideration shown by
Selm. "I know of a spell - though I do not know its text - that will produce
an everlasting light such as this. Perhaps I ought to learn it, and make a
kind of business of it? Still - I shall save the spell, as you say."


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 09 Jul 2005 19:09:56
Message:
"At some point soon," says Valanwé, "it would be prudent to attempt to
detect any magical auras in the vicinity. If anyone has remote means for
finding traps, this also might prove useful."

He looks around for a reaction from the others.


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 12 Jul 2005 01:48:46
Message:
Elussien followed close behind the others, letting them take the heat of the battle when it came to close combat. But he was eager to kill the beasts involved, they had to be sent back to the hell they came from.

When he saw the creatures, he quickly spoke taking aim. "Alright, let me take first shot." With that said Elussien ripped off his bolt!


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 12 Jul 2005 01:58:00
Message:
Selm boldly brandishes his holy symbol out at arm's length towards the
creatures. "Be gone, unnatural beings. May you disrupt Eldath's peace no
longer."

At the production of Eldaths symbol, a waterfall plunging into a still pool, the undead creatures turn away from Selm and scamper to the back corner of the room.
Unable to escape the holy light now emanating from the symbol, the ghouls frantically claw at the wall, before the light gets brighter still and sears their flesh.
Eventually there is nothing left but a pile of dust where the undead once stood, the beings destroyed by the energy channeled by Eldath through Selm.


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 12 Jul 2005 12:10:55
Message:
Trahæarn raises an eyebrow and favors Selm with a glance. "Very useful," he
says quietly, and begins searching the room for any other surprises.


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 12 Jul 2005 13:29:41
Message:
Selm turns back to look at Trahæarn. "It can prove quite handy, yes. It's a
far better way of dealing with unnatural creatures such as these that won't
listen to reason. Such foul things have no place in this world so my Lady is
willing to restrore tranquility by removing them." He sighs, "Sadly not
everything is as clear-cut as this and while I take no pride in having to
destroy such perversions of nature, at least I know I'm doing the right
thing."

Elussien listened to the group as they talked about the powerful spell of Selms. He merely shook his head smiling. But then he had to admit the guy had taken out these beasts quickly.

Slolwy Elussien started to circle the room, his eyes darting to every crevice, every hole. His fingers shifted along the floor, feeling and searching. He also looked up to the ceiling, making sure they were safe.


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 12 Jul 2005 14:38:14
Message:
Searching the room the party comes to realise that this was obviously a kitchen. The majority of the food supplies were in the previous room, but those that were in the kitchen appear to have been ignored in favour of the meal the ghouls found on the floor there.

It is imposible to tell what the man (if indeed it was a man) died of, the corpse has been completely mutilated.

Daleson covers the corpse with a large cloth found nearby, as good a burial as can be expected for the moment, and offers a brief prayer to Lathander to allow the safe passage and rebirth of this persons spirit.
The Paladin then reminds the party how joy cna be found even in death, and that every dawn brings a new day to right the wrongs done previously. Their spirits strengthened again the party presses onwards. 

With Daleson once again leading the way the adventurers turn back to the main corridor. In the dim light they can all now see the sillhouette of the massive humanoid in the corridor, and then almost imperceptibly a smaller figure darts out from behind it. 
The smaller figure runs towards the companions and appears to be heading straight for the room with the stairwell in at the end of the corridor.
Before he can get very far though a wispy white figure appears floating in the air before him, and the man cowers. The ghostly figure is wearing robes which billow out around him as if in a fierce storm or battle, but the figure himself remains still. Then he speaks.

"Ye disturb my rest! how dare thee come to my home, whisp'ring and moaning of blood which raineth. Thou shalt be slain and join the torment here of those which you disturb"

At that the figure swings out with his beautifully engraved sword, and it goes right through the man without causing a single wound. Before your eyes the poor human who had been struck begins to wither like a dying tree, his limbs become twisted and cracked, his body losing all shape and substance.

The apparition then turns to face you, and his face (such as it is) contorts in rage and he floats towards you at considerable speed. 
"More intruders!"

To protect himself and his party Daleson holds up his symbol of Lathander, a sunrise made of red, yellow and rose gems. The ghost merely laughs at this and bats the symbol and Dalesons hands aside.
Poising to strike he then pauses and cocks his head to one side, peering at Daleson whilst still toying with his sword, the point dangerously close to the Lathanderites neck.
"Ye're bearers of the light" as much a question as a statement.
"Then it must be ye're hid to rid us of this horrible curse...." The ghost begins to chuckle and eventually breaks into uncontrollable laughter "nay nay of course ye're not, no man can rid us of 'this' curse. I mean to say ye're here to rid me of these intruders. I've had a lot of time indeed to study these little subtelties, I can tell whatever pitiful energy came from that trinket, I have felt the same thing a million, nay a billion times over in the room at the end here, once a shrine for my servants here
"Help me this once and I shall help ye in return, I may even not slay thee for disturbing me here. There is a being of great evil here, he is tormenting us in our already twisted fallacy of 'rest' by tainting this mansion. I can even tell ye all where I hid some of my research if ye can remove this man. I know not what he wants here but he is causing me great pain, I would remove him myself but I canno...."

"AENCAR!! Die once more you fool! How many times must you feel my wrath before you will submit?"
Another spectre has appeared at the stairwell, larger than the ghost who is quite clearly Aencar, and the owner of the manor. 

The resulting battle is quite spectacular, as Aencar forces the other ghost back into the room and slams him against the wall, rubble falls off the wall and disintegrates away leaving the wall undamaged. 
Black tentacles rise from the ground and wrap around Aencar, only to be dissolved away as a lightning bolt hits the other ghost in the chest, breaking his concentration. 

Globes of energy fly back and forth, magnificent and frightening illusions appear and are struck down, each wizard doing whatever he can to thwart the other. Waves of force emanante out from the ghost, pushing Aencar back, but Aencar returns with 5 copies of himself all dancing around the room, disorientating the other mage. 
When it looks like the other ghost has the upper hand, with Aencar being constricted by a giant ghostly snake, the huge humanoid shape you had seen down the hall comes crashing towards the battle.

The party manages to dart back into the corridor just in time as what turns out to be a huge construct made of hardened clay charges down the corridor. Leaving dust behind it as its form cracks under the charge, it dives into the room for the ghost attempting to destroy his master.
Unfortuately the golem protector and servitor never was given the ability to protect it's master in death, and so crashes through thin air and into the wall behind. After a long low rumble the room starts to cave in. 

The party can see nothing through the rubble but the sound of the spell battle is evident, the ghosts unable to give up their fight despite death and the destruction of part of the manor.


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 12 Jul 2005 21:14:13
Message:
As the golem thundered by, Elussien rushed along with the group to let the beast have a clear passage. The whole event was confusing, yet epic in contrast to his life. He had always hungered for adventure, intrigue, mystery and magic, yet now... he only wished for the crazed mages to discontinue their feud. This was not going to end until one of them was killed or the whole darn manor came down around them.

"Guys I think we hight tail it out of here. This mages duel is nothing we want anything to do with. Not only is it dangerous, but it serves no purpose. I say we get out of here, and re-think our stategy. This place could come down any minute, what with their earth shattering spells and all! So come on, lets not wait another minute!"


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 13 Jul 2005 13:05:30
Message:
Daleson holds his morning star and shield in hand, ready for battle.
In the company of dwarves for so long he felt at home in the tunnels
underneath the ground.
"The golem is buried, he'll cause us no more trouble. You heard
Aencar, he said the artifact lies somewhere ahead, and we're not
leaving without it!"


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 13 Jul 2005 22:12:04
Message:
Caylith readies her sword. "Lead on."


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 14 Jul 2005 17:19:17
Message:
"Aye," says Valanwé with a solem nod to Selm, acknowledging his
channeling of Eldath's power. "Lead on," he continues: "If this spirit bids
us continue, it would be unwise to go against his wish - we know nought of
his power. However, as I have said before, let us be wary of what lies
ahead."


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 14 Jul 2005 17:22:17
Message:
Elussien sneered as the group allied themselves with Daleson. It was
pure insanity to go into the manor! They could easily lose their lives, or
worse. He had half a mind to go and leave them to their fate. He turned
slightly towards the exit when he stopped and looked back to the group.
They had risked all for sake of some important artifact. But what if their
quest meant more then just riches and glory? What if they had a higher
calling? His eyes moved to Valanwe, the one individual who had been a
slight friend from the onset. He had continued to help by listening to what
he had said.

STung by his prior decision, Elussien pulled free his short sword and
smiled to Daleson. "Well chief, it looks like we head into the lions den.
If death is what awaits us, then so be it! I am yours to command." With
that said, he quickly moved to the front of the group, pulling his cloak up
over his head, to help keep him hidden in the shadows.

"I will take point, I am experienced in this matter." Quickly he moved
forward keeping some distance between himself and group. His eyes searching
every area he moved. He would not be caught unaware.


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 14 Jul 2005 17:23:28
Message:
Following a short distance behind, Valanwé moves soon after Elussien,
cautiously, realising that though he did not have the power over undead
weilded by Daleson or Selmwell, that magical attacks could be valuable were
they to come across further ghosts or other such ethereal creatures.


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 14 Jul 2005 17:25:08
Message:
"It's always nice to have someone willing to explore," notes Selm to the
remaining members of the party, "but if we're not careful we're going to get
strung out and there's nothing worse than getting strung out or split up in
a place like this. Therefore I propose we follow elven companions carefully
but not straying so close as to make a scout pointless. I'm quite happy to
watch our backs if that is alright with everybody else." So saying, he waits
for the approval of the others. "Oh, and please try to make sure the front
two don't destroy absolutely everything they come across," he adds with a
grin.


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 14 Jul 2005 17:32:53
Message:
The east part of the underground complex has a number of bunk beds
each with a chest at
the foot. Many of the chests have been shattered and lie broken.
Others have rotted through, and the decay spread to the spare garments
left inside them. Elussien exits the room as the others come in behind
him and he explains that these were once a quarters of some sort.

The west room is slightly smaller, but still very spacious, noticeable
by the fact that the room contains nothing but a desk in it.
The papers once filed in the desk have been ripped, burnt and
disordered, and appear to be nothing more than accountancy records of
the ingoing and outgoing sums of money for the manor.

The keen eyed Elussien notices in his search that the wall on the
south side is actually an incredibly well concealed door, but despite
the parties best efforts there is no way to shift it.

Finally the party come to the central room, and the largest of them all....


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 14 Jul 2005 18:02:54
Message:
Elussien manages to get into the final room unnoticed.
He sees a tall man, approximately middle aged and with long blank hair that hangs limply down, clinging to the side of his face and neck in the damp. He stands in between a large altar of a roaring dragon, and a solid stone table which appears to have some sort of bone structure on it. The area around the altar has a sickly grey-green mist which floats about thick and heavy, tainting the pool of water in front of of the altar as well. He is chanting in a guttural tongue, and has a sinister sound. The ritualist is wearing black robes embroidered with purple stitching and purple trim, but at that distance it is impossible to make out any significant markings. All around the man are undead creations. Zombified humans and skeletons of those risen after their slaughter at the manor. Elussien counts 5 skeletons and 6 of those undead with their bodies still intact.. Many of the zombies still wear the clothing (albeit rotting and falling apart) that they wore in life. One can see many servants outfits, and even a chefs apron. The undead beasts stand staring at the ritual, waiting to be commanded. Every so often the man calls one of the zombies who bring forth an itme for him and hand it to him before returning to their place. 

In his hands is the Blood of Lathander. Four drops of blood encased in amber, which are pulsing violently with an angry red light. The man flinches away from them, and he peers about nervously, and spasmodically, but does no deter from his course. 

Following his hands as he raises the artifact in the air, still continuing to chant, Elussien notices that the giant bone structure is actually moving. 
Peering still further to take in the full scale of the gargantuan object, it gradually dawns on him that this thing is a skeleton of a dragon! Bits of black flesh and tattered dark scales (now gone grey) still hang from a few of the bones, and acid burns still mark the skeleton in places with dark brown stains.


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 14 Jul 2005 19:18:23
Message:
Elussien watched in horror as the man chanted unrelenting. The display of power was amazing beyond belief, yet deadly with its intent. He thought quickly about going to the ohters, but that would prove fatal to the party. He had to do something to distract the man and stop the summoning.

Moving silently, Elussien moves into a position so that there is a clear parth to the man summoning. With talent he hoped would hold, he took out a dagger coating it in Medium sized spider vendom. With a flick of his wrist the throws it at the mans back, hoping for a middle shot. Once the blade is free Elussien moves swift to the shadows and keeps low.


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 14 Jul 2005 19:19:43
Message:
Trahæarn stops sharply at the sight of the human. Exchanging his sword for the reach of his bow, he carefully takes aim upon his target.


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 14 Jul 2005 19:35:52
Message:
The dagger strikes the back of the man, entering into the fabrics of his robe, then there is a sharp clashing sound of metal on metal, and the dagger drops to the floor. 
The skeletal dragon screeches and roars at the interruption, and snaps his fangs dangerously close to Elussien as he skitters away.

The cleric turns towards the fleeing Elussien. "You dare to think you can enter here unnanounced? I have seen your every move little little men. Come out from the shadows incompetent one, and watch as I destroy your precious toy, before I destroy you"

At that he holds the artifact up to the dragon, and it leaves his hands and floats up towards the ceiling, level with the dragons mouth. The dragon rears up and screeches again, this time in triumph and clamps it's jaws around the artifact. 

A thunderclap fills the room and everyone in the area is thrown to the floor. Blinding light fills the room, hurting the eyes of all present even with them shielded against the glare. When everyone can focus again they realise that the zombies and skeletons in the area have been utterly destroyed by the purifying light. The cleric remains unharmed, but the Dragon has suffered severely. The back end of it's skull has been blown away and it's bones look battered and crumbling. The cleric cries the final word of his spell and the dragons bones glint the colour of iron briefly before looking normal (though not cracked any more). By the skeletons feet the artifact lies unharmed

"No! How can it be? It was supposed to be destroyed!" He starts to growl like some sort of feral cat, the tone slowly rising until he roars in anger
"This is your doing! You will die painfully for this! Kill them!" 
The dragon rears up again and sweeps it's tail menacingly, ready to lash out.


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 15 Jul 2005 00:40:48
Message:
Cayltith is the quickest to react and audibly expresses her distaste for their combatants by saying "Ewww...More dead things" before settling into combat. From the back of the group she sheathes her sword and draws her ready loaded crossbow. She then looks at the floor briefly and composes her self, her eyes seeming distant
when she looks back up again.

Upon entering the chaotic scene in the large room Selm grimaces at the
ensuing carnage. Though he felt no loss for the destruction of the undead,
the fact the priest was capable of destroying them all so easily and harming
the twisted dragon showed him to clearly be a man of no small prowess.
Speaking quickly, he issued advice, "I would rather not have to issue orders
like this and I'm not saying you have to follow them but I'd rather we all
lived to see another day. We cannot afford to all get caught together if the
dragon attempts to breathe on us, or anything else for that matter. If we
spread out, it cannot attack us all at once. Also try to target it from a
distance but try to subdue the man and stop him from casting anything else."
Moving to the right so as to distance himself from the others, Selm focuses
his will and projects a ray of divine energy at the dragon.
The ray scoeches the beast in the same manner the artifact did, and
inflicts further wounds upon it, bone dust billowing out in a cloud
before settling as a fine film on the water.

"Taste your doom worms!" the cleric cries out, and a thick cloying
grey mist surrounds the party, choking their spirits. The mist causes
dark black infected wounds to appear instantly on the skin. The unholy
power is too much for Valanwe, Daleson and Traehaearn to cope with,
and leaves them fealing nauseous. Valanwé has trouble to keep from
retching in between spells.

He still manages to utter the words of the spell to dispel any
beneficial magic on the skeletal dragon. Valanwé grins when he sees
the skeletons bones weaken again, and he realised he has managed to
dispel the powerful spell cast by the cleric, giving him some hope.

Irritated by the sudden attack, but enraged by the vicious blow from
the artifact, the skeleton whips his head round and bears down on
Elussien. The first attack comes from it's bony wing, slapping
Elussien towards the dragons left claw which gashes down his back
leaving a crimson trail on the floor. The dragon picks up Elussien in
his maw and crushes him, biting down hard. The elf cries out in pain
which ends in a gurgle as his throat fills with blood, the dragon
having pierced his lung. Tossing the now still Elussien in the air and
batting him down again with his other wing, the dragon roars in
triumph. The bloody mass that was once the cunning rogue is hardly
recognisable, and the dragon stil continues it's unrelenting assault,
stamping down on the corpse with an audible crunch before turning to
face the other adventurers. The malicious beast is still not through
with it's attack, and finally whips it's tail around, picking up the
corpse and slamming it into the opposing wall, where it slides down
gradually and leaves a large pool of blood.

Appalled by the brutality of the attack, and the loss of his companion
Daleson wades into battle. Despite feeling the sickness from the evil
spell he manages to offer a very swift prayer to the morninglord and
holds his shield in front of him, attempting a crushing blow at the
dragons leg.

Traehaearn attemps to fire on the cleric who cast the spell at them,
but in his sickened state he misses his first shot. His second shot
flies true, but unfortunately again he cannot concentrate enoguh to
pick a vital area, and the arrow does no damage to the man. Finally he
attempsts a rushed third short and this one pays off. Grazing the mans
calf and opening a hole in his robe, the arrow clatters to the floor.
The man yelps in pain and grits his teeth, preparing to cast another
spell


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 18 Jul 2005 16:20:44
Message:
Caylith focuses her mental energy in the bolt that is sitting ready in her crossbow. She takes careful aim and fires, the bolt thudding into the spellcaster in his left shoulder. Before he cna remove the bolt he cluches his head in pain. As his mind is wracked by pain and cerebral spasms, Caylith can be seen concentrating intently, clearly causing the mental agony focused through the bolt.

Seeing the dragon about to inflict the same fate on Daleson, Selm moves into a position to heal him. Unfortunately the wild thrashing of the dragon disrupts his incantation, and it is all Selm can do to stay out of reach of it's flailing claws.

The cleric recovers from the wracking pain as Caylith can hold her concentration no longer, and manages to complete an complex incantation which summons a festering ghoul to his side.

The ghouls existence is short lived however, for Valanwé calls down a magical storm to assault the area. Driving rain is intermixed with huge chunks of ice, which batter and freeze those caught in the tempest.

The skeletal dragon also suffers some severe damage in the storm from the crushing shards of ice, but the below frezing temperature inside the storm don't bother it at all. It lashes out again, this time at the man who had shattered one of the dragons minor bones by a sharp impact with his morning star. The morning star lies on the floor and he now has a holy symbol in his hand to drive off the dragon, but before he can channel the energy needed to disrupt it, the skeletal beast had started it's barrage.
The same grisly fate awaits Daleson as awaited Elussien. Though somewhat protected by his armour, the insistent onslaught of blows proves too much for him. The final lash of the dragons tail crushes the mid section of his plate mail armour, making it impossible for Daleson to breath. He manages to retreat from the dragon slightly before toppling over into tainted pool and sinking straight to the bottom, dragged down by the weight of his armour.

With another companion down Traehaearn continues to fire as many shots as he possibly can to take out the spell caster. The first shot hits, but the last two both go wide.


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 20 Jul 2005 14:44:15
Message:
Caylith once again distances herself from the battle and focuses herself. Absently she reloads her crossbow, ready to imbue it with her mental energy for another shot.

Far from the tranquility of Caylith, Selm is being had pressed by the dragon. Already having taken out Daleson, the dragon is beginning to move into a position to where it can tear apart Selm.
A flash of insight hits Selm and he moves just out of the dragons reach whilst beginning a complex incantation to bless the area.
Completing the spell he rips the holy symbol from around his neck and hurls it towards the alter. The symbol begins glowing with a bright light and as it strikes the altar it flares brightly, driving away the pervasive grey mist. The light from the symbol fades.

Now that the unholy energy bolstering the skeletal dragon was gone, it suddenly froze in position (just as it was about to strke Selm). Its bones started to crumble beneath it and it shuddered for a few palpable seconds before collapsing to the ground, generating a huge cloud of dust.

When the dust clears the whole party can see the cleric finishing the incantations of a spell, and miraculously healed despite his critical condition earlier in the fight.



Valanwé and Traehaearn rectify this situation immediately. Valanwé continues to concentrate and his icy storm continues, still battering and freezing the man inside with giant chunks of ice.
Traehaearn's spirits are lifted high after seeing the dragon destroyed, and every single one of his arrows strikes true.

The cleric, riddled with arrows drops to the ground. His corpse still battered by the shards of ice even after death.
Eventually the storm clears and from beneath the pile of bones the companions can see a faint rosy glow, warm and happy yet still insistent.


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 22 Jul 2005 00:55:13
Message:
Lowering his hands to his sides in a gesture in part from relief, and in part of sorrow, Valanwé surveys the scene of death before him. Still spitting red sparks, he raises a hand to Trahaearn's shoulder, and looks straight at him, his golden eyes dulled in a look of despair mixed with a glimmer of resolve.

"Should have been faster," says Trahaearn, shaking his head, and looking hard at Valanwé. "Why did he go so far ahead?"

"He chose to," replies Valanwé, simply. "But aye - I would wish we had been quicker."

"I do not understand the N'Tel'Quessir. When I think I learn.... I learn I do not."

"They vex me also at times, but rarely fail to surprise," says Valanwé, looking to Elussien's corpse, in no doubt of his condition. "He was a brave man; let us bear him up."

Trahaearn grunts something inaudible , edging closer to the pool. "We need him" he says, gesturing at Daleson's body. "We need him alive, for the sake of his god's artifact"

"Aye," replies Valanwé, moving the same solemn glance to Daleson's body. "Let none of us attempt to touch that artefact. I would not suffer the Lord Lathander's wrath, even if my intention is honourable."

Trahaearn nods, then answers, in Common so the remaining party members can understand, "Then we will need to extract him from the pit."

"We cannot leave it," replies Caylith. "It was his quest to retrieve it. I will take the risk and pray that his Lord will understand." Placing a hand into her silken pouch, she removes her psionic stones, and transfers them to her belt. Approaching the artefack, and kneeling before it, she speaks: "I do not know much of Lord Daleson's faith, my Lord Lathander, but his life has been given to you for this item. If it is your wish that it be returned to your temple and away from this desecrated place, then I ask your blessing and patience as this one not of your faith will carry it." She pauses, then quietly speaks in Draconic, grasping the relic. "My faith protects me."

Valanwé nods, and kneels down, removing his pack from his shoulders. Removing two large, thick blankets from it, he places one on the floor on top of the pack, and directs Trahaearn to take one end of the remaining blanket, and lays it down flat at the endof the pool, near to where Daleson's body lies. Silently, with nothing more than a glance between them, Valanwé indicates that they should lift Daleson's body out of the water, and onto the blanket.

Walking over to where Daleson's body was lying in the pool, Selm looks at the fallen hero floating in the stagnant water. After a quick prayer, the water clears to become as fresh as a mountain spring. "He deserves to look better," was all he offered by way of an explanation.

Lowering himself down into the pool, Valanwé attempts to manouver Daleson's body towards the end of the pool at which the blanket lies. Encountering some difficulty, he looks to Selmwell and Trahaearn for assistance.

Helping the two elves, Selm reaches in to pick up the body and lay it on a blanket on the ground.

Addressing the whole party, Selm asks the question that had bothering him. "How are we to transport Master Daleson back with us? Do you have a suitable spell, Valanwé, or are we simply going to strap him on to his horse?"

Not replying immediately, and hauling himself out of the pool once more, Valanwé glances around the room. He sees Daleson's holy symbol lying on the floor, and walks over to it slowly. Picking it up, with a few words in prayer to Lathander, that he might be allowed to hold such an item, he takes it to Daleson's body, and lays it on his chest. Taking the Paladin's arms, he crosses them over the symbol, and shuts the corpses eyes.

"I know of a spell that we might use," he replies finally, "but I will not be able to cast until I have studied my spellbook. We must bear them on horses until tomorrow."

Trahaearn looks down at the paladin's body for a moment, unsure of what to do. With a glance at Valanwé, he turns and heads over to the cleric's corpse.

Seeing Trahaearn's 'difficulty' with the situation, Valanwé wraps the blankets around Daleson, and moves over to Trahaearn with the words: "Come - let us attend to Elussien." Hoping to lead by example, he moves over to the bloody mess, having first taken a blanket from his pack, and begins to slide Elussien's body onto it, covering his hands with blood and entrails. He looks at the blood, and then down at the front of his robes. Sensing something amiss, he places his hand gently on Elussien's cheek, and turns his head towards him. Looking into his eyes, Valanwé is hit by a cold shock coursing through his body: "Il na'ai Tel'Quessir..." he says quietly.

Trahaearn looks at Valanwé, then with a turn, sprints over to where the cleric's corpse lay, and aims a running kick right at the bridge of it's nose, shouting a near-unintelligible stream of insults, which surprises even Valanwé.

Selm looks at Trahaearn in shock for the colourful choice of language he used but doesn't say anything, understanding his loss. He does, however, quietly ask him to leave the priest's corpse alone, "I understand the loss you feel for losing one of the People, but please don't tarnish his memory by harming the corpse. The dead should be left to rest in peace, even those who have done us grave injustices."

"Aye," says Valanwé, approaching him, and daring to put an arm around his shoulders, his hands still spitting red magic as before. "I do not blame you, brother," he says, holding his hands out in front of him, and watching the rage sweat out from them. "But he deserves neither our prayers, nor our indignation."

Trahaearn spits on the corpse, turning to face Selm. A flash of emotion, embarrassment, frustration, and youth crosses his face, before he can calm himself. He then seems to deflate, and returns to V's side to assist with Elussien.

Selm steps back, leaving the Elves to share a moment with Elussien's body.

Kneeling once more beside the Elf's body, Valanwé cannot hep staring into it's eyes. For a few moments, he is silent, and merely sits, thinking, and praying. With a hand on Elussien's face, he closes the eyes, and says almost inaudibly: "Cormlle naa tanya tel’raa Astalder. Aa’ i’sul nora lanne’lle. Aa’ menealle nauva calen ar’ malta, e aa’ i’sul nora lanne’lle. Autuva yassen sul, aa’ menealle anlema ta arauka, e aa' aut ar' elena, Melloamin." Overcome by emotion, as he finishes, Valanwé weeps freely over the body, his face contorted with grief, and he does not move for several minutes.

Whilst the elves are occupied, Selm goes to inspect the body of the proest, hoping to find a symbol or some indication of who the man was. He pulls an ornate ivopry ring, shaped like a dragon from the man's right hand and discovers a small bag filled with diamond dust. A swift orison reveals that neither has any magical properties but the staff the man was using radiates a faint aura as a result of the spell.

Trahaearn places a hand on Valanwé's shoulder for a few moments, hoping to both give and gain strength. Unable to do more, he slowly backs away from Valanwé for a few paces, turns, and assists Selm.

Seeing Traehaearn come over, he quickly scans the elf's face, to check he is alright, and then seemingly satisfied, explains to him what he has found.

Standing, a few minutes later, having regained his composure, Valanwé somewhat angrily says, with a gesture to the dead cleric: "Get him out of my sight! And let us take down that altar of evil - let nothing remain intact!"

"Okay, okay," Selm agrees. "Trahaearn, if you would like to accompany me, I'm going outside to give this man a quick burial. There are enough dead in this place as it is, and I do not wish to simply leave his corpse in here to rot. Perhaps you and Caylith would like to deal with the altar."

Nodding silently, Caylith steps forward, and swings her longsword down on the bone altar. Taking a good chunk out of it's surface, and scorching the bone with the electrical discharges that surge from the blade, she swings again and again until the damage is near-total. Waiting for his moment, Valanwé begins an incantation, and shoots forth four cracking blue spheres from his hands, which streak across the short distance between, and shatter the altar in pieces.

A look of grim satisfaction crosses Valanwé's face, and he returns to Elussien, and ties up the blanket containing his body.


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 25 Jul 2005 17:33:50
Message:
As the body is tied up the ghost of Aencar appears in the entrance way to the chamber. His ethereal body is battered and his robes hang in tatters.
Before the party's eyes his wounds heal and his robes return to the way they were when they first met him. "Nay don't look so shocked, this has happened many a time afore, and will happen many a time again. I promised ye all a reward for removing this vile scourge on my home, and that ye have done. Make haste! My eternal foe will return soon, doomed to repeat this misfortune of our final hours together."

Aencar beckons the adventurers to follow him and leads them back to the bare room on the west side. He speaks the words "Alt'rac, Kaldaor, Vellis, Tor" and the apparently solid wall that had earlier blocked the way, shifts just enough to allow a person to squeeze through.

Inside, the room is full of glowing magical artifacts and strange devices. There is no gold to be seen in this apparent treasure horde but many books line the walls.
Aencar halts the adventurers before they go any further.

"I promised ye reward, and reward ye shall have. I will not abandon this collection so easily however, so I will require an object from each of you to take its place. Do not touch anything in here, my wrath alone can not compare to some of the horrors buried in here. I was not idle whilst ye were clearing my home, although I could not remove the menace myself, I did observe ye at work. Wait here!"

With that warning Aencar flits to the back of the room and returns to Caylith. With surprising speed he reaches out and takes her dark sword from her and moves back out of sight. He then returns with a much larger sword, which flickers with dark energy.

"I can see your heritage, half dragon. Also can I see your role in this group. This sword will embrace the innate viciousness of your mothers race, and give you the protection your fathers race offers. It can wreak great havoc on your enemies, but the power comes at great cost. It will also warn ye with a sound when enemies prepare to strike ye"

Next he turns to Traehaearn, "Give me ye bow". He examines it for a while then beams "Fine elven craftsmanship this, I have just the thing for you"
He returns with a pair of bracers in one hand and a large bow in the other, carrying them effortlessly. "Here, draw this bow".
Traehaearn attempts to draw the bow, but cannot move the string even an inch. He grunts and strains and finally gives up. Aencar chuckles and drops the bracers at his feet, "Now try."
With ease Traehaearn draws the bow back and forth, taking a few practice pulls for placing it on his back.

"That bow belonged to a human who lived in the far west of here, Lelaniel of Everlund. He was widely known to be the best archer in the town, and many others believed his bow was enchanted so that he could cheat at archery competitions. One night, under the employ of a rich merchant, a thief snuck into his room and stole the bow. The merchant wished to use this very bow to win the archery competition in a weeks time, but alas could not draw the bow. You see Lelaniel had it enchanted so that only the one who wore the bracers could use the qutie powerful bow.
That is where my knowledge of Lelaniel ends. I discovered the bow in a ghoul infested cave during my adventuring days, and quite mysteriously the bow itself apears to have adapted to it's situation and when fired would inflict great gaping wounds in the undead. I place this bow in your hands now"

"Selmwell Fletwaral, follower of Eldath. I have something for you, follow me." He leads Selm to the west hand side of the room where a simple staff leans in the corner. It is totally unremarkable, and in fact does not even look like it has been crafted at all, but if one looked closely it would appear that the bottom of the staff was similar to a waterfall.
"Selm, this staff will not harm anyone...." he peers at Selm "ye seem confused, but let me explain. This staff will cause no mortal wound to any of your foes but will allow you to subdue them. Peacebringer is it's name and it has been blessed by a high priestess of Eldath. However some of its power has waned in time. It does still have a limited amount of magic left in it, and can be used to instill such an emotion in their foe that they do not wish to take any aggresive actions for a short while."

Aencar smiles at Selms response and flits off back to the group.

"I made a promise and I intend to keep it. The dead also may take their prizes, which they can take to the grave with them or however the dead man sees fit." Aencar chuckles to himself at this little joke and seeing that no one else is laughing turns serious again. "You must excuse me, death does not mean the same to me as to what it does to those still alive"

"For the fallen assassin I bestow a dagger, perfectly designed by the Night Masks of Westgate to enhance their agents skills."

"For the fallen paladin I have a shield you may take back to his rest. It is blessed by the Morninglord and would have protected him from harm. If the shield is given time to bask in dawnlight (and only dawnlight) then it can absorb some of that energy that Lathander considers most sacred, and release it to blind any foes which would strike one of his sons or daughters. In light of the fact ye have recovered an artifact sacred to him on this journey, I see no reason to keep this down here in darkness. Let it thrive on the sunlight once again, if for only a short time before he is buried. "

The party turns to leave and only Valanwé is left in the doorway. Aencar cocks an eyebrow at him, waiting for a response.

"Aencar, I have seen your magic. I ask of no wonderous weapon or armour, just that you share some of your knowledge with me". Valanwé bows his head slightly and awaits a response.

Aencar mulls this over for a short time, and finally nods his head. "Very well, I suppose it would be a greater shame to put my work to waste, than it would be to lose it. Name your chosen school of spells, and I shall furnish you with one of my tomes. Take it with my blessing wizard."


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 25 Jul 2005 20:10:23
Message:
"My Lord Aencar," says Valanwé with a great respect for the ghost. "I thank you for the honour and reward you have shown to us in our quest. Of The Nine, I believe I should prefer some scripts from the school of Transmutation, if that is both acceptible and possible."


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 25 Jul 2005 20:25:04
Message:
Aencar waves his hand and an old tome removes itself from the shelves and floats towards Valanwés outstretched hands, where it comes to rest.

"Very well, you now have in your hands oe of my spellbooks on transmutation. I hope you are capable of using it"

At that he fades away through one of the walls, and later on in the day a magical battle can be heard resonating throughout the manor, Aencar and his foe locked in their engagement once again.


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 26 Jul 2005 23:49:59
Message:
Examining the book as Aencar speaks, Valanwé waits for him to depart before making a more thorough examination. With a few simple words and gestures, he reads the tome's cover, and is pleased to detect a strong magical aura emanating from within.

Realising that the information contained within the tome is too valuable to examine lightly, he calls to the group: "My friends - shall we complete our business here? I make no secret of the fact that I am keen to depart this place, or that I wish to examine this book further. I should like to begin our journey back to return the artefact as soon as possible."

With a smile, he turns to survey the scene, and then looks back to the group, to see if everyone has finished their business in the basement.


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 31 Jul 2005 00:28:04
Message:
Slightly taken aback at Aencar's gift, Selm bows respectfully, offering thanks to both the ghost and his deity, promising to use the staff to carry out her divine will.

Seeing the ghost engaging in yet another battle, he nods to Trahaearn and they pick up the fallen cleric once more and head back out of the cellar.

Looking back at Valanwé, he adds, "I agree, we have accomplished what we set out to do here, let us finish our business and be on our way."

Once outside, the two men choose a spot with some soft soil at the foot of a tree a short distance outside the manor's gardens. Digging swiftly, they make a shallow pit to put the body in and gently lay it to rest.

Seeing the hardened look on Trahaearn's face, Selm rests his hand on the Elf's shoulder and they stand there for a second before covering the body with soil. Selm then reaches into his pocket and removes a vial of Holy water.

Sprinkling it atop the grave, he whispers, "May you find the peace in death you never found in life. Eldath's blessing upon you."

With that, the two descend back into the manor to rejoin Valanwé and Caylith

Meanwhile, still in the basement, Valanwé looks over the dragon's corpse. Fearful that some other evil creature might try again to raise the dragon to the distortion of life it once posessed, Valanwé removes several of the creature's vertebrae at random, including one from the neck, and places them in his bag. He also removes the dragon's tailbone, not as a somewhat morbid souvenir of the kill, but that he might research any magical properties or uses it has later.

Looking to Caylith, he says: "I hope this will prevent anyone from attempting to raise the dragon once more in future. I will discard these vertebrae outside, and scatter them - might I ask a lady to be so kind as to smash this evil being's skull also? I am not unaware of your heritage however - if it is against your principle to destroy the remains of one of your own kin, be it evil or not, say so, and I will not ask again, but for your forgiveness."

Awaiting a response from Caylith, Valanwé turns, and looks to see if Selm and Trahaearn are returned. Seeing that they are not, he turns to Caylith again, and speaks: "I leave it to you. I will go now, and scatter these bones." So saying, he returns along the way from which they had come, and climbs out into the light. Basking for a moment in the warmth of the sun, which he observes seems to be somewhat brighter than usual, he looks around for Selmwell and Trahaearn.

"It is not," Caylith replies as Valanwé departs. She takes the new weapon bequeathed her and proceeds to smash into little pieces the evil dragons head.

Seeing Trahaearn and Selmwell digging a grave for the dead cleric, Valanwé walks away from the mansion, and into the woods a short distance. Finding some simillarly soft soil, he kneels, and digs a small pit with his hands, and places the first vertebra into it, before covering it over, and uttering a short prayer to corellon that no-one discover the location. Repeating the process at two other points in the wood, he circles around, and finds himself emerging into the clearing close to Selm and Trahaearn. With the tailbone still in his pack, and the last of the vertebra in his hands, he approaches them, and says: "I have dismantled the dragon, in the hope of preventing any other evil creature from raising or animating it again."

"Smart thing, my friend. Let us go and retrieve our remaining companions and be on our way." With that, the three return to the cellar, Valanwé discarding the last backbone into the dense undergrowth around the trapdoor.

"Aye," nods Valanwé. "Peradventure we should bring the horses closer?"

Trahaearn nods and goes to tend the horses.

Returning down the ladder to the basement, Valanwé walks slowly through the long corridor to the former epicentre of combat, and approaches Elussien's body. Pausing again, he takes the dagger which was Aencar's reward from the floor next to the body where it has been left, and slides it into the belt of his robe. He then places his arms under the blanket covering the corpse, and lifts it to waist height, before turning to leave.

Upon returning to the basement, Selm sees that Caylith has retrieved the artefact, it's insisten glow betraying it's position below her belt. With a nod of acknowledgement, he approaches her, and the two pick up the fallen Champion of the Sun and bear him out of the manor back to the light of day.

Following behind, Valanwé carries Elussien's body behind Selm and Caylith, and raises him onto his shoulder to ascend the ladder. The change of position causes some blood to seep through the blanket, and onto his cheek, but he ignores it, and continues to the surface. Pausing, once they are away from the trapdoor, he sees Trahaearn leading the horses towards them, and as they meet, he hauls Elussien's body onto one of the horses, before approaching Arcanen, his own horse, and patting the side of his face. He removes the dragon's tailbone from his backpack, and places it into one of the saddle bags, before taking a handful of feed from the same pack, and giving it to the horse. He pauses for a moment, when he finishes, and touches a hand to his face, wiping the blood away.

"Come, friends," he says, looking at the bright red liquid on his palm. "I have had the blood of my kinsman on my hands for too long already today. Let us depart this place at once, and find somewhere to rest for a while."


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 31 Jul 2005 12:22:13
Message:
From the edge of the woods around the manor a slender female appears. She is dressed in soft leathers, carries a shield in one hand and a has a wicked curved sword at her hip.

She moves around the area, inspecting the fallen shambling mound, and trying to unearth what Valanwé had just buried to get a better look at it.


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 02 Aug 2005 11:36:17
Message:
Rhiannon walks slowly towards the fallen shambling mound, she slowly
leans down and gently strokes what used to be one of the creatures
tentacles.

Moveing away from the fallen mound she slowly approches the site where
one of the adventurers she had seen had buried some items, unsure of
herself, she bends down over the site and then looks back up to try
and see the group that had buried something there.


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 02 Aug 2005 14:30:16
Message:
"Hey!" Caylith calls out. "I think we'd prefer it if you didn't unearth what we just took the time to bury!"


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 03 Aug 2005 11:51:25
Message:
Rhiannon stands up slowly

"What was it? I'm investigating strange behaviour from the local
wildlife in this area"

Rhiannon nods to the shambling mound "Did you see who destroyed this
creature? Was it responcable for the deaths of those people on the
road? I'm called Rhiannon by the way"


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 03 Aug 2005 18:31:06
Message:
"Greetings Rhiannon. I am Caylith." she nods to the woman. "It was a priest. Our party destroyed the mound. I do not know if it was responsible for the deaths of the people on the road." She turns to Valanwe and the other and looks questioningly at them.


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 08 Aug 2005 23:46:18
Message:
"Vedui', Rhiannon," says Valanwé solemnly, "my greetings to you. My friend is right - we would that what you uncovered remains buried. From where have you come, and what brings you this way?"


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 08 Aug 2005 23:47:41
Message:
Rhiannon moves away from the buried items towards the group
"I am investigating strange behaviour from the local animal and.."
Rhiannon looks over at the shambling mound "..plant life. Its very odd
to see one of those so far from a swamp. I traced a line of
disturbances to this castle. You wouldn't happen to have any idea
whats causing it would you?"

Valanwé merely glances toward Selmwell, and waits to see if an explanation
is forthcoming.

Selm responds to Valanwé's questioning look with a wry smile, "Do your lips
no longer work, master Valanwé, that you can give no answer?"
Turning to face the newcomer, he steps forward to introduce himself, "Well
met, good lady, Selmwell Fletwaral at your service." He pauses a second,
taking in her appearance, before continuing, "As to the answer to your
query, I'm afraid we can only guess as to what was affecting that creature.
Whilst we have dealt with the threat within the mansion, which was our aim
in coming here, I can see no real link between the priest causing problems
here and the shambler. I put myself at your disposal if you wish to ask
further questions, but to my mind it was simply living in the undergrowth;
you find anomalies in all species."


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 08 Aug 2005 23:49:10
Message:
"Yes I suppose so, but that doesn't explain the other disturbances."

Rhiannon looks down at the symbol of Eldath Selm is wearing and smiles

"So what was this cleric up to?"

"Well," Selm pauses a little, wondering how much to disclose, then again
noting the unicorn shaped pendant Rhiannon was wearing over her heart, he
decides to tell the truth. "That cleric had stolen an artifact sacred to
Lathander from the village of Hap. We traced him here, where he had
disturbed the dead, including what was once a dragon. It was our quest to
retrieve the artifact, which we have now done, though sadly at the expense
of two of our colleagues' lives, may Eldath watch over their spirits." As he
says this, he bows his head silently. After a few moments, he continues, "We
buried the priest and sanctified his grave, so hopefully the dead may now
rest quietly. I think that is all we really have to say. We need to be
heading back sooner rather than later, though if you are travelling in our
direction and wish for some company, you are very welcome to join us."


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 08 Aug 2005 23:50:12
Message:
Rhiannon smiled again, pleased that Selmwell was willing to tell the truth

"This artifact could explain a lot, but I lack the skills necessary to
tell, and this castle was my last possible link, so I have no where
else to look. I would gladly accompany you if you will let me"

"Of course, we'll be glad of your company," smiles Selm. "I'm sure once we
get back, somebody more knowledgeable than I may be able to tell you more
about the artifact and it's properties. That it was responsible for such a
disturbance is, I suppose possible, though I wouldn't like to guess how."

With a screech and a rutle of branches, Venterus flies toward the group, and lands as Valanwé raises his arm. Looking quizzically at the eagle, Valanwé speaks in private murmurings, and appears to recieve a reply of some sort, before turning to Rhiannon. Laughing as the bird speaks again, he looks to her saying: "Venterus - ever the impetuous Aquillan - wishes it to be known that he would be particularly pleased to travel with you, for whatever mischiefs he may imagine. I too would welcome your company on the road, Arwen en amin. I am Valanwé, son of Icthalién."


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 11 Aug 2005 19:04:06
Message:
As the companions travel back towards Hap, the adventurers take the time to get to know their new aquaintance, as well as mourn the death of two of their old ones.

The first day and night passes quietly, Valanwé erecting another cottage for the party to spend the night in comfort and privacy.

Late in the second day, Traehaearn signals for the party to stop. A medium sized humanoid figure can be seen walking towards them upon the road. As it gets closer it his clear that they are dressed poorly for the road. Voluminous and heavy robes are draped about the (now apparent) attractive female form. Additionally she seems to carry nothing that would aid her survival in the wilderness such as food supplies, or a simple shelter. She approaches the party with neither a smile nor a frown, she simply continues to walk.

Caylith moves out of the way to let her pass unimpeded.

"Hail good lady!" calls Valanwé as she hurries past, "how goes the road?"

"Fine" She calls back.


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 12 Aug 2005 10:44:36
Message:
"Are you sure?" asks Rhiannon " There are few resting place's on this
road and it is unwise to travel without food or water"

The woman carries on unconcerned and walks past the party


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 12 Aug 2005 11:58:19
Message:
With a silent hand gesture to Venterus, Valanwé indicates that he should follow the woman from within and above the trees for a short distance.
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Replied on: 13 Aug 2005 08:47:05
Message:
Wending their way along the road, the companions continue their journey to Hap largely uninterrupted, and entirely untroubled. Resting for the final night of the journey in and around Valanwé's latest cottage, the occupants are sombre, but content, and find some humour in Selmwell's sharp conversation.

As most of the others turn in, or out to their resting places, Valanwé sets himself down at the desk, and considers his spellbook's contents, before following suit.

The night passes uneventfully, and soon, with the aid of horses, breakfast, and a very little magic, the party are back on their way. Riding at the front for the first time, Valanwé tows the bodies of Daleson and Elussien, as he has since leaving the manor, atop a horizontally aligned, magical disc of force, which floats along behind Arcanen.

A few miles outside Hap, with the sun directly overhead, Trahaearn, now in front of the group raises his arm to stop, and as the other riders draw alongside him, he points, and indicates the presence of a lone apple tree on one side of the road.

"We have ridden all morning," he says. "Shall we rest for a moment, and then push on?"

With happier, but nonetheless weary nods of affirmation, the group dismounts, and walks the horses to the side of the track. The floating disc follows Valanwé automatically, and Venterus perches on the flat part of Arcanen's saddle.

"Let us not stay long," says Valanwé to the others, "but we should perhaps rest here half an hour. I believe it will do no harm, and I require rest from riding."

The group sits beneath the trees, and for a few moments at least, the company of nature lifts their spirits. Selmwell picks some of the best fruit on the ground, and hands the apples around. Valanwé stands once more, picks several apples up in his hands, and feeds them to the horses, before returning to the group. With a word and a gesture noticed only by himself, he takes the last apple in his hand, sits back comfortably against the tree, and bites into it.

"Hmm," he murmurs, faking slight revulsion, and pulling the apple from his mouth to look at it carefully. "Tastes like an onion," he observes, adding a second "hmm" for effect. Trahaearn reaches forward, and takes the apple from him, and bites tentatively into it. Chewing the flesh slightly, Trahaearn then projects the contents of his mouth into the undergrowth at some substantial velocity, before confirming Valanwé's suspicions.

Now recovered, Trahaearn passes Valanwé another apple from the grassy floor around them, and places it onto his outstreched palm. Loosely grasping the apple, Valanwé takes it, mishandles it, and leaves it exactly where it was - floating in mid air, about six inches above his palm.

"I apologise," he says, chuckling to himself. "The art of magic requires constant study, and I have not cast more than a single spell these three days past. Forgive me, and have an apple," he continues, passing a hand over the now bright blue and orange fruit, before returning it to Trahaearn. "Some music perhaps?"

Tolerating the Wizard's foibles and forrays into The Art, the group is soon well rested, and continues on to the village of Hap, returning soon after the hour of two in the afternoon. As they enter the village, the inhabitants stop and turn toward them, most of all toward the three non-humans. A whisper passes among the crowd, that these are the adventurers who set out from the temple a week ago, and it is soon followed by another - that five had left, and yet four return. Soon, the town is in uproar, and a small crowd begins to clamour about the temple entranceway, awaiting news of Daleson.

Seeing the commotion ahead, Valanwé dismounts some distance from the temple, and hands his reigns to Selmwell: "Take the side entrance," he says to Selm and the others. "We'll never fight through this crowd, and there'll be hell to pay if they hear their Paladin has fallen. I'll keep them distracted for a few minutes - maybe put some of my inane tricks into good use."

Nodding, Selm and the others take the bodies from the floating disc, which Valanwé then dispells, and lay them over Arcanen's back. Dismounting, and leading the horses to the side entrance of the temple, Valanwé heads to the front entrance, and stands at one edge of the crowd. Opening his palm, and holding it flat, he evokes a blue sphere of energy, crackling slightly, and floating several inches above his hand. Rather than draw attention to himself, he merely waits for someone to notice, and stands facing forward toward the temple entrance.

After a few moments, he senses that every eye nearby is watching him - indeed - some distance had opened up between him and the onlookers, every one of whom was now facing in his direction. Raising the sphere of energy, he alters its colour, before expanding it and 'popping' it when it reached the size of his hand.

Seeing that the crowd would not be content with such a minor performance, nor that his companions would do well to be interrupted as they moved quietly round the front of the building, between the crowd and the entrance evidently having not discovered the side entryway, if one existed, Valanwé continues the routine with several, many-coloured apples taken from his pocket, and ends after ten minutes or so to some looks of disbelief, some applause, and some derision. Caring about none of them particularly, but modestly accepting the applause, and thanking the crowd for their interest, he lowers his hands, confident that the rest of the party will be inside the temple, and walks in to join them, unimpeded by the audience, who return to their previous commotion.


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 14 Aug 2005 23:18:45
Message:
The companions find an entrance at the side of the chapel, which takes them into a preparation area. They come out of the room, still bearing Dalesons body, and end up at the head of the church. As they lay Daleson down a cry of anguish emanates from towards the front door of the now empty church, and Cathalandra rushes towards her fallen champion. She makes no effort to hide her tear streaked face and, in her grief, gives no regard to the material of her soft white dress which catches and rips on one of the benches.

She kneels over the body of Daleson, cradling his head in her arms and weeping. Burying her head into his neck she sobs "My brave brave champion. How could this have happened to you, sweet son of Lathander".

As she sobs quietly, gently rocking his body as she holds him close, the Blood of Lathander pulses a rose colour and slips from his body, before coming to rest in front of Cathalandras eyes.
Hope sparkles in her tear filled eyes and she gazes deep into the four drops of blood encased within the amber. She lays Daleson gently to the ground and stands up, the artifact floating up with her to remain at the same relative height.

"If you will give me some time alone with Daleson, there is something I must do" she says, wiping the tears from her eyes with the back of her sleeve. "Stay in the temple, you will be looked after, I thank you brave adventurers, we will speak more of this another time".

With the help of a young but muscular man, Cathalandra takes the body of Daleson Morningstar into her chambers, and locks the door behind her. The guardian sits down on a chair by the door, and silently keeps vigil.


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 15 Aug 2005 00:24:29
Message:
Sensing that the party might remain in the temple some time, Valanwé moves to the side of the church, and sits down in one of the alcoves along the main wall. Keen to have another look at his prize, he pulls Aencar's tome from his pack, and is pleasantly surprised to find that the book will now open. Whispering an incantation to allow him to read magic, he opens the first page, and begins to read.


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 15 Aug 2005 00:26:31
Message:
Rhiannon sits nerveously in one of the alcoves, unsure if she should
even be here, this was all personal to those that had known Daleson.
She felt like a stranger or pretender.
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Message:
After watching Cathalandra and another priest carry Daleson through to her
chambers, Selm starts to pace about, anxious that things go smoothly. 'I
suppose this may take a while, we need to leave them to it, but I hope it
works out alright. Daleson was a man of admirable talent with a character
worthy of it, I feel so bad for what happened,' he thought. Unusually
restless, he continues to pace for a minute or so, before looking up, almost
surprised to see the others there. Valanwé seems to have settled himself
down with a spellbook, but Rhiannon looks about as nervous as Selm feels.
Moving over, he settles himself down next to the half-elf and puts his hand
gently on her shoulder. "Are you alright, Rhiannon?" he enquires.

Rhiannon looks at Selm and smiles slowly "I feel somewhat... out of place
here. I didn't know Daleson and I fear people might think I have no right to
be here."

Selm forces a smile, more for her sake than what he was really feeling.
"None of us here knew Daleson very well, we've only known him for a few
short days. If I'm honest, I feel slightly out of place here too and I'm
quite glad we haven't gone back there with them. The villagers probably knew
him better than us but in the limited time I knew him, I thought him a
decent man, honest, bold and true. He would have no problem with you being
here, and neither did Cathalandra so don't worry about it."

"Amen to that," mutters Valanwé to himself, overhearing Selmwell's
description from his vantage point at the side of the church, before
returning to his reading.

"Thank you for saying that, I don't feel so bad now" Rhiannon glances down
at her symbol of Mielikki "I will stay with you for a while if you don't
mind, if nothing else I owe you for discovering the cause of the
disturbances for me."

"I for one would be welcome of your company," replies Selm, his more usual
genuine smile lighting up his face. "What we are going to do next is
undecided, however. We have to make arrangements for Elussien, not to
mention the matter going on as we speak, but after that..." he holds up his
hands, palms facing up, fingers spread wide and leaves the sentence hanging.
"Master Valanwé, what *are* you and Traehaern planning on doing with
Elussien?"

Once again, Valanwé glances up from his book, and looks to Selmwell for a
moment. Sighing, and turning away briefly that the sadness in his eyes might
not further worry Rhiannon, he places his book on the seat, composes himself
momentarily, and returns his glance to Selm. "Elussien," he says, pausing a
moment to swallow, before continuing: "Elussien made it clear to me that his
wish was to remain in Arvandor, should our Lord Corellon call him home. He
asked that were he so called, that he be laid to rest under a particular
tree in the forests around Evereska, and thus I intend to bear him there. I
will do so alone, or in company, but I have a specific idea about how it
might be achieved, from which I am loath to turn."

"There is no shame in remaining in Arvandor, we can only hope he finds more
peace there than he seemed to know in life. Not all spirits are willing to
return and not everyone can be saved. It is sad but part of the great cycle,
and a hard lesson I have only learned through experience." Selm pauses,
looking down at the floor as he says this. Looking up, he continues,
"Evereska is a long way from here, my friend, I would be glad to accompany
you, should you be willing to accept my company, even though I am aware I
would not be able to enter the Fortress Home myself."

"I would be grateful of your company, melloamin," replies Valanwé. "I should
say that it will make the road easier to bear, but I confess I had not
intended to go on foot. My father, Icthalién, is a wizard of far greater
skill than my own, and his loyalty to our people is, as mine, strong and
enduring. I had intended to petition the temple for a Sending, that he might
join us for a short while, before using means of teleportation to briefly
return myself, Trahaearn and Elussien to the great city, and perform the
necessary rites. I have no doubt that he would be willing to aid us in this,
but if it is the group's wish to travel into the forests, I am prepared to
make the journey by road."

"Teleporting would certainly be quicker," Rhiannon says softly. "I did not
want to travel across Anauroch, so I took the long way around from the High
Forest, which took me past Evereska; it is a very long way to travel."

"Indeed, I rather expected you to say something like that. In which case, I
would be perfectly willing to wait here, it would make little sense for us
all to go when not all of us will be permitted to enter Evereska. Besides, I
have no wish to intrude on your grief. However," adds Selm, after a moment,
"I would like to hear more about your father."

"My father..." says Valanwé, musing on the pictures of home that sprang into
his mind. "My father is the man for whom I have the most respect in the
world, though I doubt that that fact requires explaining. In our homelands,
he is a senior researcher at the Academy of Magic, and was largely
responsible for the training in The Art that I have recieved thus far; he
tutored me himself, rather than send me to any particular school, and his
magic knows few limits - his specialisation is in the school of Evocation.
Through him, I have been lucky enough to gain limited access to tomes and
manuscripts held at the Academy, and they too, have furthered my learning. I
digress however - as a man, he is four hundred and sixty-one years of age,
and of simillar appearance to myself, accounting for his age, and a slight
difference in height and build. He is kind and generous, but just, and it is
my own wish to follow in his footsteps, should my power grow that far. I
need not remind you that my opinion is biased, but I suspect that if you
meet him, you will not be displeased with him. He is very personable, moreso
than myself I suspect, but his principles still guide him. For me to say
more is difficult - I find that describing one's relatives to strangers is
an interesting endeavour. Most often, expectation and reality do not match
from mere descriptions, but I should be very happy to introduce him to you,
should it be possible for him to join us whilst you are all here."

Selm sees clearly the love and respect in Valanwé's eyes as he talks about
his father and mentor. Smiling, he says, "If your father is half the elf you
have just described to us, and I don't doubt that he is everything you said,
I would be honoured to meet him."

"As would I" Rhiannon added softly.

Nodding in thankful acknowledgement to Selmwell, before turning to Rhinanon,
Valanwé says: "You are very kind. Rhinannon - I regret I did not speak to
you for long on our journey here. Are you prepared to tell us of your
background or experience? I should be pleased to hear it if so; I suspect
Dawnmaster Calathandra's vigil may be of some duration."

Rhiannon smiles: "Certainly. I was born in the High Forest near the Silver
Marches; my mother was a druid there so I was raised in the forest itself.
Beautiful place, so long as you avoid the orcs. For as long as I can
remember I've always known I wanted to follow in my mothers footsteps and
become a druid. I chose to serve Mielikki rather than my mothers patron
Silvanus as I agreed with Meilikki's vision that the cities and the forests
need to co-exist."

At Rhiannon's description of her mother, Selm chuckles. At the questioning
looks shot at him, he waves his hand and quickly says, "Oh, it's nothing,
I'll explain in a minute."

Continuing, Rhiannon says: "After I became a druid I became invovled with
diplomatic missions between the leaders of the Silver Marches and a powerful
Treant named Turlang. I like Turlang a lot; you'd think someone with his age
power and wisdom would be very up on himself, but hes not like that at all,
he's really down to earth." She pauses for a moments reflection, and
continues: "Sorry, I have kind of drifted off the point a bit here, I do
that sometimes. So anyway, after a few years of this I decided I wanted to
see more of Faerûn, which was expected - apprantly lots of druids decide
this. I didn't really have a plan of where to go, I explored the Silver
Marches for a bit and then headed south, past Evereska, through Comyr and up
into the Dalelands. Once here, a local druid asked me to help look into the
odd actions of local animal and plant life which brings us up to where we
are..." Rhiannon looks around and blushes: "Sorry I do tend to go on a bit
once I get going."

"Ahh," says Valanwé, smiling. "You needn't worry about going on - I knew a
bard once who was determined to recite the entirety of Reaseman's Epics from
start to finish. That was seven years ago, and last I heard, he's still
going...."

"Not a problem, my dear, thank you for sharing. Anyway," adds Selm, "my
somewhat rude interruption there was not meant to cause offence, it is
merely that I have observed an interesting irony."

"Oh? What irony is that?" Rhiannon asks quizzicaly.

Selm cracks a grin, "Isn't it funny how everybody really does turn into
their parents? Valanwé here is walking in his father's footsteps, you have
dedicated yourself to nature in the same way as your mother, and it was my
mother who first taught me the ways of Eldath."

"I believe the question that should be asked at this point," observes
Valanwé, "is whether - having chosen to follow the paths trod by our
parents - we can resign ourselves to being as they are now, in years to
come? I know many an Elf who would that he turned into his father, though
how it is in other cultures I am less sure."

Rhiannon smiles "I plan to return to the High Forest some day, and although
I'd never tell her this, I would be proud to end up like her."

"Very true," agrees Selm, "if I attain even a small degree of her wisdom, I
will be a happy man. I just hope my time on Faerûn is not cut so cruelly
short," he adds in a soft whisper, a tear rising in his eye.

"I wonder," says Valanwé. "Shall we perhaps take a walk around the village?
I would welcome the exercise, and I am sure that I could be persuaded to
provide suitable lodgings for the night, should we not return till
eventide."

"Not yet, I will wait here until they have finished in the Dawnmaster's
chambers - my conscience will not permit me to go elsewhere," says Selm,
still in a somewhat hushed voice.

"I am ashamed," said Valanwé, taken aback by the cleric's comment, and
embarrassed at his own faux pas. "I had not considered that, and I
apologise. I will remain also."

"Don't be," says Selm, "it could be minutes or it could be hours. Either
way, I am content to wait here under Lathander's dominion until we receive
some news about Master Daleson." Bringing the conversation back to what was
going on while they sat and talked seemed to have killed the mood, the
suspense hung thick in the air, almost as if it was tangible. Quietly
adjusting his sitting position, Selm bowed his head slightly and prepared to
wait.



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 15 Aug 2005 18:22:00
Message:
Caylith stood quietly off to the side. She had been very quiet during most of the journey and the return to the town. The sudden violence and loss of life was something new to her and she still wasn't certain what to expect.

Listening to Selm and Valanwe talk to the Rhiannan, she approached quietly. Softly laying a hand on Valanwe's shoulder she spoke quietly.

"If you would have me, I would like to continue to travel with you," she said. "Elussien was a true fighter. I would like to see him laid to rest." She paused. "I have heard nothing of Evereska save that it is the land of elves. If I would be permitted to...I would like to assist in whatever way I can." She looked around the temple. "Though I would like to know what the temple will do with Lord Daleson? I don't quite understand."



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 15 Aug 2005 23:59:50
Message:
Valanwé looks up at the half-dragon, and smiles: "Of course," he replies. "I would be glad of the company, and I am sure that your assistance will again be invaluable, should we run into trouble. That said, how we are to go about returning Elussien the the Fortress Home remains to be seen. Certainly there are several possibilities which will need to be explored. Regardless of the course we take, I would not that our brief fellowship come to an end so soon, and I hope that we shall journey many roads further before we part ways. As for Master Daleson..." He tails off for a moment, and then continues in hushed tones: "I should not be surprised if we were to see him again soon. Daleson was slain in the service of his Lord Lathander, and I suspect that attempts are being made to raise him up once more. I confess that I am hopeful of their success, though that may not be what you had expected to hear. I do not believe that it was his time, but we must wait and see what may happen."

Not awaiting an immediate reply, he adds: "And how are you, daughter of the skylords? Is all well with you, or may I be of further assistance?



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 16 Aug 2005 00:36:59
Message:
"Is it okay if we talk while we wait?" Caylith asks. "I have so many questions."

Valanwé merely glances to the seat next to his, with another smile, and nods for her to sit down.
She takes a seat beside him, carefully moving her new sword to one side. He turns slightly, altering his posture to face her, and waits for her to begin.

"When you say 'raised'?" she asks. "I am not certain of this practice? Is it like one of your spells? I have heard stories of how some would return from the dead as ghosts if their duty is not done? Do you think Lord Daleson is one of those?" She paused. "I feel that I have not been as forthcoming as everyone else. I know I have asked a lot of questions and fear I have given few answers in return. I have learned so much about the world in such a little time. But there still seems to be so much more to learn. You, Trahaearn and Elussien are the first Elvenkind I have met and I feel like there are so many things I could learn from you. " She hestitated again. "My people did not travel much."

"Fret not yourself for asking too many questions," replies Valanwé pleasantly, but seriously. "I for one, do not believe that to ask too many questions is possible. The pursuit of knowledge drives me beyond near any other cause. Though I do not believe that there are many, relatively speaking, who share this goal, those of us who do acknowledge that to ask questions is the only way to learn, and that to learn is the practical application of our inner thirst for knowledge. I suppose that must be a somewhat sesquipedalian way of saying that I do not mind answering."

He pauses, and replaces Aencar's tome into his backpack which lies in front of him on the floor. Waving a hand across his face, he dispells his ability to read the magical writings, and his eyes return to their original gold colour from the deep blue they had formerly appeared. Continuing, he says: "When I say 'raised', I speak of nothing less than restoring those who have fallen to life - they are brought back from their resting place and rejuvented to their former health and vigour. There are also those, whose spirits remain on the Material Plane after their deaths, rather than making the journey to their God's heaven or hell until some tie that binds them to their former habitations is undone. These are the ghosts - often called 'restless spirits', for they never cease their attempts to escape the 'prison' in which their souls are trapped."

Pausing again to allow Caylith to take in the information, he turns his palm upward, concentrates, and watches as his hand begins to glow with faint yellowish energy. "My magic," he continues, "is based upon meticulous study and practice. I am able to cast spells, not through innate magical ability as a sorceror might, but through careful reading and learning of the techniques that shape magic. With the exception of this extremely insignificant effect, which appears to be a product of my heritage," he says, raising his hand to indicate the energy emanating from it, "my spells are prepared from writings and texts which describe the processes my mind must take to produce an effect. It is from memorising these processes, and triggering their completion at the appropriate time that I weild the power I do. Conversely, a sorceror has his own innate power, which he must learn to weild using simillar processes - the difference being that his spells are cast without preparation, but those he can cast are limited by the magic held within him. The magic itself however, is very simillar in both sorcerors and wizards, and is known by many names, the most common of which is 'Arcane Spellcasting'."

Again, Valanwé pauses for Caylith to digest the information: "The ability to raise the dead, however, is not something that Arcane Magic can achieve. There is a type of magic of which I know next to nothing about, that is rumoured to allow a wizard to weild this power, but I do not even know the name by which it is called, or indeed, whether it even exists. The known magics that can raise the dead are weilded by powerful clerics, who offer prayers and supplications to their gods, that they might channel their deity's divine power through themselves to achieve such effects. This is divine magic, and differs in the sense that the power a cleric weilds is not his own innate ability, or achieved through study, but is the power of his deity, who may deny the use of such power if the cleric weilding it displeases them. In the case of Lord Daleson, I am able to assure you with near-certainty that he will not return as a ghost, should he return, but will be the same bold warrior who set out at the front of our column several days ago, leading our quest."

Pausing for the final time, he adds: "I hope that this has been of some help to you? If I am able to provide further clarity to your thoughts, please ask - I am more than willing to answer, to the extent of my own knowledge."



Reply author: Kaladorm
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Message:
"Thank you, Valanwe. I am most appreciative of your help. I know that many of my father's kind wield the Arcane art but I have not seen it in action much. My mother's people's magic seems to be different than both but perhaps it is more like your sorcerers than I know. I only know what I can or cannot do." She sighed. "I hope that the God of Lord Daleson is willing to return him. He too is a good man."



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 17 Aug 2005 11:52:12
Message:
"Who knows what the Gods will do, Caylith," puts in Selm. "Daleson was a
noble man who seemed to serve his deity well. He also was taken from us
whilst on a quest for Lathander, so that ought to be in his favour.
However," he continues, looking Caylith directly in the eyes with his liquid
bluish-grey ones, "not all spirits are willing to return; would you wish to
leave paradise and the eternal love of your God?" He pauses, allowing the
question to sink in. "Lathander is a kindly deity with a strong personality,
I think there is a fair chance he may wish Master Daleson to return to
Faerûn, but it is an arrogant man indeed who believes he fully understands
the ways of the Gods."
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Message:
"I did not mean to question your gods." She said hestitantly. "I only meant...that...I mean..." She stopped and took a deep breath and looked Selm squarely in the eyes. "If it is pleasing to both Lord Lathandar and to Lord Daleson that he should return, then I will be glad. If it is not their will, then I would like to honor Lord Daleson in the manner of his ways." She smiled, hoping her words would not be taken harshley. She looked at Valanwe and Selm, and said, "I must admit to being unfamiliar with your gods. I only know my own and even they are difficult to fathom at times. Learning about people's gods and their beliefs is but one of the reasons I travel and so was one of the reasons I asked questions of Lord Valanwe. To be honest, Lord Selm, the very idea of returning from the dead as anything other than a ghost or restless spirit ( she glances at Valanwe) is something far beyond my ken. I do not know how I would react if such a choice were presented to me."

Selm studies Caylith for a while, choosing his words carefully. "In that, I
think you are showing real wisdom, Caylith - to say one way or the other how
one would react if presented with such a choice seems a little foolish to
me. And there is also much good about your quest for knowledge, knowledge
and experience are what make life more fulfilling. I am, of course, happy to
answer any questions you may have to the best of my ability, and would be
interested in learning more of yourself. I didn't mean to sound harsh, but I
do not pretend to know every whim of my beloved Eldath, let alone any other
God." He smiles, to reinforce the point he was trying to make. "I'm also
sure we'll all honour whatever decision is made with regards to Master
Daleson. And please, drop the 'Lord', just Selm is fine. I have no such
title, nor do I want one."

"Nor I," seconds Valanwé. "I am but a simple wizard, and deserve no such
special attention."




Reply author: Kaladorm
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Message:
The hour grows long, and Cathalandra's guardian still remains outside her chambers. A cleric of the temple approaches the party and says gently "I know you are all anxious about our champion and your friend. Cathalandra is deep in prayer to the Morninglord and I cannot say how long she will be. You have all had a long journey, please get some rest here" He gestures towards an open doorway at the side of the church, through which can be seen a number of simple bunk beds.



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 18 Aug 2005 15:08:12
Message:
Caylith nods. "Selm and Valanwé then it is. More about myself...I suppose you are right. I have not shared as much as everyone else. As you know, I am Caylith D'Varen and as I am certain you can guess, I am half-dragon. My father is Justiariath...men call him a crystal dragon. He likes to travel and meet different people and I suspect I get some of my curiosity from him. It also wouldn't surprise me if I find I have other sisters or brothers with the same father. ( She says in a somewhat cynical tone.) My mother is Caren of the D'Varen clan. She doesn't like to travel. Our home lies high in the Thunderpeak Mtns. The dragons call our people Maenads. As you can see, (she holds out her arm so the shimmering nature of her skin reflects in the candlelight ), we look a little different. Many of our clan are blessed with special abilities similar to those of your sorcerers but the power we use is somewhat... different in nature. I have heard other learned call it psionics. I only know that I have some minor ability in this nature - most of what I can do makes me a better fighter." She pauses and seems to think a second. "I could keep going but my mother always said I talked a bit too much and didn't let people ask questions so...is there something in particular you would like to know?"



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 22 Aug 2005 16:07:22
Message:
On the morning of the third day spent in the temple, the door to Dawnmaster Cathalandra's room finally opens slowly.
Cathalandra walks out of the room, looking incredibly weary, and her guardian moves swiftly to support her. She attempts to speak and then falls silent, her head bowed in exhaustion.

Behind her, a confused but determined looking Daleson strides out, looking as strong as ever. His wounds have been healed, and his armour glints in the light of dawn shining through the roof of the temple. He takes a few heavy breaths, and hefts the shield emblazoned with the symbol of Lathander. In his right hand he holds the Blood of Lathander, it's faint rosy glow now bright and beaming.

From Daleson's hands, the Blood floats upwards and resumes it's place at the forefront of the temple, it's glow washing over all present and imparting a feeling of joy and security.

Bathed in the aura of light, and decked in the Morninglords symbols, Daleson is truly an awe inspiring champion. Indeed a few of the clergymen fall to their knees, struck by the miracle that brought him back to life.

All are silent as Daleson moves to speak.



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 23 Aug 2005 11:37:04
Message:
As everyone gathers around, Daleson turns first to Selm and acts as if to speak. Instead, he strides forward and embraces the cleric's arm in a shake of friendship, then, still gripping Selms's arm, embraces him in a brotherly hug with his other arm. He follows with Valanwé, then the others. His hug lingers perhaps a few seconds too long on Caylith. When finished, he is shedding a few tears, yet looks as noble as ever.
"Thank you all. The Blood of Lathander is returned to its home and people. I thank you all for continuing our mission when I," Daleson falters, bows his head, then continues, "gave my life in the Morninglord's service."
He beems at you suddenly, as if a ray of light all his own, and exclaims, "I have been given an important responsibility. I know what I must do, for while I sacrificed myself to help recover the Blood, I came back to fulfill my life's work. It is the gravest of burdens, yet also the greatest of joys."
He glances ot Cathalandra, and she returns a motherly smile for him as he turns back to you, "I leave in the morning to start my new life and responsibility and hope that we may continue our voyage together, at least for a time."



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 23 Aug 2005 23:41:18
Message:
"I am curious to know what he means," says Valanwé quietly, leaning over to Semwell as he speaks. "I have some idea of his implication, and I am sure he is a changed man. You were right my friend, when you exhorted mortals' inability to predict the Gods."



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 24 Aug 2005 11:05:21
Message:
Warmly returning Daleson's embrace, Selm stands back to watch the clearly
very emotional man work his way around the group. As Valanwé leans in to
talk to him, he quietly replies, "Indeed, though I am delighted wuth the way
things have shaped up here. And I'm sure Master Daleson will let us know
what he means in his own time," he adds, though like the elf, his natural
curiousity had definitely been piqued.



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 12 Sep 2005 09:34:01
Message:
Daleson's elation at his rebirth continues through the early evening. Dinner at the temple is simple fare, but no one notices due to the companionship and mirth shared ove the meal. The paladin lets slip a few clues as to his destination, yet he keeps specific clues from you until after the food is gone. Sitting around the circular table fashioned in the form of the sun, he rises and taps his dagger against his shield resting upright on the floor next to him.

"Friends, as I have said I leave on the morrow to fulfill my life's work. I know not what awaits me other than that which I have seen briefly before being reborn. I must travel to Ashabenford, and from there out to seek my ward. A child is born who will fulfill a great destiny. He needs the protection of the Morninglord, so I must go to him. I welcome any of you who would travel with me."

He waits expectantly for responses.



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 13 Sep 2005 00:02:19
Message:
The obvious glee Daleson had been showing all evening in having been
returned to Faerûn had rubbed off on Selm. Smiling warmly at the man's
dedication to purpose, when offered the chance to accompany him, Selm didn't
need to think before replying. "It would be my pleasure, gladly will I
accompany you on your quest, friend Daleson."



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 13 Sep 2005 00:04:36
Message:
"Aye," says Valanwé, first rummaging in his pack lying nearby, and then
standing up and looking briefly at each of those present in turn. Pulling
the bottle he had retrieved from his pack, from under the cover of his
robes, he places it gently on the table. "I propose not to speak," he
continues, "or disrupt our celebration for longer than I must. I know how
dull Elves can be, and I feel sure that I do not wish to reinforce that
stereotype. I do, however propose a toast to good health, and happy journeys
on the road ahead," he glances at Daleson: "upon which I shall be most
pleased to join you."

Passing a hand over the top of the bottle, a quiet 'pop' is heard as the
cork is removed: "I would be grateful if you would all charge your glasses,
in honour of our returned friend, and in gratitude to his Lord Lathander,
for allowing that return."



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 13 Sep 2005 14:05:47
Message:
"It would be my honor to continue to accompany you." Caylith raises her glass. "To Lord Lathandar and Lord Daleson."

A member of the clergy beckons for Valanwé to come aside and talk to him. When he does so the cleric speaks, 'We have sent word to your father as you asked, but he is yet to contact us. Master Daleson is anxious to depart and if you wish you can leave the fallen Elussien in our hands, we will do our best to carry out his will."
The cleric bows his head in reverence, then looks up. "I understand he confided his last wishes you master Valawé?"



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 18 Sep 2005 18:33:07
Message:
"Aye," replies Valanwé, "that he did. Listen carefully, good sir, and I will do my best to recall..." He trails off, thinks for a moment, and continues with a sigh, albeit lovingly, as he speaks of his home. "Whether 'tis possible for you to carry out these wishes, I know not, for his wish was to be given back to the Earth, laid to rest in the Fortress Home of Evereska. In the meadows, to the south of the city, The Singing Waters flow by a particularly tall silver willow, whose longest branches touch the waters themselves. Not more than fifty yards due east of this tree, stands an ancient oak, surrounded by a sea of flowers - bluebells, snowdrops - many beautiful plants sprout there. Indeed, it is a place I know well, and it was Elussien's wish that his remains be taken there, and shown to the sky for a day and a night."

Looking at the cleric, to see that he had taken all the information to heart, Valanwé takes Elussien's dagger from his belt, and offers it to the man: "This blade is to be given to the Earth also, placed in his hands. It was his final reward, and so it must go with him to Arvandor. When the body has been shown to the skies for the duration, I would that you petition a cleric of Correlon to perform the necessary rights. From dust we are made, and to dust we return, and thus the body should be given to the winds, as is our custom. It is also in our nature to errect a shrine to the deceased, but I myself will take care of that. Elussien had no family that I am aware of, and thus I take it upon myself to perform the non-ceremonial rites."

Seeing the priest nod, Valanwé continues once more: "If it is not possible for you to enter the Fortress City, I would that you simply preserve the body, and find such suitable place to store it until I return. In either case, I pledge myself for the expenses incurred, and ask only that wherever he is laid be marked with a stone, and an everburning lantern, that I might find the place later on, to pay my respects, and perform what duties I must."

"I understand Master Valanwé. When something has been sorted out I will arrange for a sending to let you know what we have done"
He bows swiftly and scurries of into a back chamber to make preparations.



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 20 Sep 2005 15:23:24
Message:
With Elussien taken care of, the companions all find rest in the temple of Lathander. Morning comes late to the companions, who are in need of some rest after the long trials of the past few days. Daleson is of course awake and ready to greet the dawn, his first 'new dawn' having special significance.

Equipped and ready to embark upon their journey to Ashabenford the part leaves Hap by the same route they took to Aencar's Manor. The first day passes pleasently enough, with a cool spring breeze and a bright and clear day. Valanwé prepares a shelter for the night and the companions rest.

The second day finds Selm and Traehaearn awakening early, having not slept inside the cottage they are awoken by the abnormally cold weather that night. Shivering slightly whilst they prepare the morning meal, they awake the rest of their company. Travel is uncomfortable but not impossible.

At midday, the journey is broken up by the sight of 3 hippogriffs wheeling about in the air. They seem preoccupied and uninterested in the party until suddenly one of them dives sharply. the other two following. They are between 8 and 10 feet long, with a wing span of 20 feet, and combine the features of a horse and giant eagle.



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 21 Sep 2005 23:20:21
Message:
Caylith cries "Look out!"

Seeing the creatures swooping in to attack, and Caylith reading for action,
Selm quickly tries to come up with a non-violent solution. "Rhiannon, can
you do anything to try and calm the hippogriffs? Or does anybody have any
food or something so we can stop them attacking. Clearly they are just
looking for food and it is such a waste to slay such creatures when there
are other alternatives available."

"I see no reason for affray with these creatures," says Valanwé, pragmatically. "Draw close, if you will, and under the cover of invisibility, we might move away and confuse them. I would not wish to down such a magnificent creature lightly, though I will not hesitate to protect us."



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 21 Sep 2005 23:24:22
Message:
The group moves close to Valanwé as he weaves a shroud of invisibility over all those nearby. Rendering them all invisible, the trio of hippogriffs break off their dive and pull up to their original altitude. After circling the skies above for several minutes, the hippogriffs fly away to the south.

Many hours later, as the day is stating to turn into night. The group enter the forest that their road leads through. Ready to set camp they go about their preparations until Traheaern calls for silence. A rustling and snuffling can be hear in the bushes to the west. The party, intent upon listening to the quiet noise, are startled by a loud screech from the east. A large owlbear pads slowly towards them, and two smaller owlbears approach from the side where the noise was first heard.



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 01 Oct 2005 22:54:28
Message:

Caylith's new sword sends tingles through her arm, alerting her to the danger. Instantly ready to act, she turns to the largest owlbear and brings the sword around in a sweeping overhead chop. The sword bites deep just above the beasts shoulderblade, causing a a large gash. Vicious dark energy crackles along the blade, searing the flesh of the owlbear. It bellows in agony as the wound is ripped wide open, and Caylith yelps in pain also as the dark energy harms her as well. She looks at her slightly charred hand and winces, but regains her composure in time to dodge a swipe from the owlbear.
Meanwhile, Valanwé weaves a complex gesture in front of him and then speaks a word to complete the spell as he throws an eagles feather into the air. He floats upwards towards the canopy of the woodland and out of harms way.
The other two owlbears roar and charge at Traehaearn, one biting through the soft armour at his thigh, and other barreling into him and winding him slightly. Traehaearn is left gasping for air and momentarily sees a flash of steel to his right, before registering that Daleson is bearing down on the two owlbears with his large axe. Swinging strongly, the paladin manages to wound one of the beasts and divert its attention from Trahaearn.
The newest member of the party, Rhiannon, stands calm in the centre of the fray. She mutters a prayer to Mielikki which can only be heard by Valanwé above the party and Selm stood next to her, and the leaves swirl about her feet. This small tempest grows as she directs it towards the largest of the owlbears. Finally, the swirl of leaves falls away and in their place stands a gigantic ape, with hulking muscles and sharp teeth and claws. A command from Rhiannon sees the beast leap at the owlbear and begin to attack. Attempting to bite the beast, the ape gets swatted aside, but undeterred he rakes at it with his claws. Unable to fend off this attack the owlbear sustains heavy wounds as the ape rips again and again with its claws, leaving the beast bleeding heavily and looking extremely gory.
Across the road, Traehaearn reacts and steps away from his opponents. With one of the owlbears embroiled in battle with Daleson, Traehaearn fires as many arrows as he can at the remaining one. The first two strike close to each other, forcing the beast to rear up in pain as they embed themselves in its ribcage. Traehaearn takes aim for the final shot into the beasts eye. In it's pain induced fury the beast writhes and lashes as it renews its approach on the elf, and it's beak deflects the arrow aside, causing a lesser injury.
Away from the direct combat, Selm stands in the centre point of the party, calling out for Eldath to aid his companions in their struggle.



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 11 Oct 2005 11:41:20
Message:
Caylith hefts her new weapon again, the blade starting to feel more familiar in her hands despite the shock at the power released when last it met with flesh. Dodging a probing bite from the owlbear, the half dragon brings the sword down heavily onto the beasts skull and cleaves it in two. The damage done by the physical blade isn't enough to sate the magic contained within, and it flares into life again, spattering Caylith and the ape nearby with bloody fur and chunks of the creatures brain.
Above ground Valanwé prepares a bolt of sound energy in his hand. As the energy grows he prepares to loose it at the owlbear in combat with Trahaearn, and takes his aim. Momentarily distracted from his task by the flash of light and flying gore from Cayliths direction, he misfires the arrow. Speeding straight towards the battling duo, the sound energy slams into Trahaearns shoulder, tearing his flesh.
The effect of being hit by the energy stuns Trahaearn momentarily, and he looks about anxiously to see what enemy could have hit him with such magic. This gives the owlbear he had been fending off enough time to leap at him. His great reflexes enable him to dodge some of the worst attacks but the beasts weight eventually pushes him down to the ground. Trapped under the beast Traehaearn struggles to get free.
Rhiannon whistles to get her summoned apes attention, and the duo rush over to Traehaearn. Attempting to heal the now heavily bleeding elf, Rhiannon reaches to try and lay her hands on him. Unfortunately she cannot get a grip on him as the owlbear pins him down, and the spell energy is lifted from her hands and carried away on a light breeze. Frustrated she points and gives a short command to the ape, who leaps at the owlbear with reckless abandon. Ripping and tearing the owlbears flesh eventually causes the beast to collapse to the ground, where Traehaearn can squeeze out from underneath and leave the ape to finish it's work.
As Daleson pairs off with one of the owlbears, the others hear a low throbbing coming from his direction. By the first hit on the creature you identify it as coming from Daleson. After the second hit on the owlbear, it begins to sound like a musical instrument is being played, but you realize it is a sort of humming sound, a low bass, which mimicks the hammering of a smithy as each successful hit brings a louder chant from the paladin. If given the chance, you would also see a soft glow eminating from him as he smiles wide amid the spray of blood each time his axe connects. Hefting his axe for the killing blow, as his chant reaches a cresecendo, an arrow flies swiftly beneath his arm and embeds itself in the owlbears neck, finishing it off. Daleson turns to give Traehaearn a grin, and goes to clean his axe on the beasts fur as Selm tends to Traehaearns wounds.



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 11 Oct 2005 11:42:55
Message:
Descending to ground level, nearby to Trahaearn, Valanwé looks to the group as they relax from the combat just passed with as peevish expression as may be shown by an Elf. Deeply ashamed of his recent conduct, his head is lowered in shame, as he approaches his brother Elf on foot, and merely says to him in soft tones: "Forgive me, melloamin."

Looking justifiably annoyed, Trahaearn shoots Valanwé a sharp glance, and waits for him to continue. Noticing that more need be said, Valanwé offers: "I beg that there is some way to apologise for my appalling marksmanship - I am deeply ashamed, that my aim was not true. In the short term, I ask only that you take as much of this potion as may be needed for your present relief," he says, offering a small flask to the Elf. "I ask also, that I must be allowed to atone in some way for the injury I have caused you. If there is some way in which I can do this, I beg you to tell me, and it shall be done."

Somewhat placated by the manner of Valanwé's apology, Trahaearn raises an arm to the other Elf's shoulder and says merely: "In the heat of battle, mistakes are made. I may be young, but I am not naive to such things. We are both standing, having survived, and whilst I wish you had not misplaced your magics, I accept your apology. Whilst I will take your potion gladly, there is nothing I can ask of you now, bar shelter for the night, but when the time comes, I may call upon you for such atonement, as you put it." Looking round to the rest of the group, and then back to Valanwé, he finishes: "We each have our good days and bad days, melloamin. Let us hear no more of it."

Meanwhile,
Rhiannon walks slowly up to the slain owlbear, she drops slowly down to her knees next to the creature and strokes the feathers on its head, a tear forming in her eye. "poor creature" she whispers to herself. She says a short prayer to Mielikki and stands up, the Dire ape she summoned walks over to her then vanishes. Whipeing away the tear in her eye she turns to the group.

"We need to move. The smell of these corpses will attract predators" She looks around, then glances up at Valanwe "Think you could find us a suitable place to spend the night?"

"Madam," says Valanwé, with more than a hint of sarcasm in his voice, "after THAT performance, I should be glad to do something useful for the party, for a change." With a quiet call to Venterus, who appears directly, Valanwé issues some instructions, and sends the Eagle off to the diagonal left of the direction the group has been heading in. Turning to Rhiannon, he says: "I have a little over six minutes left in which I can take to the sky - would you care to join me? I propose we fan out, and look for a clearing where I might conjure us a cottage - I am loath to stay in these woods if there are more of these creatures about us." As he speaks, he glances to the owlbears, sad that blood had been spilt, but understanding that survival in the forest can come at a price.

Rhiannon nods "Yes I can help".Steping into a small clearing she losens her limbs then closes her eyes, her body disapears in a flash of bright light and a Golden eagle can be seen standing where she stood, Rhiannon, now in the form of the eagle flys into the air above the tree tops and begains searching for a good clearing.

Looking at Daleson, Valanwé says: "I apologise if I have forced the issue here. I will however, return, interfrastically." With that, he leaps into the air, and flies far above the trees, in a direction that Rhiannon and Venterus have not followed, looking for the required twenty foot square space in which to construct shelter for the night.



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 11 Oct 2005 11:44:02
Message:
Ascending to an altitude of three hundred feet or so, merely with his thought, Valanwé rises into the evening sky, and cannot help but pause for a brief moment, and admire the view. Looking back, down through the trees, he can see the glint of Dalesons armour in the fading light. Spreading his arms, and leaning forward, he moves once more, at full speed, flying into a light breeze. Surveying the ground nearby, he circles, and in the distance sees Venterus flying towards him. Looking down once more, he spots a gap in the trees, and descends headfirst, on a long diagonal swoop to investigate.

Rhiannon glided over the forest, its beauty all the more apparent from her height, her gold and brown feathered wings needing to beat only to change her course or speed. If she still had lips she would have smiled, being a bird felt so free - she felt as if all of Faerun was open to her - she wanted to fly forever. She finaly shook herself back to the task at hand, she was moving out of the area the party could easily reach before sundown and had found nothing of note. A few steady wing beats saw her turn around and head back to the party.

Meanwhile, Valanwé finds himself in a roughly egg-shaped clearing, somewhat out of place in the dense forest. He surveys the scene, believing there to be room for the cottage, but sees that the undergrowth around the clearing is as dense as any he had seen. Being some distance from the party, he decides that for those of the group who do not have the ability to fly, this place would be too difficult to access. Rising once more, he finds himself only a few feet above the trees, heading back toward the party, as Venterus joins him in flight nearby, to his left hand side. He turns to the Eagle, as he flies, and says: "I understand now, what joy you gain from flight. I would that I had better, and longer-lasting means to do so."

"Remember, Master," says Venterus, as they descend through the trees, to where the party wait patiently, "that it is merely a mode of movement for myself and my kin - the joy comes from the new found freedom. I would that I knew what it was to swim."

Smiling kindly at the Eagle, he descends to but a few feet above the forest floor, and approaches the party.

As she approches the party, Rhiannon takes one last circle around the area, enjoying the feel of the air beneath her wings, then she flies down to the others. Landing, she shifts back into the true form. She staggers a little, shapeshifting always took a little out of her, then she steadies herself: "There are no suitable clearings within easy reach that way," Rhiannon said pointing in the direction.

"I have discovered but one location which would contain a shelter," says Valanwé, "but it is inaccessible on foot. I believe we must sleep on the forest floor, or amongst the branches tonight. What is your opinion, Master Daleson? Shall we go further tonight, or set up camp in this area?



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 11 Oct 2005 14:03:07
Message:
Better to be prepared in a place of our choosing than to stumble on some trap in the night."
Daleson surveys the forest floor, then looks to the woodland folk of the party asking, "Was there any place a bit more defensible we could use to camp at, or is this spot as good as the rest?"



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 19 Oct 2005 18:54:03
Message:
Valanwé informs the group of the situation, and they make camp by the road. The night passes uneventfully and they carry on the next day a little more refreshed.
the weather returning to normal temperature, and it being a nice bright day. No other adventurers are on the road, and the party passes the day by chatting and joking (with audible groans at some of Valanwé's repetoire).

Around midafternoon on the third day, Traehaearn calls for a halt. They are on the straight piece of road a few hours past where they last turned off to Aencars Manor, which affords a good view ahead. In the distance they can see sunlight glinting off metal, and as the figures get closer you can see 5 mounted humanoids dressed in armour.



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 19 Oct 2005 18:55:07
Message:
Daleson rides to the front of the party and hefts his shield. Not as much for protection as to catch the sun's glare on the shield and redirect it towards the riders, hoping to sun-blind a few long enough for a couple of the party members to "relocate" to better positions should combat occur.
"Those good with bow find a defensible position or limb. All others form on me and make no threatening moves. Yet, we must be prepared," he calmly informs everyone.

Selm moves forwards with him. "Master Daleson, do not be too hasty, I pray. We have no idea of who these travellers may be and by preparing to take action, we may appear threatening
to them. I suggest we wait until they are closer so that we might better
tell who, or what, they are. I would be quite willing to go and speak with
them so as to avoid any unnecessary misunderstandings," Selm finishes.



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 19 Oct 2005 18:56:55
Message:
"Worry not Selm. We will talk. As I said everyone, do not draw your weapons, or appear threatening. Just be safe. If they take a little precaution as hostility, then there is aught we can do to change their initial reaction, but we can change their minds if they mean us no harm."



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 19 Oct 2005 18:58:01
Message:
The men get closer, and it can be seen they are wearing platemail with a red surcoat. Emblazoned on the surcoat is a flaming sword.

The leader of the party (on an armoured warhorse) rides forward, points his weapon at you and bellows "Submit!"



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 19 Oct 2005 18:59:50
Message:
After the challenge, the riders come closer still. To be either in talking or fighting range is unclear to the party at that moment. Valanwé, having prepared himself at first sight of the men by flying into the trees by the side of the road, starts to prepare another spell in case of hostilities.

Upon divining that the riders are followers of Tempus, God of war and
battles, Selm decides it would be easier if Daleson negotiated and voices
his concern. "Master Daleson, while I would gladly go forth and speak with
these riders, I feel you would probably be better placed than me. My Lady
Eldath is a peaceful Goddess and I think that they would better receive a
follower of a, ah, more militaristic deity."



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 19 Oct 2005 19:02:00
Message:
Daleson raises his free hand, axe at the ready, but not in hand, and swings his shield "open" so they can see that no weapons are in hand. "Men of Tempus, we wish for no battle unneeded. Yet, you would ask a warrior to submit when parley is called for?"
He waits for their reply, calmly humming a tune a bit different from that of the one he hammered through in the battle with the owlbears. This one is bright and cheerful, reminding everyone of the sound of a whetstone sharpening a blade.

One man, gilded in slightly more elaborate platemail than the others rides forward. Without removing his helm he says briskly
"State your business and purpose here"



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 19 Oct 2005 19:03:22
Message:
Daleson responds, "We are travelers, nothing more. Is there danger about that warriors of Tempus heed the call to fight?"

"The Abbey of the Sword polices this road. State your business and purpose. If your answer displeases us you will accompany us further for questioning" replies the armoured man briskly.



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 20 Oct 2005 16:40:09
Message:
"The Abbey of the Sword polices this road. State your business and purpose. If your answer displeases us you will accompany us further for questioning."

"We are just passing through on our way to Ashabenford to find a child special to the church of my lord, Lathander. Do you have any news of the road ahead? I am sure there is safe passage with the Abbey's men protecting it."
Daleson smiles and answers the warriors question as if they were old friends and comrades. His upbringing by the warrior race of dwarves helping smooth the ruffled feathers of the vigilant warriors.

"Very well. You shall find the town of Essembra 3 or 4 hours travel along the road. Good luck on your quest Lightbringer. Fight with honour."

The knight salutes, and he and has men carry on past the party.



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 20 Oct 2005 16:41:09
Message:
Caylith sighs in relief and take her hand from her sword. She looks at Daleson. "Are all men of Tempus so fierce?"

"Fierce is a word I would use to describe them in battle. Uptight may be a better term for them outside of battle.
Let us be off. Essembra awaits."

Appearing from the treetops, once the Knights of Tempus were well on their way, Valanwé returns to the ground, and rubs his hands together with a smile. With a raised eyebrow, he comments wryly: "Well, that could have been less pleasant... shall we be on our way?"

Daleson whispers something to Caylith, smiles brightly, then spurs his mount on leading the way once everyone is reassembled.



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 23 Oct 2005 23:26:53
Message:
Rauthavyr's road takes the party into Essembra around dusk.

The great walled castle atop the hill can be seen from the distance, and overlooks the small town. This strange miniature moated castle is actually the home of Ilmeth, hereditary lord and war chancellor of the town.

Essembra has few impressive buildings. The adventurers pass a wagon shop entitled 'Sarguth's Wheelworks' which has already shut up shop, and the festhall (the lonely mermaid) next door is starting to attract patrons for an evening meal and drinks.

Few can help but notice the large muddy field which the road runs through, empty of stalls and encampments. This area is known as the battlegrounds and is kept free as a marshalling ground for armies.

Durn's Smithy is still open and inside stands a giant of a man, pounding away on a very well formed sickle for use of the local farmers. He looks up from his work and beams at the party, then whilst continuing to strike the metal he manages to grunt out 'South field...horse pond there.....ye can camp if ye need.....might prefer an inn though.....bit chilly of late". He looks up and grins again as the party thanks him and heads to the south fields to water the horses after their long journey.



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 24 Oct 2005 11:56:07
Message:
"Let us find shelter for ourselves and our mounts. I would like to know of any trouble brewing as I brew in a tall glass of mead." Daleson lets out a warming laugh at his own quip, yet it is contagious as everyone looks forward to home cooked food and pleasant conversation with the locals.



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 25 Oct 2005 11:42:30
Message:

Once the party had decided on a place to dismount Rhiannon says "We should find a place to keep the horses safe while we explore the town".

"Aye," says Valanwé. "That we should. Could you speak to them, and ask them to find pasture, or should we seek out some stables?"

"I'll talk to them" Rhiannon says smiling. She raises her hands into a signal and says a short incantation and casts Speak With Animals on herself. Gathering the horses together, she says to them: "Ok, please listen carefully. We are going to rest in this town for the night, would you all like to stay here for the night to eat the grass or would to prefer we find you a stables?" The horses seem to shift slightly and then Rhiannon starts giggling, noticing that some people were staring she explains: "The horse said something funny."

"Ok," Rhiannon says after stroking one of the horses on his muzzle: "This one would like to stay with us, but the others are fine to stay in the field for the night"

"How is he?" asks Valanwé of Arcanen, concerned for his mount's wellbeing.

"He's fine for staying out in the night, but he'd like it if you checked in on him at some point."

"Tell him, if you will, that I shall," replies Valanwé, "and that as always, I'm grateful for his companionship, and his strength."

"I'll tell him that" Rhiannon says, trying not to let the chatter she could hear from every animal in the area distract her. After speaking to Arcanen, Rhiannon giggles again and then turns to the others "Ok, so what are we going to do in the town anyway?" she asks while stroking the muzzle of the horse that didn't want to be left alone.

"See what it has to offer, of course," chips in Selm.

"Well," says Valanwe. "It may be getting dark, but I'm fairly sure I saw a signpost to a place called 'The Elf on the Flying Stag'." With a quick glance to Tranahearn, and Rhiannon, he continues: "I suspect that might be an appropriate destination for at least three of us?"

"Half of me at least" says Rhiannon grinning.

"Well, I doubt we can split you in two without causing some serious problems, or at the very least, a small mess," retorts Valanwé sarcastically, with a grin rather too wide for his own good, "so why dont you bring your better half, and it's attachment along there with us?" he jokes.

"And I'm the flying stag, I suppose?" quips Selm. "No, seriously, it's not too bad a place but it's not ideal to hold a discussion. It's a friendly, if loud place, but the fare is good enough for me."

"In that case, I propose some dinner," says Valanwé, "with the first round on me, of course, and then that we might find a quieter secondary destination. We should see as many of the pubs and taverns as possible - if only to keep the dipsomaniac Master Daleson happy!"

"Is the child we are looking for in this town then?"

"No, I believe we are headed for Ashabenford and merely passing through Essembra," replies Selm.

"I do not know," adds Valanwé, with a glance to Daleson, "but I suspect not."

"Aye," interjects Trahaearn, joining the conversation. "If memory serves, we're to Ashabenford on the morrow."

"Master Valanwé, when we go our separate ways to invesitgate the other places in the town, may I recommend that you explore the Bold Banners? I would think it would be to your fine tastes," says Selm, grinning like a fool.

"Cease thine inane beaming, young human friend," says Valanwé, with a sharp, but put-on glance to Selm, and a false air of superiority in his voice, "it does not become thee. Tell me more of this place though, and I will consider it. You may find many a surprising trait in this wizard yet."

"Well," he begins, pausing to check his phrasing, "Belurasta runs a fine establishment and is in her person both kindly and has an almost regal manner. She is a wonderful host, catering to your every need. I meant what I said about it being the sort of place you may enjoy for its luxuries."

"And tell me Master Selmwell," says Valanwé, laughing, not only at himself, "of what occupation are it's employees?"

"That depends on exactly what you might be looking for when you are within its doors. Seek and ye shall find, as the bards like to say."

"I don't really understand this inn stuff" Rhiannon said almost absent-mindedly " I grew up in the High Forest, we all found our own food, thats what I'm used to, paying gold for food seems wrong somehow."

"Inns are," says Valanwé, turning to Rhiannon with a wry smile, "as dear Selmwell so eloquently describes, an 'acquired' pleasure."

"Aye, I can appreciate that, Rhiannon," says Selm. "My early years were not dissimilar. There is also the fact that you were clearly brought up in an Elven fashion, as was I, to a certain extent, and it is a very human method of doing things. And believe me, there is no greater joy than to sleep beneath the stars by a still pool, just watching the reflections, or to appreciate the power and beauty of a waterfall," sighs Selm wistfully.

"Ahh," observes Valanwé with a smile, "ever the poet. I comprehend that sentiment entirely, however, and trust that one day, when our adventuring is done, that I might join you for an evening of conversation, in some such place."

"Is it not an adventure of its own to enjoy such pleasures?" inquires Selm.

"Perhaps," replies Valanwé "though it strikes me that that experience would be one of the few instances of the destination being more important than the journey."

"Maybe, but 'tis always nice to travel with a friend who shares the same joy of the road," observes Selm. "It's good to have found some new companions, even if they are, ah, different to the old ones," he says, smiling sadly.

"Amen to new companions!" says Valanwé. Breaking his own culture's custom, he places an arm around Selm's shoulders, and says: "Let us go and fatten ourselves - the Stag awaits!"

With a quiet word to Caylith and Master Daleson to inform them of their plans, and suggesting a rendezvous later, the two elves, half-elf and human depart at leisurely pace from the South Field, into the main part of the town.

Passing through the gap in the trees on the east side of the south field, the group looks to the left, distracted by the raucous din coming from the otherside of the trees, originating at the Four Flying Fish Tavern. Noting that that particular Tavern would not be conducive to quiet conversation either, the four take note of it's location nonetheless, and continue ahead towards a high-walled area of the town. To the right, they notice stables, but ignore them for the moment, having seen to mostof the horses earlier. Following the wall round to the north side, they pass through a large gateway, and beyond the hardware shop, closed for the night, and onward between houses to a large, evidently well constructed building situated between the two temple buildings.

"This must be the place," observes Trahaearn as they approach. "Believe the first round was on you, Valanwé?"

Arriving at the open doors of the Inn, Valanwé turns to Selmwell, and hands him the reigns of the horse he's been leading: "Would you mind very much dealing with this one, Master Selmwell," he asks. "I get the impression you know this town well, and would know where it is acceptable to leave an horse?"

Taking the reigns, and giving a nod, and a grin, Selmwell leads the horse away, as the other three members of the group enter the restaurant.

The Inn itself was surprisingly light on the inside, a few heads turned to stare at the three strangers as they entered the inn. Rhiannon quickly shrinks away into one of the corners, not likeing enclosed spaces very much.

Whilst Trahaearn joins Rhiannon at the table she had retreated to, Valanwé approaches the bar area of the restaurant, and gently moves through the throng of patrons surrounding it. Awaiting his turn, he requests three tankards of strong ale, and a large jug of water. Having paid the man, he takes the drinks to the table on a tray, and asks Rhiannon "May I?" as he gestures toward the place next to her.

"Be my guest," replies Rhiannon, pulling the hood of her cloak over her head.

"Thank you," says Valanwé, and sits down next to her, opposite Trahaearn.

Taking a sip of water Rhiannon looks around and asks: "So how are you enjoying the trip so far?"

"Well the men of Tempus certainly could have been less pleasant," says Valanwé in hushed tones, not speaking loudly enough to be overheard, "but as much as one enjoys being shot at, wounded and exhausted - very much. What say you Trahaearn?"

With a sigh, Trahaearn rests his mug back onto the table, and looks up, across the table: "I would that we had not lost Elussien," he says simply, and then, with a smile growing on his face, he continues: "but in so far as I am able to share this fine ale with comrades and friends, I have enjoyed it very much indeed!"

Rhiannon turns to Trahaearn, "I haven't had much of a chance to speak with you, how is it that you came to be in this party, if you don't mind my asking?"

Valanwé and Rhinannon listen to Trahaearn recount his recent travels, and during this time, Selm slips in and quickly 'attacks' the tankard of ale left waiting for him. Eventually a waitress arrives at the table, and requests their order.



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 25 Oct 2005 11:43:39
Message:
The clamor inside the inn rises as the drinks flow. People jostle in and out of the doorway, either on their way to a tavern or coming in for a late meal.
The friendly dalesfolk seem unperturbed at the din from the metal plates and tankards or the children scurrying about between tables, and are quite happy to sit themselves down wherever they can find a spot. Indeed some of the dalesfolk take a small delight in breaking up young couples or party groups by sitting down in a free spot to join them.

The adventurers eat heartily, enjoying a warm meal and rest. The noise from the restaurant is painfully keen to the elves (and half elf's) sensitive ears, and only Selm hears the man standing over the table asking if he may sit with them. The others follow Selms eyes to the man who sits down with them and then orders some food from the passing waitress.



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 30 Oct 2005 12:21:31
Message:
Raising his voice to be heard over the din of the tavern the young man begins to converse with the group.

Hail friends, it would appear that you are all companions of the road. If I might be so forward, I seem to find myself in shot supply of such, a disagreement in moralities, and if indeed you are a group of such adventurers I am inclined to offer you my skills on your journey. I am trained with the blade and the Art. Suddenly taking on a more serious expression he says “I do however want to make it clear that if I join you it will be as an equal, for I am no mans lackey." With the smile returning to his face he continues, "Oh yes and forgive me for not formally introducing myself, I am Bach of Silvery Moon."



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 30 Oct 2005 12:22:35
Message:
"Hail Bach, I am Valanwé," says Valanwé, looking up at him. "I cannot speak for my friends, or our party as a whole, but I would be glad if you joined us for a drink, and told us more of yourself."

Settling himself more comfortabley at the table the smile remains on Bach's face, that is, everywhere except his eyes. His eyes take on the look of one who is looking back into the past. In the same cheerful voice he used to introduce himself he says "What is it you wish to know Master Valanwé?"



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 01 Nov 2005 08:22:29
Message:
Rhiannon peeks up from the inside of her hood

"Did you say you were from Silverymoon?"



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 03 Nov 2005 08:20:51
Message:
My story is no epic ballad but to tell it in detail
would still take more time than I believe we have this
night. I was raised by the proprietors of an in near
Silverymoon. I never knew my parents and there was
never any true affection between me and my adopted
parents. One day when an adventuring party stopped by
the inn I convinced them to take me on as a page.
They became my family, mother, father, brother. It
was not long before I began to learn from them and I
became a comrade rather than a servant. They retired
a few years ago and offered me a place among them. I
had to refuse because the thrill of adventure still
has a strong grasp on my heart. I have been a member
of many adventuring and mercenary groups but something
always happens and I find myself alone on the road
again. My previous accompaniment slowly digressed
from mercenaries to street thugs. I follow the coin
as much as any other mercenary but I draw the line at
becoming nothing more than a thug and steeling money
from those who have rightly earned it. As for my art
two of my mentors were wizards and when they learned I
had a knack for the Art they insisted I allow them to
school me in the art.



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 03 Nov 2005 08:21:52
Message:
"I thank you for sharing those details with us," says Valanwé. "'Details' is
perhaps not the best word, but I am most glad to make your acquaintance, and
to know you better. I am pleased also, to meet someone who shares simillar
abilities to myself - I am sure there is much we can discuss, if you favour
conversation on that subject."

Looking round once more to Selmwell, he adds: "Shall we perhaps see aught of
Master Daleson and Caylith?"



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 03 Nov 2005 21:54:33
Message:
Meanwhile.....



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 03 Nov 2005 21:56:57
Message:
Caylith nods as part of the group splits up. Looking at Master Daleson, she says..."Since our compatriots have headed straight for the food...perhapes we should arrange the rooms. I think I saw a inn mark on "The Watchful Eye." Perhaps we can see if they have enough lodging for us and then meet them at Tavern?"



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 03 Nov 2005 21:58:00
Message:
"Well, Milady. It seems we are on our own for a short time. While I grow fond of our traveling companions, I do appreciate this time with you more.
You narry say much about your friends, family, or enemies for that matter. While I do not wish to pry, I am curious." Daleson looks at Caylith with a deep curiousity and apparent affection.
"Please, let us talk as we make our way to the inn, and feel free to ask anything of me. We have time enough to meet up with the others.
Daleson profers his arm to the warrior-woman, waiting expectantly with a warm smile.



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 03 Nov 2005 21:59:00
Message:
"Thank you." Caylith said as she takes Daleson's arm and they head for an inn. "As for myself...I do have family and friends, most are back home in the mountains. I am more my father's daughter than my mother's though and sometime my feet wander. When that happens, I often journey away from the clan lands. I don't know that I have any enemies? Atleast none save the those that hunt all dragonkin without regard to cause or moralality. Feel free to ask away, if there is anything you'd like to know? 

I am curious about one thing...if it is not forbidden to ask? What drew you to your chosen path of priesthood?"



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 03 Nov 2005 22:00:00
Message:
Caylith nods. "It is alright. I have seen others chosen by the Gods react much the same. There is a fire that burns brightly among the Chosen, I have seen. It seems that the blessing of the Gods can be a two edged sword ...she touches her sword briefly. One on hand, you are able to do something about the evil that surrounds us...yet on the other, there always seems to be a loss associated with the blessing. It seems to me that sometimes the greatest loss would be the loss of freedom. All the chosen I have met often seem directed by their Gods. I am thankful the Dragon Gods have not seem fit to Choose me."



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 03 Nov 2005 22:01:07
Message:
"The gods can direct ones actions. I find, however, that those truly in touch with the gods find one whose temperment most closely resembles that of the follower. It is not the follower who conforms to the divine, but the divine who embrace the individuals in their care."
Daleson becomes quiet, with a look of contemplation apparent on his face, then asks, "Do you favor your mother... she is the dragon-half I am guessing... or your father?" He leaves the question open to further explanation, as Caylith deems fit to answer.



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 03 Nov 2005 22:02:20
Message:
"Actually, my father is the dragonkin. His name is Justariath; he is what men call a Crystal Dragon...my mother is Caren, of the clan d'Varen, a maenad. I suppose I favor my father in some ways and my mother in others. (She looks at her hand which ends in more claws and twists it so the light hits the shimmer in her skin.) I suppose I am lucky, I only favor my father slightly. I have heard tell of children of dragon who look more like the dragon than the other parent. I am lucky in that while I favor my father some in eyes and hands, I have been more or less accepted among the villages. I am learnng that traveling maenads are somewhat rare. (she says somewhat ruefully) We tend to keep to the clan lands and so I have yet to see another of my kind outside. I suppose that outside of the looks of my father, I was blessed with his curiosity as well. Growing up, I just knew, knew there was more than the clan out there...( she gestures expansively) and I was right. There is so much to see...(she looks around...and suddenly stops...)Oh, look there's the inn."

Daleson responds,
"Let us find rooms and hurry to our companions then. They may worry, and who knows what trouble they may stir in looking for us," he says with a wry smile and a look as if it would not be a bad thing for this to happen.
Daleson follows Caylith inside, adding, "some day you must explain your powers of focus. It is an ability similar to an old monk I once met who was visiting us from the High Forest."



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 03 Nov 2005 22:04:14
Message:
The Watchful Eye is almost blindingly obvious as Caylith and Dalseson amble along Rauthavyr's Road. The large, open, lidless, staring eye painted on each side of the inn looks down the road in each direction. As the pair approach from the south, the eye has a worm-eaten look (upon closer inspection one can see a few broken crossbow bolts embedded). A local informs the two (with some disgust) that it was used as a target for drunken crossbowmen during Lashan's occupation.

The large, half-timbered building is clearly a converted former manor house. The ground floor is made of stone and has arched casement windows whose shutters have been adorned with crude but striking silhouette carvings of dancing bears, leaping stags, charging boars, and running hares.
Drainpipes lead down to huge rain barrells at many places along the walls - some big enough to bathe or even sleep in. Chimneys are stacked at either end of the building and at it's bend, which are smoking away to stave off the chill in the spring night.

The inside of the building is cozy enough. A small fire sits crackling in the grate, by which an old man sits smoking a pipe and staring into the fire. A few people are sitting at tables, enjoying a few drinks after their meal, or simply chatting quietly to each other. A porter wanders in and out of a room at the back of the common room, from which some steam is emanating. The only other members in the room are a pair of girls, smiling broadly and chatting to each other. One of them nods towards Daleson and Caylith, and other other turns to look. She spins on her heel, making her skirts billow out, and walks cheerily towards the new guests.

Thrusting out her hand and with a welcoming smile she proclaims "I'm Baernysse, what can I get for you?"



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 07 Nov 2005 18:22:58
Message:
"Well met, good lady. My companion and I need to secure rooms for ourselves, and our companions. We need... uh... hm." Embarrased, Daleson leans to Caylith and whispers, "How many rooms should we get. I do not want to presume that you ladies will be bunking with the men, now that we can have private rooms. What think you?" He fidgets as he asks, unsure of the modesty of the women.



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 07 Nov 2005 23:08:47
Message:
"Good point." Caylith whispers back. "Though I suspect the lady Ranger and I could share a room if they are short rooms. That leaves yourself, Selm, Valanwe, Traehaearn." she counting them off on her fingers. "Let's start with six and we can share if they do not have enough." 



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 08 Nov 2005 11:44:35
Message:
Baernysse interjects, "I'm sorry to interrupt but we don't have six rooms available. We have four single rooms and one double room available, if that would be desireable?" She beams at the pair.

"If that's settled, will ye be wanting something to eat or drink? I can bring it up to your room if you so wish", she then adds with a whisper "I'm sure I can find a few of our famous pastries before the end of the night to give you a little taste of Essembra"



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 08 Nov 2005 13:51:03
Message:
Caylith speaks to Daleson, "That should work, I am hopeful the Lady Rhiannon and I can share a room..."



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 10 Nov 2005 10:20:15
Message:
Baernysse nods, "I'll sort it out at once" and strides towards the fire. She bends down and whispers something into the old mans ear, which causes him to splutter and grumble. She stands up again with a smile of resignation and turns towards the stairs where the rooms are.



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 11 Nov 2005 14:34:10
Message:
Daleson wanders over to the remaining girl at the bar and explains that he's leaving with Caylith to find his companions.
He then takes Caylith's arm again and the two stroll outside towards The Elf On The Flying Stag



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 11 Nov 2005 17:17:04
Message:
Seeing Selmwell shrug his shoulders, Valanwé finishes his drink, stands, and
says: "I shall just look outside, to see if they are nearby. Excuse me," and
exits his seat toward the bar. Handing three gold pieces to the barmaid on
the way out, he exits the building.



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 11 Nov 2005 17:20:38
Message:
Having left The Elf on the Flying Stag, Valanwé walks up through the town, and stops at the edge of the Marshalling ground, on the side from which they had entered Essembra. Seeing Daleson and Caylith in the distance, leaving The Watchful Eye, Valanwé raises a hand, and forms in it a tiny blue sphere of energy, shouting to them: "Hail!"

Noticing the Wizard and his pyrotechnics, Daleson touches Caylith's arm to indicate his presence, and the two head towards him, as he waits. Upon reaching him, the usual pleasantries are exchanged, and they begin the short walk back to the restaurant. Valanwé informs Daleson of another potential compainion, and the conversation then turns to how the evening might be spent:

"Well," replies Valanwé, to one of Daleson's most curious interjections, "the ale at The Stag would seem pleasant enough. I have already given the barmaid enough money to keep us in high (percentage) spirits for the whole evening - though I do not mind the oppurtunity to move elsewhere later."

With a nod and a smile, Daleson welcomes this news. Valanwé meanwhile, having spent his time outside plotting, says: "Let us tarry a moment. I believe there must be some excitement to be had, and I am minded to provide it. I have turned whole festhalls into gibbering imbeciles with this spell:"

Now standing perhaps thirty or forty feet from the entrance to the Valanwé steps slightly back from Daleson and Caylith, and begins an incantation. As he finishes the words and gestures, a white cloud of energy envelops him, and then fades, and left standing in his place is the most stunningly beautiful, six foot tall white-blonde female Elf, with bright blue eyes, straight free-flowing hair down almost to her waist, a beautiful (and ample) hourglass figure, and not a great deal of clothing to boot. The clothing she is wearing, consists of a brassiere, made only from a thin length of near skin-coloured cloth tied round her, revealing cavernous cleavage through a near transparent silken shawl wrapped around her shoulders and over her head. On her lower half, is an opaque white sarong, embroidered with gold pattern around it's edges, and on her feet, are simple, but elegant sandles.

"Call me Nynyé," says Nynyé, as the other two look on bemused, unspeaking. "The spell will last an hour - perhaps a little longer - in that time, there is fun to be had."

Sharing a glance, the meaning of which couldn't be interepreted even by the most highly trained rogues, the three continue towards the door. Awaiting the exit of a large party of men looking more slaughtered than your average clan of goblins after a hundred year war with dragons, Nynyé takes the oppurtunity to cast another spell, and the three enter the restaurant.



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 11 Nov 2005 17:23:25
Message:
Looking to the door, as he surveys the restaurant, Trahaearn casually pours his pint over his trousers as the three adventurers enter, his eyes temporarily leaving their sockets as he gazes upon the nubile Elf maiden who had just entered with his companions. A deathly hush comes across the restaurant, and Nynyé realises that all eyes are on her. With a grin, and some almost maniacally raised eyebrows, she looks around, at the men of the town holding their beer mugs to their mouths, frozen in mid-swig, before announcing in a beautifully coy, but playful tone: "Evening boys - I'm Nynyé."

Walking over to the table where the party had been seated all the while, as the pub errupts into cheers and noise, Nynyé sits down once again, next to Rhiannon, as Daleson and Caylith put up a couple of stools, sitting either side of Bach, around the end of the table.

Trahaearn, meanwhile, trying to contain himself, and not stare at the Elf-maiden's nipples, looks straight down into what remains of his pint, and drinks quickly, trying to avoid conversation. Not noticing of course, that the rest of the party had been perceptive enought o notice this silence, they all sit smiling, until he looks up from his drink. With a worried glance back, that said "what!?" in all but sound, he ventures weakly: "New companion???"

"That would be Bach," offers Nynyé sweetly, smiling at him. "I'm Nynyé, and I'm a lesbian." The cutlery rattles as a sharp jolt rocks the table. "You've met Master Daleson and Caylith before I believe?" she continues.

"Y...y...yes..." Trahaearn replies, retrieving his leg from the wrong side of the table support where it had spasmed moments earlier.

"And these are your friends, Rhiannon, Selmwell and I suspect Valanwé will be round here somewhere?"

"Yes..." he gurgles.

"And we're all having dinner in this nice restaurant, before moving on to get completely.......hey! Stop that......."

"Sorry!" yelps Trahaearn as he raises his eyeline back to Nynyé's face.

"....and of course later, when we're all obscenely drunk, I'll be sleeping next to you. So just watch it eh, kiddo?"

"Not the breasts...?" he murmurs, almost incomprehensibly.

"No my boy - not the breasts. They aren't real anyway."

"They....they look real enough," stammers Trahaearn, desperately trying to maintain eye-contact.

Raising her arms, and gesturing briefly at the two large bosoms taking up most of Trahaearn's field-of view with a look of expectancy, Nynyé pushes her chest forward, and waits. Trahaearn, unsure of what to do, cautiously puts his hands forward, and cups them gently, before stating: "They feel real enough...."

Daleson, meanwhile, barely able to contain his laughter at Nynyé's somewhat bored expression being displayed in his direction as the fondlement ensues, jumps up from his seat proclaiming a need for beer, and is immediately surprised as a mug of ale floats past his face, and lands gently on the table in front of him. Soon after follows another for Caylith, and as Trahaearn retreats into his seat looking deeply satisfied, Nynyé points at her glass, raises it above her hand, and drinks from it as it hangs in mid air. After taking a good swig, she stares directly at the younger Elf's face, and says:

"Now my boy - quite apart from the fact that I'm a lesbian... were we going to have that conversation about the iron fortress and the vermin swarm, or not?"

"Valanwé!!??" cries Trahaearn.

Laughter ensues.



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 12 Nov 2005 02:10:05
Message:
Rhiannon, looking ever more confused as the conversion goes on stares in disbelief as Traehaearn proceeds to fondle the young women right in front of half the people in the pub.

When he cries out she asks "Whats going on?"



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 12 Nov 2005 02:11:40
Message:
"This thing," says Trahaearn, with a sarcastic tone of disgust in his voice, "purporting to be an Elven lesbian, is in fact our wizard, in disguise."

"You didn't seem to have a problem with that," shoots Nynyé [Valanwé] back suggestively. He looks down his chest, and cups his bosoms, raising them in Trahaearn's direction, continuing: "Or these..." Pausing a second, surprised, he laughs in his cheeky effeminate voice, and says: "By Corellon, these are rather impressive, aren't they!? I'll have to adjust the spell next time...." His voice tails off, pondering.

Rhiannon looks at the young girl "Oh I see," she says as she takes a sip of water to hide her grin: "So do you often change shape so you can bed young Elves?

"Well I suppose I asked for that didn't I," muses Valanwé, breaking his train of thought, and sending it outside for a nice relaxing bath. "But I think I was very clear about the fact that Nynyé - only one of my preferred eveningwears - is a lesbian, and thus, true to my own personality, and hers, I only chase girls. Much as I'm sure Trahaearn would make a good partner to a real Elf-woman, I think that I will be politely declining any further advances he might wish to make."

"Amen to that," mutters Trahaearn.

Rhiannon looked up from her drink "Don't you think that body kind of overdoes things? I mean - is it even possible for a real girl to look like that??" She takes another sip, again to hide her grin.

"Well," says Valanwé, even more coyly, and laughing "one wonders what your ability to shapechange would entail, if my only objective was to pursue young Elves!" He pauses, and considers, with a glint in his eye: "And aye, it is possible, if rare to encounter such beauties amongst the Elves, though beauty is not the only virtue, if it need be so at all. I grant you though, that the spell may be, perhaps, slightly overdone...."

Rhiannon takes another sip "I won't be able to alter my apperance for some time... err, are you going to stay like that all night?"

"No," says Valanwé, simply. "The spell will wear off in an hour or so, much to the dissappointment of the locals, and Trahaearn's libido, I'm sure."

"Already deflated, thanks," interjects Trahaearn wryly.

"Else," continues Valanwé, "I shall dispel it before we move on. I hope to sample as many of the attractions of Essembra as possible, whilst we are here." Pointing to a wine bottle behind the bar, and maintaining his concentration, Valanwé draws it to himself, and acknowledges its removal to the barmaid, who smiles back, suitably impressed by the feat. "Another drink, anyone?" he inquires, having retrieved fresh goblets in the same manner.

Watching Valanwe pour for everyone who wants it Rhiannon asks "So are we staying here tonight or moving on after eating?"

"Oh - moving on," says Valanwé with an almost camp flourish. "Accounting for the fact that this is only my third drink in as many days, I think some serious lubrication is in order - we'll not find that here. Though I suspect," he adds, with a glance to Master Daleson, "that we are free to do as we please now the accomodation is arranged. Thus, the night is young, and given to meriment and folly, though I hope that I am not the only person who will be providing the latter..."

Rhiannon glances out of the window and notices the time "If you'll excause me, I have to go to make my daily prayers"

"May I join you?" asks Valanwé politely.

Rhiannon smiles "Certainly" She says carefully moving around the table, looking uncomfordable again with the large number of people in the pup.

"Excuse us," says Valanwé, escaping his seat after Rhiannon had stood. "The needs of one's religion must come before all..." He glances at her briefly, an eyebrow raised strongly in the rest of the party's direction, though she cannot see it, "...other considerations."

Rhiannon leads Valanwé out of the pub, she strokes the horse that was tied up outside there and moves down to the south field where the other horses are grazing, after checking in on the horses she moves over to a group of trees near the feild "Your horse will want you to say hi," she says to Valanwé. She then kneels down by a tree and places her hand over the holy symbol over her heart.

Performing a certain somatic ritual, Valanwé suppresses his appearance with the same enveloping flare of near-white magic, which eveporates off of him, straight up into the sky for a fair distance, before floccinauchinihilipilificating†. He then approaches Arcanen, who himself moves toward Valanwé in recognition, and the two creatures exchange what equine-elven pleasantries are available to them, as Valanwé mutters, "if only you could speak, friend, what stories we might tell..."

Moving some suitable distance apart from Rhiannon, Valanwé kneels, and speaks in Elvish: "To almighty Corellon, Father of our fathers, friend of our brothers and protector of our sons, be praise now and always. To Meilikki, mother of the woodland, and protector of friends, be thanks for safe journey, and to Mystra, keeper of magics, and highest Lady of The Art, be gratitude for the path I have followed..." With his hands palm-to-palm, radiating white energy, he continues in a more hushed tone for several minutes.

Rhiannon speaking in Sylvan quietly thanks Meilikki for her protection, guidance and love, as she does so she feels the same rush she allways did when praying to her, a brief flash of pure ecstacy as her spirit was linked with her deity's, this time Rhiannon choses to alter the spells the Forest Queen grants her, then she stands and waits for Valanwe to finish "Ok - shall we head back?"

"If you wish," replies Valanwé, standing once more. "I'm minded to tarry a while though..." He points to the sky: "It is a clear night, but do not let me delay you from this evening's mission objective - I will rejoin you soon."

Rhiannon nods "I will stay will if you don't mind, crowded rooms bother me"

"I noticed that you raised your hood when we sat down," observes Valanwé. "Without wishing to appear forward, would you prefer a room with fewer occupants? It could be arranged, as I'm sure you're aware - though I have it in mind to find a good tree to climb - something I have not done in many weeks..."

"Thank you for the offer, but I'll sleep with the group, might help me fit in a little, where will you be sleeping tonight?"

"Ah," says Valanwé, "you misunderstood me. I had simply wished to offer the warmth of a fire for a few short moments of conversation, but it matters not. I shall also be sleeping with the party this evening - at The Watchful Eye, if my understanding is correct." He pauses to consider, and adds: "Fret not thyself, though - your presence among us is both welcome and enjoyed."

"Thank you," says Rhiannon, blushing a little. "I'm fine with the cold, it was very cold in Turlang's wood."

"Well," says Valanwé, taking one last gaze at the sky. "Shall we perhaps return to our friends?"

Offering his arm to her, and having it accepted, Valanwé and Rhiannon wlk back through the centre of the town, passing merrymakers, and other townsfolk who weren't quite as drunk as all that, on the way back. Approaching The Stag, Valanwé is amused to overhear drunken approvals of 'Nynyé' from a small group of rather overweight men leaving the restaurant, hotly pursued by a barmaid complaining that there were in fact three pages of 'bill', and not the one page they'd just paid for. Re-entering, and this time aproaching the bar, as his concentration had been broken, he retrieves one more tankard of ale, and another glass of water, before sitting down with Rhiannon to rejoin the party.

Rhiannon, meanwhile, again feeling uncomfortable with the crowd, says to the others: "Sorry for leaving you."

"Well then," says Valanwé, taking a long swig of his ale before looking up. "How many behind am I?"
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Watching Valanwé and Trahaearn's antics with a helpless shrug, smile played
across his face, Selm mutters something that sounds distinctly like 'elves'.
He then turns to face Bach, speaking up for the first time since they had
met. "I apologise for my earlier silence, please don't think me rude - I am
merely happy to let our more 'enthusiastic' friends steal the limelight. So
long as you can accept master Valanwé's boisterous foibles, and allow the
rest of us our own, I'm sure you will make a worthy companion."
The two, and a still-slightly embarrassed Trahaearn continue to talk while
Rhiannon and her new elven bosom buddy move outside.
A while later, a chorus of wolf-whistles greets their return and the trio
turn to see their companions re-enter the restaurant and before they can
move more than a couple of feet inside, a wickedly-grinning Nynyé and a
slightly-shocked Rhiannon have mugs of ale thrust upon them.
Shaking his head in disbelief for what he suspects will not be the last time
in the near future, Selm offers "His timing is almost bardic, I do believe
that were he not possessed of the Art, we have found the ideal path for
Valanwé. In fact, as an ale-quaffing, wonderfully-proportioned woman, but
for the tell-tale ears, I'd swear he actually wanted to be Storm Silverhand.
As the party reunites, Selm sets his tallglass of wine down and places a
hand on the elf maiden's shoulder. "Well, my friend, you certainly know how
to cause a scene. But tell me, whose fantasy are you fulfilling, theirs," he
says as he gestures broadly around the room, "or your own?"
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"No fantasy," replies Valanwé laughing, and again attacking his ale with a
fiery desire. "The consideration is 'atmosphere'."

He pauses, and gestures around the room with an open hand: "See?" he says,
unable to contain his own amusement. "This is not for fantasy - indeed, it
would have been as easy to appear as an Orc, and scare them all to death,
but it would not have such pleasant consequences, and it would not be a
fantasy. A 'foreign' party entering a town has always, in my opinion, a risk
of being frowned upon by the local populace as outsiders, which might make
our present revelry seem inappropriate, or unpopular. All I have done, I
believe, is to shift the balance very slightly in our favour..."

Pausing for a moment, to raise an eyebrow at a passing local enjoying the
visage, he adds: "And of course, if the appearance of an rather too
attractive woman can put a whole restaurant into a high and merry mood for
an evening, and give our hosts something a little out of the ordinary to
remember us by, it is perhaps an atmosphere that we will enjoy to greater
degree than were Valanwé, the very average-looking Elf to make an
appearance, and it is an atmosphere that I am happy to provide. You must
remember Master Selmwell," he chuckles. "Everyone likes lesbians..."
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Soon after the twelfth hour, with a quiet word in Trahaearn's ear, Valanwé excuses himself from the merriment of the festhall that the party had most recently frequented, and leaves, largely unnoticed through a side-entrance of the building.

Walking calmly, and quietly through the village, toward The Watchful Eye, he strolls with a spring in his step, tired, but well contented after a good evening's recouperation. Looking once again at the deep-blue sky, he gazes, from the middle of the largely unoccupied Mashalling Ground, and silently mouths to himself the names of the constellations as he counts them off in turn.

Continuing, undisturbed, he heads East-North-East along Rauthayvr's Road from whence the party had arrived, and turns to his left toward the Inn.

Entering the torchlit building, he finds it quiet, calm, and apparently deserted, and so heads into the lounge area on the lower floor, and deposits himself quietly onto a low set cushioned bench not six feet from the fire. Warming his hands from the cold of the outside world, he sits back, and ponders as best he can, his journey so far.

After a few moments, his concentration is broken by the sound of footsteps descending the stairs from the upper level of the building, and he sits up in his seat, and looks to the entranceway expectantly. Appearing into it, is a young woman, who looks moderately surprised to see him there. "Good evening?" she says.

Standing up, Valanwé replies to her in pleasant tone: "Good evening, my lady."

"May I help you?" the woman inquires.

"Indeed, I think so," replies Valanwé. "I am Valanwé, and I believe there is room for me here tonight. I travel with Master Daleson."

"Ahh yes," says the woman, thoughtfully. "The well-built adventurer who arrived with the Lady earlier this evening? Would ye be wanting to go up now?"

"Perhaps I might trouble you for a strong drink?" Valanwé asks, pleasantly. "Something to give an Elf a little extra warmth on a chilly evening, perhaps?"

"Aye, we have strong spirits," says the woman, matter-of-factly. "Would ye be wanting sweet, or dry?"

"A glass of the sweet, if it is not bothersome?"

"Not at all, I'll see to it at once."

With that, the woman dissappears to what Valanwé presumes is the bar area. Following her, he discovers that this is so, and he looks about the room as she pours the drink. Around the walls are set the usual adornments, souveneirs, hunting trophies and the like. A man sits in the corner, smoking a pipe, and gives a nod of acknowledgement as the Elf glances over at him. Reaching into his pouch, for a few silver pieces, he places them on the bar, and gladly exchanges them for the spirit, which he sips gently.

"Quiet, tonight," he observes to the woman, now attending to other jobs at the bar.

"Aye," she says. "Patrons out at eleven, only guests staying the night here now."

"Are there many?" Valanwé inquires.

"Aye, we're booked up tonight."

Nodding an acknowlegement of thanks to her, Valanwé makes his way back to the common room, only to be rushed into by a small boy wearing nightdress, who falls back from him, looking frightened.

"Hello?" he says kindly to the boy.

Hearing the commotion, the barmaid looks through the doorway to see what had happened. The boy looks up at her, and begins to sob. The barmaid, squeezing past a slightly peturbed Valanwé, rushes over to the boy, and kneels down beside him saying, not unkindly: "By the Gods lad, what are ye doing up at this late hour?" Picking him up onto his feet the boy looks again at Valanwé, and cowers behind what Valanwé assumes to be his mother.

"I had a bad dream," says the boy quietly, trying to hold back his tears. "There were monsters, and horrible things..."

The barmaid turns, and looks up at Valanwé, who speaks: "My apologies madam. I think perhaps he was in such a rush to see you that he did not see me. I hope I have not scared him."

"Ah, don't worry," she says, as the boy holds onto her, his face pressed against her shoulder. "I don't think he's ever seen an Elf before, is all. Think nothing of it."

With a nod, and a quiet "Excuse me", Valanwé returns to his seat by the fire, sits, and closes his eyes in thought. Several minutes later, he hears a voice, again that of the barmaid:

"I'm sorry to trouble you sir," she says.

Opening his eyes, Valanwé looks over to see the barmaid, with her son in front of her, her hands resting on his shoulders in reassurance. "My son would like to say 'hello' to you," she continues, "if that's not too much to ask?"

With a kindly smile on his face, looking at the barmaid, Valanwé says: "Of course." Facing the boy, Valanwé taps the seat next to him: "Come. Sit next to me child, and tell me your name. I am Valanwé."

Cautiously, the child walks over to the bench, and with some effort, raises himself up onto it, before sitting down, and turning to look at the Elf.

"I'm Frydd," he says quietly.

"It is good to meet you, Frydd," says Valanwé. "Tell me something. How old are you Frydd?"

"Four," says the boy. "I'm nearly four and a half, though," he adds, proudly.

Smiling again at the boy, who seemed to be becoming more comfortable, Valanwé watches the barmaid sit down on a chair close by, and asks: "Tell me Frydd - how old do you think I might be?"

"Twenty-five?" asks the boy curiously, after several moments hard thought that brought a smile to his mother's face. "You look old to me, you're a grown-up aren't you? You don't look old like daddy though. Daddy's old! I know how old he is! He's thirty-three!"

Stifling a laugh, the boy's mother says to him: "I think Valanwé might be older than that, Frydd. Do you remember your bedtime stories about the Elves in the Wood?"

The boy nods, enthusiastically.

"Do you remember that the Elves in the Wood lived for a very long time?" she asks.

Again, the boy nods.

"How old were the Elves in your story?" asks Valanwé.

"A hun.... a hun...?" says the boy, looking to his mother for help.

"A hundred?" asks Valanwé softly.

"A hundred!" cries the boy, happy that he knew the word after all. "And there were really old ones!" he carries on. "Old Mister Inwé was five hundred years old!" He looks to his mother, and then to Valanwé once more. "Are you five hundred, Mister?" he asks.

"No," laughs Valanwé, "not that old. I'm one hundred and twenty four."

"Wow!" says the boy brightly. "You ARE old!"

"Well," says Valanwé, glancing up to the boys mother. "I do not wish to be rude, of course, but I think I might be about one hundred years older than your mummy?"

"One hundred exactly," says the barmaid. "I'm twenty four."

"Wow!" exclaims the boy again. "How old is your mummy?"

"My mother is three hundred and eighty nine, and my father," he adds, speaking in a tone that would maintain the child's interest, "is four hundred and seventeen."

"Wow," the boy says, for the third time. "They must look like granny and grandpa - they're very old too."

"Well..." begins Valanwé.

"Elves don't get old like we do, Frydd," interjects the boy's mother, with what Valanwé suspects is the slightest hint of jealousy in her voice. "They grow up, and then they look the same forever, till they die."

"That's right," says Valanwé to the boy, desperately trying to contain the grin emerging at the memory of the evening's earlier entertainment. "My mother and my father probably look a lot like yours. My mother looks young, and beautiful, like your mother," he says, with a nod to the barmaid, "and my father is the same - he looks quite like me, though he would say that I look quite like him."

The boy giggles: "You're funny," he retorts. Then more thoughtfully: "And you have big ears..."

"That, I do," says Valanwé, remembering his drink, and taking a sip. "All of my people do."

"I need to go to sleep, mummy," the boy says, changing the subject tangentially.

"Ok," says the barmaid. "Go up to your room, and I'll come tuck you in in a minute."

The boy nods, and slides off the seat. He stands for a minute, and then turns around, and leans over, hugging Valanwé, and taking him by surprise. Placing a hand around the boy's shoulder, and then releasing him, Valanwé smiles once more, as the boy stands back to speak:

"I like the Elves," he says. "But you have big ears..."

Valanwé laughs, and replies: "I'm pleased to hear it. It was nice to meet you, Frydd."

"Good night, Mister Vally....Vala..."

"Valanwé," says the Elf.

"Valanwé," says the boy, trying to remember.

"Good night, Frydd."

With that, the boy runs off, and ascends the stairs, which creak as he rises up them.

Having watched the boy leave, Valanwé takes another sip of his drink, and turns to the boy's mother, who observes:

"You're good with him..."

"Well," remarks Valanwé, "I apologise in advance, if all you hear about for the next month is Elves."

The barmaid laughs. "If they are all like you," she says, "we should be blessed. Thank you, for speaking to him. I'm sorry he grabbed you - I know your kind don't like that."

"A pleasure, and not a problem. I am perhaps not like many Elves in that respect - I have not the hang-up about bodily contact, though I still respect those who do in that sense. It is nice however, to meet some young people, once in a while, but we cannot expect them to know adult custom."

"True. Do you have your own?"

"Children?"

"Yes."

"No - at least none that I am aware of - and I sincerely hope that that is not the case. I should wish to be there, to provide in whatever way I can, if I had."

"Well," muses the barmaid, "I don't really know what Elves do with their children, or how they're raised, or much about that really, but I'm sure you'll be a good dad to 'em if and when they come."

"Thank you."

"Would you like another drink? 'Tis on the house..."

"I thank you, no," replies Valanwé. "I believe this old big-eared Elf is now quite well pickled, and in need of a comfortable bed for the night."

"I'll get your key," says the barmaid with a smile.
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The rest of the companions make their way towards the inn later that night, (or more accurately early that morning).

Bach informs them that he has secured arrangements for the night, and will meet them in the morning. He bids them farewell and heads off to the stables to check on his horse. After this he bids farewell to the stablehand and walks behind the back of the stables. There out of sight of everyone he casts a spell on the rope stashed in his pack. The rope rises up and appears (had there been anyone nearby to see) to dissapear into thin air. Bach climbs up after the rope and dissapears when he reaches the top. The rest of the rope lifts up from the ground and dissapears into the same spot. Safe inside his extradimensional space, Bach rests and muses on what new adventures he might find with these companions.

The morning comes all too soon for those who imbibed a little heavily the previous night. Daleson rouses the party warmly, though looking a little red eyed himself, and before long they are all on the road again, heading to Ashabenford.

Spirits are high after their rest, and chatter flows freely by midafternoon when the sunlight does't seem quite so glaring to the party. Valanwé spends the morning sipping a wineskin which he absolutely insists is for medicinal purposes only.
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Daleson enjoys his night out with his companions. They drink and carouse the night away. Despite the volume of drinks Daleson recovers quite quickly from the ordeal. His upbringing among the dwarves has inured him to much of the debilitating effects of alcohol. Of course his restoration spell takes care of any lingering effects.
Before dawn he rises, dons his ceremonial robes, and sets off to the parade grounds. He picks a spot facing the sunrise and begins to pray. His soft chanting thrums through the air, over the field. When the sun crests the horizon he basks in the light of the orb, a slight glow permeating his entire being. Daleson allows the effect to wash over him as he pray's to the Morninglord for a renewal of his spells and abilities.

With the ritual complete, Daleson walks to the picket line where the horses are resting. He approaches his steed and begins to brush her down and speak gently to her. He produces a couple of sugar cubes from one of his pockets and offers them to the horse, Sunflower, who without a second thought licks the cubes from Dales hands. They share a few more moments together, and Daleson leads her to the Watchful Eye, where he lets her linger outside as he returns to his room.

He dons his armor, packs his belongings, and then makes for the room the ladies are quartered in, down the hall from the others. He thumps lightly on the door with the edge of his shield until he hears stirring from inside the room. With a small smile he walks down to the rooms the others are staying and repeats the process until he is sure that everyone is roused.

With that done he checks out the morning fare that the eye has to offer, and then finishes preparing Sunflower for the road ahead.
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The first two days of travel on leaving Essembra pass uneventfully. There is no room on the road to construct a cottage, but the companions sleep well enough in the tents they had prepared.

Around midday on the 15th Mirtul, a low thrumming sound can be heard. The party halts and listens as the sound gets louder, and becomes more like a heavy beating. Just as suddenly the beating stops.

Carrying on cautiously, the group eventually spots a green mass travelling alongside them on the west side. Realising it has been spotted the creature lets out a screeching roar which sends birds fluttering from their nests. It crashes through the undergrowth, even uprooting a few young tree's on the way, and charges towards the group.
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Bach looks over at Caylith and gives here a half-hearted smile and says “Friend of yours,” indicating the dragon.
"Not mine...though I would avoid acid spells..." she says as Bach loses himself in the throes of spell casting.
A few heartbeats later lightning lances from his fingertips and arcs towards the dragon. After seeing the damage the creature has sustained he slides to the back of the group muttering “Next.”
With a brief look of disdain in Bach's direction hearing his words, Valanwé sighs, and begins an incantation. As it ends, he extends his arm and releases from his hand a blue-silver pea of energy which hisses as it leaves his hand, before accellerating with a screech that sounds like a thousand fingernails on a hundred blackboards and smashes into the dragon with a deafening roar leaving a trail of still burning magic along it's path. Eyeing the Dragon through the heat-haze, he mutters to no-one in particular "So we fight then..."
Rushing towards the battle fervored Daleson, Selm briskly intones a prayer to Eldath, asking for swift protection of the warrior before he charges into battle.
Wondering when he became the master tactician, Selm looks up after blessing
Daleson and shouts for the group to spread out. "I'm loathe to say this, but
if we all stand here together we are prime targets for a dragonbreath attack
and I have no wish to see anybody choke to death."
Mid-stride the dragon takes a deep breath. It's keen eyes flashing as it picks out targets, the beast lets loose a cloud of choking gas. The cloud penetrates the armour of those wearing it, and begins to corrode the equipment held by the party. Rhiannon responds quickly enough to spur her horse around and only gets caught in the gas at the edge of the cloud where it has begun to thin out. Those caught off guard begin choking as the cloud sears their lungs.The others writhe in pain as the acidic vapours sear their skin, leaving acid burns over their body and their clothing looking aged and worn.
Screaming in pain from the Dragons acid attack, Rhiannon quickly loops around moves away from the others, preventing the dragon from hitting them all in group again. Peering behind her she sees Daleson, Caylith, Selm and Traehaearn knocked to the floor as their mounts collapse and die. Sunflower took the strongest blast head on, and as Daleson leaps from the horse's saddle, he looks down briefly at the burnt corpse and bleached skeletal head of what used to be his steed and friend. The others are similarly shaken by the sudden deaths, but without such a bond with their mounts.
Traehaearn begins to loose arrows immediately at the beast. A couple catch and stick into flesh, but one glances off the dragons thick scales, leaving nothing but a scratch mark.
Seeing the slithering Wyrm race toward them, Daleson suddenly flashes back to the moments before his death at the hands of the dracolich. Fury and blood lust play across his face at the thought. With grim determination and a need for revenge on their kind, Daleson unslings his crossbow and calls..."Lathander!". The simple call goes answered, and the Paladin becomes a shining beacon for the party. In this new light he appears almost twice as strong as previously, and hefts his mace and shield easily. "No quarter for the beast, for none will be given. Blast it," he says evenly, yet loud enough for all to hear. Flexing his muscles, causing his plate armour to creak under the strain, he begins to bear down on the dragon.
Out of range of the beast's toxic breath, Rhiannon moves her hands in a circle in front of her while speaking a prayer to Meilikki. She suddenly seperates her hands in the air, and a brilliant flash of light a bolt of lighting streaks down from the sky and strikes the dragon.
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"I have a few tricks left up my sleeve," replies Valanwé, moving away from
the dragon as he speaks. "But aye," he says, looking for an opportunity to
attack, "I would that he'd give me ten minutes to drop a house on him."
Beginning an incantation, he prepares to strike. The spreading out of the party benefits them twofold. The dragon can no longer use it's hideous breath weapon and is forced to charge into melee combat. Secondly it allows the wizards in the party to use the more dangerous spells in their arsenal.
Taking advantage immediately, Valanwé begins to cast a spell. His eyes closed and head bowed, he stands with one arm out, palm open towards the dragon. At first it appears the spell has failed, but Rhiannon grins in Valanwés direction, giving an approving nod. The clouds above the dragon begin to swirl, and after a few seconds rain begins to fall.
Snorting derisively, the dragon looks up at the annoyance, and then back to his intended quarry. The resulting hail of ice shocks the beast, the first shard thumping into it's wing, causing it to stumble. With the storm in full swing the dragon moves to the edge of the storm, away from the worst of the danger, but still having suffered a little under the ice shards.
With the ice still forming, Bach launches another of his spells. A blazing inferno which engulfs the dragon, but is well placed enough so as not to injure any of his new companions. The searing fire temporarily evaporates the blocks of ice falling from the sky, but this is no reprieve for the dragon. It manages to flatten itself to the ground and avoid too much damage, but the heat still leaves scorch marks on the scales of the beasts left flank.
So engaged with the barrage of the elements from the spellcasters, the dragon fails to notice Selm has snuck around it's right hand side, and is offering a prayer of healing for Caylith.
"Thank you Selm" says Caylith as her wounds close up and the acid burns lessen. The dragon grunts, and then screeches, turning towards the sound of another dragonkin voice. A maniacal gleam comes into it's eyes as it recognises the half dragon for what she is. Rearing up onto it's hind legs and screeching wildly, the dragon flails it's claws in the air in a fearsome display. Then falling back on to 4 feet, it uses the momentum to pummel Caylith into the ground. Misjudging the slippery ground as the ice storm continues, the dragon slips and falls, but not before battering Caylith with it's wings and tail. The swipe of the tail through the hind legs catches Caylith in the chest, winding her, and she is then crushed under the falling wings of the dragon.
Preparing his attack, Daleson growls to the party, "Ware your eyes. Lathander is paying yon dragon a visit." He activates the blinding light right at the dragon, sidesteps to gain a better vantage point to crush the mace down on it, and, seeing the beautious light eminating from the shield, breaks into a passing rendition of an old smithy song about shaping a shield out of a dragon's breastplates. His mace swings don't penetrate the dragons hardened natural armour, but the flash of light blinds the dragon.
An arrow flys into the point exactly where Daleson's mace had just struck, loosed from Traehaearns bow. The arrow slips between the scales that the mace blow had shifted aside, and pierces the flesh, causing blood to ooze out.
Channeling her magic again, Rhiannon uses the storm Valanwé is maintaining to call forth more of her lightning. Empowered by Valanwé's magical storm, the bolt strikes hard into the downed dragon, causing Cayliths sword to shimmer in the electrical discharge and electricity to crackle across Dalesons shield.



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 13 Dec 2005 11:23:22
Message:
Continuing the assault, Valanwé and Bach co ordinate their attack and let fly 7 balls of pure magical energy from their outstretched hands. All the orbs strike true, and the dragon bellows in agony.
Selm takes the opportunity to heal Caylith whilst the dragon struggles to rejoin the fight, and she stands up again. He furrows his brow in thought as he realises that his healing magic actually did not close any wounds, but did indeed bring her to consciousness.
Traehaearn continues his deadly hail of arrows, and two of them land into the beasts flank as it struggles to get up.
Unable to see and wracked with pain, the dragon begins to thrash around on the floor, causing Daleson to fail to land a blow on the beast as he swings with his mace. Rhiannon soon puts an end to the creatures misery though by forcing another bolt of lightning through it's body.
Finally beaten the dragon raises it's head and cry's it's last call, before slumping heavily onto the ground.



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 16 Dec 2005 13:58:57
Message:
At the death of the dragon, the companions relax slightly and breath a sigh of relief. As Daleson calms down from his battle rage and moves to inspect the dragon closer, a figure appears in the centre of the party.

The male is clad in flowing black robes adorned with purple trim and silver runes of protection. Above the shoulders extends a set of bone spikes and a pair of tough leather wings adorn the cowl, giving the wearer the appearence of a dragon swooping to attack.
The figure raises both hands into the air and crys a single word. Unintelligible to most of the companions they nevertheless are stunned by the sense of a massive evil pervading the area. Valanwé is the worst afflicted, understanding the word of the draconic language, and writhes in agony at the terrible images the word conjured up, enhanced by the evil magic.

From out of the forest, black clad figures move swiftly to the helpess companions and knock them unconscious with a quick blow. They tie them up and carry them back into the shadows and dissapear as quickly as they came.
When one of the figures comes to take care of Valanwé the spellcaster calls for him to stop. Instead he drags Valanwé to the fallen dragon, and forces him to stare into the dead dragons eyes. Unable to move, all the elf can do is let the image of the fallen green dragon bore itself into his mind.
In draconic the evil figure says "Remember him at his weakest moment. All you have done is made him stronger, for that we thank you". He laughs a slow, heavy laugh and throws Valanwé to the floor. The last thing the elf hears are his captors words as he is clubbed into unconsciousness.



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 19 Dec 2005 20:26:50
Message:
Bound, gagged, blindfolded and with heads aching from the heavy blows, the companions find themselves jostled around for what could be many minutes or many months.
As they stir from their forced 'rest' and begin to be able to focus on what is going on around them, they are swiftly clubbed back into unconsciousness.

Battered and bleeding they all eventually awake in a dimly lit room. Blinking to accustom themselves to the light (or lack of it) they can eventually see the scene around them.
Laid out against the wall in a semi-circle, the group are all facing towards the centre. Held in place by what Daleson notices to be adamantium manacles, they have a few minutes to inspect each others injuries. All of the companions have been stripped of their armour and clothing, left only in their under garments. Despite their situation Daleson appears slightly ashamed of checking out Caylith and Rhiannon's conditions, but his logical protective instinct takes over and he makes note of how all his companions are feeling. Attempts at communication go amiss when, despite their best efforts, no sound can issue forth from their mouths (or that no one can hear it). Traehaearn is in the worst condition physically, blood has trickled down from the back of his head and run down his right shoulder and onto his chest. Caylith however has managed to use her force of will to adjust her body to the damage, and appears the most alert. Valanwé and Bach are both in very bad shape. Their heads loll from side to side, and their eyes appear unfocused. Bachs breathing is very quick and shallow, whereas Valanwé appears to slip into a kind of torpor.

After some time, footsteps can be heard coming towards them...



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 27 Dec 2005 13:21:45
Message:
Suddenly the lights flare up, dazzling the prisoners from the previous darkness. In the centre of the room, illuminated brightly, is the dragon that had previously been slain. Standing next to the corpse is their captive, and behind him a female drow elf in elegant armour sits and watches the display.

The dragon lord points at Traehaearn, unlocking the shackles and compelling him forwards. He hands the elf a wickedly serrated dagger and simply says, "Bleed them for me".

Unable to resist the order, Traehaearn moves forward rigidly to each companion, and slices slowly across the chest. The pain is evident in his eyes and a tear escapes as he cuts Valanwé, but Valanwé grits his teeth and nods, knowing how such magics to dominate work.

Collecting and mixing the blood in a single vial, the dragon lord leaves the prisoners to bleed whilst he attends to the dragon.
Sprinkling the blood in a circle around it, he begins to chant, and the drow nods appreciatively. A glowing green but transparent cocoon forms slowly around the dragon, piece by piece, as if an egg shell hatching in reverse. The process takes several hours, with Traehaearn standing stifly on the edge of the circle.
During the ritual the cocoon has become darker and more opaque, until before Traehaearn is a ball of ultimate blackness.

Silence follows, and is shortly shattered as a claw bursts through the shell. Crack by hideous crack the cocoon begins to burst.
The beast is still covered with scorch marks and cuts from the previous battle, yet moves with a strength and swiftness not seen in it's life. It rears up and roars violently, the rest of it's shell flying off like glass shards, but dispersing into nothingness outside the circle. The beast snorts in the air allowing great gouts of gas to erupt from it's nostrils. Landing heavily it eyes up the elf standing before him.

Standing before the monstrosity, Traehaearn can only close his eyes, waiting.

The dragon opens its mouth wide and latches it's jaws around Traehaearn, ending his life.
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Replied on: 27 Dec 2005 15:05:07
Message:
The woman on the throne at the back of the room stands up slowly, flexing her hands. As she does so they appear to shimmer and lengthen.
Light reflects from them, and her dark hands have become shining claws.
Seemingly without any action on the elf's part, they begin to drip with acid and take on a ruddy red glow.

She strides over to Caylith and curls her claws into a fist. Then stretching out a single claw, slowly pierces her left shoulder. Wracked with pain, Caylith shudders as her powers are sapped from her, and the drow elf smiles has the half-dragon's head begins to sag.
"You have dragon blood in you and a strong mind....but," the woman sniggers, "not strong enough."
She makes to leave, but turns back, almost amused.
"We found this letter on the worshipper of Eldath," she comments whilst waving the piece of paper, "and addressed to myself no less. How charming of you all to bring it to me at such great effort, it would be rude of me not to reward you justly.
"I assume you disposed of this Andro fellow? Poor fool taking that silly artifact. An amateur in entirety, you have saved me the trouble of dealing with this upstart. Again there am I thankful.
"Indeed," she raises a hand to brush her hair away from her eyes, revealing an almost lifelike looking dracolich carved out of bone, which winds it's way from her middle finger to elbow, "Cassius has your gifts".

The party's captor strides over, holding a purple velvet pouch. From the pouch he draws an ivory ring, carved with a fledgling dragon, and inserts one over the right middle finger of each member. His own ornate adamantium ring shines in the torchlight in the same way his evil smile does, and he returns to his mistress and dragon, standing alongside them.

"Welcome fledgeling members," says the woman, "to the Cult of the Dragon!"



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 27 Dec 2005 15:31:13
Message:
"And now initiates, your great journey begins....
"Sorcerors!", she calls out, and 6 robed humanoids with masks of dragons heads waver into view around her. They each approach the nearest prisoner and being to cast a spell.
Placing markings on the body and performing complex gestures, the drow woman talks whilst the spells are carried out, "It has been brought to my attention by my men in that pathetic village of Hap, that you are on a mission of some importance to the lord of new life. A pitiful goal, with even more pitiful hopes, but it intrigues me nonetheless.
She pauses as the wizards finish their spell, choosing her next words carefully.
"You are to continue on your mission to see the head of the Lathanderan church in Ashabenford. You will not speak of this meeting. Once you have done so, 4 days from now you will meet Cassius in the Velvet Veil, and tell him everything you know"
She pauses again as the last vestiges of the spell subside, then relaxes her speech again, toying with her claws which are reforming back into her hands.
"Your equipment will be returned, for they will be expecting you well equipped, but as your new friend I would suggest not using it against us." She smiles sardonically, "Oh and, try not to resist the spell too much, good initiates are so hard to find.
She laughs loudly and strides away from the prisoners and into the darkness.



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 27 Dec 2005 15:41:17
Message:
Cassius commads the wizards to continue spellcasting once the drow has left, and each of the prisoners is struck blind.
"The blindness will pass, for now....try to...relax", he chuckles at his amusing comment, which becomes clear when the second spell is cast, paralysing the victims.
Finally, all goes silent for the companions, and they are helpless to resist as they feel themselves being lifted and carried away.

Some time later, the spells begin to fade, and the party find themselves left on the grass at the edge of a wooded area and by a stream.
As they gather their bearings, Valanwé points out that it is around mid-morning, and Selm begins to furrow his brow.
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Replied on: 27 Dec 2005 16:08:51
Message:
Caylith shakes her head fiercely...as if trying to shake foul memories... She looks at the others.

"I can only guess this is distasteful to all as it is to me? I cannot willingly help the Cult. Is there anything we can do to end this servitude?"

Wincing at the unspeakable evil of the ritual and the cuts sustained by
everyone, Selm quickly clears his head. Seeing that the surroundings appear
to be safe, he assesses the damage to the party and rummages around in his
backpack. Finding poultics and bandages, he sets to work treating the cuts
sustained by all. Finally, judging Caylith to be fairly seriously injured,
he asks Eldath for mercy to help heal the half-dragon's wounds.
Gathering the rest of his equipment, he responds to Caylith's question. "I
know not what kind of foul magic has been employed. It did not feel like the
work of a divine power to me. Valanwé, Bach - can either of you identify the
spell?"
Whilst waiting for the two practioners of the Art to respond, Selm stands up
and takes in the surroundings in more detail. After a few moments he snaps
his fingers and exclaims, "I know this place, this is Swords Creek.
Issinofil and I used to...". He sighs, repeating 'Issinofil' under his
breath and shaking his head wistfully.
Coming back to the current situation, he decides to try and sort things out.
"Is everybody okay now?" he asks. "Well, as well as can be expected given
the circumstance. So long as everybody is fit to travel, I suggest we head
west and continue to Ashabenford. Until we know more about what kind of
magic has been used, we cannot easily come up with a plan to deal with it.
Anything you know about the Cult could also prove useful," he adds, a bitter
taste in his mouth. "We can do that as we travel, I see no point in waiting
here if we do not need to."



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 27 Dec 2005 21:07:58
Message:
"Fine," replies Valanwé, tersely. "We have been geased: tasked to perform an objective whether we like it or not, and evil befalls us if we ignore it." Pausing a second, he adds, pulling a blank book and a quill pen out from his bag : "Quickly now - we must remember exactly what that blasted woman said; there may yet be ways to subvert her cursings!"

Scribbling, and crossing out furiously, in the common tongue, on a page torn from the back of a fresh spellbook, Valanwé makes note of the best recollection of the Drow's words as he group can remember. 

When perfected through dialog with the group, Valanwé utters the phrase to himself, and ponders it over, before passing the scrap of paper round the group: "We will not be able to contravene any direction given herin. We must consider carefully how we might defeat this geas by circumventing the parameters of the spell. I will not have Trahaearn's fate met by the rest of us. And we need a way to remove these rings: I could prepare a spell from my books, but I have difficulty with selection at present; I suspect though, that they are integral to, or a component of the spell to which we have been subjected."



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 28 Dec 2005 12:07:32
Message:
"Hmm," muses Selm out loud, studying Valanwé's text and quickly making
himself a copy. He then hands the paper on to Rhiannon. Then he suddenly
snaps his fingers and looks up from his seat on the ground. "Okay, I've got
it," he says hurriedly. "Everyone be quiet for a few moments please, this is
important, you'll have to trust me."
Frantically scribbling on to his parchment, he composes the following note:

Writing down the words suddenly made something click with me - Oghma be
praised. The wording says we may not speak of the meeting, but that
shouldn't stop us from writing of it. Once we get to Ashabenford, I will be
able to alert some friends of mine and hopefully we will be able to free
ourselves from the geas.
It is also unclear whether we should speak of the meeting even between
ourselves - strictly speaking I believe we shouldn't. My advice is not to
mention anything related to what happened out loud; it is better to play it
safe and write down any thoughts or ideas you may have concerning the matter
at hand. It may be time consuming, but I would feel safer not risking
ourselves against this powerful magic. This includes the rings, which may or
may not be part of the spell - they may simply have been part of the ritual;
the Cult itself; the spell, of course; and not forgetting poor Trahaearn,
may he find freedom and joy in Arvandor. I wish his body had been spared and
sent back with us but I fear he met a more grizzly fate.

As the others look down at him expectantly, he finishes and excitedly
thrusts the paper into Rhiannon's hand, snatching the original copy of the
transcript back off her. "Read this," he implores her, then pass it round
and think very carefully about what you say afterwards. Until such time as
you have read it, I suggest you all remain silent. I do not mean to
patronise or offend," he adds as an afterthought.



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 29 Dec 2005 11:22:02
Message:
Writing further, on his own scrap of paper, Valanwé scribbles, and shows his
piece of parchment to the group. It reads:

"Friends, I believe Selmwell is right. We should not attempt to speak of
this geas. To add a wilder idea to the mix, we may be able to avoid having
to meet this Cassius, if the magics have worked in a particular way. A geas
may work as a list of instructions, or as a whole. Note the phrases "You are
to continue on your mission to see the head of the Lathanderan church in
Ashabenford. You will not speak of this meeting. Once you have done so, 4
days from now...". Clearly, the implication is that "4 days from now" refers
to the clause about Ashabenford, but if we are lucky, we may be able to
exploit those words further.

"The "4 days from now" clause lies within a sentence that has inherited it's
context ambiguously - if one were to assume that the context is given by the
previous sentence, and not the one immediately preceeding that, the
interpretation should be that we will report to Cassius once we have spoken
of the meeting. Since it is not possible for us to speak of the meeting -
and I add this only because I notice it - we may have another potential
loophole. Still - let us soon take the road to Ashabenford.

"PS - Anyone fancy a game of hang-the-orc? I'll give you a clue:
C _ _ _ _ _ _ / _ _ C _ _ / _ _ C _"
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Replied on: 29 Dec 2005 11:23:10
Message:
Digesting Valanwé's message, Selm composes a quick response of his own:

Fair points all, and trust you to be so pernickity about it. That said,
given we already have a suitable plan for removing the spell, it is somewhat
irrelevant and I have no wish to chance the magic.

"But enough of that, we should be moving," he says, standing up and handing
the note over to the elf. "And just so you know, unless you happen to be my
mother, which I assure you you are not, or have very special permission, the
name's simply Selm."

Caylith nods.



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 30 Dec 2005 12:55:58
Message:
Aloud, Daleson says, "I agree with the assessment of our situation. We proceed on to our destination."
Looking at the infernal ring, Daleson appears ready to will the ring from his hand, had he the power. The attempts at removing the ring angering him because of their failure.
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Replied on: 03 Jan 2006 19:40:49
Message:
It is a long walk to Ashabenford, but the company finally get there late that night.
Exhausted from the ardours of their capture, they seek out accomodation.

"Well, we made it," says Selm, sounding relieved, when the group finally
arrives in Ashabenford. "I suggest we seek out accommodation as soon as
possible. The White Hart is a good inn, popular with travellers such as
ourselves. That said, I would like to make my excuses and go to the
Ashabenford Arms as I wish to meet with some friends of mine and the sooner
I do this, the better. You are of course welcome to join me, but although
comfortable with excellent service, I find it too much for my tastes, and it
is not cheap. We would also probably stick out like a drow in Suzail,
dressed as we are, in such a place. Anyway," he finishes, turning to leave,
"I bid you all a good night and will see you in the morning."



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 04 Jan 2006 10:35:20
Message:
"It matters not where we lodge. Privacy, methinks, is in order with our current situation. I do not want to rouse trouble if trouble knocks at our door this night" responds Dalesone
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Replied on: 04 Jan 2006 13:01:29
Message:
"Would magical shelter be in order," asks Valanwé of Daleson, "or will we find the privacy required in one of the more permanent establishments?"
Valanwé then curses as he realises he has no spells to hand.

The party book themselves in to The White Hart at Selm's recommendation, paying a little over the standard price to curry favour with Holfast Harpenshield the landlord.
Smiling at Selm and giving him a nod, Holfast leads the party to the end of the corridor where the rooms are kept. After a quick check that no one is about, Holfast twists the sconce of a nearby torch, and a hidden trapdoor with stairs leading downwards opens up in the floor. He briskly guides the companions down and shows them to the modest, but secure, room.
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Replied on: 08 Jan 2006 21:51:35
Message:
Rhiannon, subconciously fiddleing with the ring, speaks without looking up
"What are we going to do about Trahæarn? We have to bring him back to life" 

Just as he was adjusting his cloak and about to slip out of the door, Selm
hears Rhiannon's question and the plaintive desperation in her voice. Going
back over to her, he puts a comforting arm around her. Not really wanting to
voice his fears, but forcing himself to do so heavily, he begins, "I don't
think... I don't think there's anything we can do. I have a horrible feeling
the dragon... well, I don't think there's likely to be much of him left." He
sighs, before looking her squarely in the eye, and saying in a more
determined voice, "But that doesn't mean we won't try all in our power to do
so."
Removing his arm from her, he offers his hand. "Come, there's somebody I'd
like you to meet, Rhiannon."



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 08 Jan 2006 21:52:50
Message:
With a sigh of dismay at Rhiannon's comment, and a wrenching feeling in his breast, Valanwé again finds himself arguing internally over the best course of action regarding Trahaearn. Finding his hands sparking black clouded energy, he dismisses the subject as too painful, and puts it out of mind.

Retrieving his spell books from his luggage, he sits down silently, and ponders which of his magics would be most useful to the current situation. Still experiencing some mental discomfort from the procedure endured earlier at the hands of The Cult, he makes his decision, and stands to leave. Going into the main part of the inn, he purchases himself a small bottle of strong spirits, and a glass, and returns to the secret room in silence, before sitting down, and pouring himself a large measure. Putting the rest of the bottle in his pack for another time, he sips at the drink, and maintains his quiet reflection for a while, not intending to leave the room again that night.

Daleson sits in cold silence at a small table in the inn. He is oblivious to all around him as the other patrons laugh and carouse, sing and dance, and generally have a pleasant time. He settled himself down to get drop-down drunk, but the weak spirits most humans are used to do not compare to the heavy liquor he was raised on with his dwarven family. While the liquid spirits are weak, the spirits of the dead haunt his thoughts. Leadership falls heavy on the Lathanderite tonight.



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 08 Jan 2006 21:54:07
Message:
Rhiannon nods tentatively and follows Selm.

Though she had seen death before, it had never felt so bad before. She had been helpless, totaly helpless, it could have been any of them the Dragon ate.

And she also felt extremly guilty, for deep down, there was a part of her that was glad Trahaearn had died instead of her... 



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 08 Jan 2006 21:55:23
Message:
Taking her hand, feeling his cold skin touch hers, he leads her outside,
turning back only to nod at Daleson, assuring him things will be fine. The
Lathanderite nods back respectfully.
Once outside, and having walked a short way from the inn, down to the gently
flowing river, Selm stops. Finding a quiet spot, he sits down and bids the
half-elf to do the same, looking closely at the worry written plainly on her
face, before staring wistfully at the water running by. "I wish there was
something I could say to make things better, the Gods know I do. If it's any
consolation, I feel terrible about it myself. If you talk about it, mayhaps
we can work through this together. If you don't," he adds, a look of genuine
care on his face, "that's fine, but I'm more than happy to hear anything you
might wish to say."
He is silent for a moment, before suddenly snapping round to look at her
again and uttering a curse to Beshaba, Goddess of ill fortune. "That said, I
don't even know how much is safe to say until we get this damned curse
removed. Maybe it is best we save this for another time. Still, sit with me
for a while, and tell me of your home in the High Forest."



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 08 Jan 2006 21:56:40
Message:
Rhiannon goes to speak and then nods, untill the curse is removed its simply to dangerous to speak freely.

Did she really think that? Or was it an excuse to get out of telling Selm how she really thought?

"The high forest?" She said quietly "The high forest was, bliss, it was pure bliss. I loved every part of it whether I was simply picking fruit or running and hiding from the Orcs everything was exhilerating."

She pauses for a moment "I was the only child in the circle, a product of a brief liason between my mother and a wood elf, I didn't see my father much, never really got to know him.

Usually children arn't allowed to learn the Druidic arts, but my mum insisted, and Turlang vouched for me, said I had potential whatever that means, he was almost my father figure, takes him a week to get out a sentence but when he does speak everything he says is so wise"

Rhiannon smiles for a moment, the memories of good times making her feel better.

"I remember one day I saw a incident that took place between some loggers from Everlund and the Wood elves. It didn't end in violence, but then I knew my purpose, it was to try and get the forest and the cities to live together somehow. None of the druids in my circle worshiped Mielikki but since shes Silvanus's daughter I knew of her anyway, and when I asked about it Turlang introduced me to a Dryad that knew the ways of the forest queen.

And so thats how I served my circle and Turlang. Not sure of what kind of job I've done, but Mielikiki still grants my prayers and Turlang never experssed any serious complaints, so I must have done ok"

Rhiannon shivers in the cold a little and wraps her cloak around her.

Listening intently to Rhiannon's tale of her homeland, Selm reassures her,
"I'm sure you did fine. But what brought you to these fair Dalelands when
you were so comfortable in the High Forest? 'Tis no short journey."

Rhiannon smiles and looks down at the river.

"I was asked to come here, this will sound strange, but I think it was the Forest queen herself that requested I come. I've felt her presence every time I pray for my spells, and I felt that presence in Unicorn Run, so I know it was her.

She didn't actully tell me why she wanted me to come, I assume that it had something to do with that artifact you were also looking for."

"I was late arriving though, I was.... delayed In Cormyr, and so I didn't get here in time to help you, which I think I was meant to. So maybe by helping you now I can make up for that."

Selm breathes a soft 'Wow' under his breath, looking up to Rhiannon with
awe. "Touched by your Goddess... That's truly special. Your good work has
clearly not gone unnoticed. As for what you can do for us, you don't owe us
anything. Your allegience and help are your own to give, but we are glad of
them, and more importantly of your company." He shivers slightly, the chill
air getting to him. Thank you for sharing that with me. I will, of course,
not disclose this to the others, it's your business."



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 12 Jan 2006 18:01:13
Message:
After sitting for a while longer, just watching the ever-changing patterns of the river, Selm stands up and shivers again in the cool spring evening air. He offers his hand to Rhiannon, and she tentatively takes it.
“Come, we should probably be moving inside, as lovely as it is out here. There is much still to be done this night. As I said earlier, the Ashabenford Arms is very comfortable, the service exquisite and incredibly thoughtful, but it really is far more than I am accustomed to, and to be honest, far more than I need. I assume you also prefer to sleep beneath the stars, but it’s not so bad as all that.” He smiles at the trepidation on Rhiannon’s face. “Indeed, if you asked for you room to be akin to sleeping in a forest, I do believe they would actually strive to do something for you.” 
As the two walk from the banks of the Ashaba to the inn, they brush into a passer-by, who turns and growls at them “Watch wher’ yer goin’.” The stranger is almost invisible at this time of night in his mottled grey and black cloak, and looks at them sniffing a deep breath. Then the stranger turns before they can say anything, and moves off into the darkness.
“The locals aren’t all as friendly as him,” Selm quips lightly, as he and his companion turn around to see the figure almost melt away into the shadows he had so suddenly appeared from. They continue the short walk to the Inn, which is well lit and welcoming. No sooner had Selm opened the well worn heavy oak door, and glanced into the building, giving off a sense of rustic homeliness, than a man and a woman step out into the doorway. 
“Welcome,” says the man, taking Rhiannon by the hand and escorting her inside, “to the Ashabenford Arms,” finished the woman, doing the same to Selm. They step through the doorway and peer around, taking in the comfortable furnishings and tasteful decoration of the large foyer. The man, raven haired and well-groomed, introduces himself as Bandian, the petite blonde woman as Luana, and they explain that while the companions are guests in the inn, they will be their personal attendants.
A loud, cheerful voice interrupts this conversation and the foursome turn to see a rotund, red-faced man, immaculately dressed and holding several rolls of parchment in his hand, appear from a doorway behind the desk in the centre of the room. “Selm, my lad! It’s been many a season since you were last here, or so it seems, but you seem to be in rude health.” Selm opens his mouth to reply but can’t get a word in before the man continues. “But I haven’t introduced myself to your beautiful lady friend yet.” He drops the bundle on the desk and strides forward, kissing Rhiannon on the cheek. “Sarlon Hawkfinger at your service,” he says, bowing. “And this,” he gestures dramatically around the entrance hall, “is my pride and joy. At the Ashabenford Arms, we try to cater for your every whim, so should you need something, don’t hesitate to ask Bandian, or failing that, me – particularly given how lovely you are. Though there’s a higher chance of me selling the place to Zhentil Keep than there is of Bandian failing you – he’s one of our best, aren’t ye, lad?” Bandian’s cheeks go slightly rosy at the compliment and he replies with a gracious “thank you.”
“Splendid, splendid! Anyway, it’s Bandian for you, and Luana for Selm.”
“Actually,” interrupts Selm, “I was going to ask about the possibility of having a different host. Meaning you no disrespect, Luana,” he says, turning to face her, “but I was admirably attended by an elf by the name of Issinofil on my last visit and I was rather hoping she was still working here.” He reaches into his pocket, and takes out a gold piece, which he gives to Luana.
“But of course! Selm’s an old customer,” he says by way of explanation to the girl, who curtsies and moves away to climb one of the grand staircases at the far end of the room. “Won’t be a moment,” he says, marching pompously back out through the door he had initially come through. He returns, a minute or so later with a beautiful elf, long dark hair tied neatly back in an ornate braid, green eyes sparkling with a hint of playfulness.
“Master Fletwaral.” She curtsies. “It’s been far too long since your last stay, you should have come back to see me sooner.”
“I’m sorry, Issinofil, as much as I love your company, life does have a habit of getting in the way,” replies Selm, playing along.
“Anyway,” says Hawkfinger, picking up one the scrolls that had rolled off the desk. “I’ll leave you to it, have a pleasant stay. If you’re hungry, the kitchen operates all day and all night if necessary.” He bows again, then busies about at the desk.
Bandian puts his arm through that of the half-elf, and offers “Shall we?” Rhiannon looks nervously to Selm, who smiles warmly and nods, saying, “I’ll come and call for you soon, okay?” The two then disappear up the flight of stairs at the other end of the hall.
Issinofil and Selm continue to stand in the hall, simply staring into each other’s eyes, her big green ones into his caring blue-grey ones, until the elf, the ghost of a smile crossing her face, puts her arm through his and politely enquires, “Shall we?”
Grinning, Selm replies with a quick “Why not?” and the couple move to follow the other pair up the stairs.
They continue up to the second floor, neither feeling the urge to say anything until Issinofil opens a door and ushers Selm inside. “For the duration of your stay, Selmwell, this will be your room. I hope it’s to your liking.” Wincing at the use of his full name, Selm walks in and she closes the door behind them.
“Just this once, seeing as I’m in a good mood, I’ll let you off. And besides, it’s been a while since anyone called me that, other than Valanwé getting himself in a muddle.”
“Valanwé?”
“Ah, of course,” says Selm, realising he has so much to say, that it’s been such a long time since he last saw his beloved. “Valanwé is a current travelling companion of mine, a sun elf of remarkable intelligence from Evermeet, but not so wise to the ways of Faerûn as yet. I have been with him, and a few others, for the past couple of tendays.” He stops, not wanting to go into the story yet, and just goes and throws his arms round Issinofil, picking her up and spinning her round, before setting her down lightly again and continuing to squeeze her tightly. As amazed as ever by her grace and delicate beauty, he smothers himself in her thick black hair and her sweet smell. She guides him over to the bed and the two of them simply lay there like that for a while.
“Glad homeagain,” she says, after a while.
“Mmm,” he agrees, “it certainly is. Have you decided to acknowledge you know me outside of your work yet?”
“Well,” she says, sitting up and putting on a mock pout, “one must keep up an air of professionalism, don’t you know?”
“Must one? I see Sarlon’s taught you well.”
“He has indeed, and it’s been surprisingly pleasant working here. I may even consider it full time,” she says, “it’s a veritable gold mine of information. But seriously, Selm, what’s up, sweetheart? I can see something’s troubling you. And I’m guessing,” she continues, smiling sweetly, “that it might just have something to do with that hideous ring you’ve acquired that I seem incapable of removing.”
Sitting up, and readjusting his tunic, Selm looks at Issinofil in slight surprise, having not even noticed her attempt to remove the ring. “Aye,” he says slowly, “that it has. You remember my last message told you about helping Tharven and Dessa deal with the Talassans that had been stirring up trouble near Hap?”
She nods, indicating for him to continue and slips her arm round him.
“Well, from there I ended up meeting with my current companions – Valanwé, Daleson and Caylith, as well as Elussien and Traehærn, both of whom I hope are now safely with their Gods, and set out from the temple of Lathander, charged with the recovery of a holy relic.” He then recounts the group’s story, the fights, the recovery of the Blood of Lathander, the meeting of Rhiannon and Bach, right up to the encounter with the dragon. “It is here,” he says, “that our current problem began. Can you pass me a sheet of parchment and a quill, please?”
She gets up and fetches writing equipment from one of the drawers of the small desk in the corner of the room.
“You’ll have to bear with me for a couple of minutes, I need to write this down, you’ll understand why shortly.” Issinofil sits back down, looking slightly worried as Selm starts scribbling furiously. Once he finishes, he passes the note to Issinofil, who, taking her arm out from around Selm again, takes it from him and reads it carefully. After sitting pensively for a while, she reads it again to fully digest the situation.
“So,” she says slowly, “you can’t talk about what happened?”
Selm shakes his head.
“How awful. Thank Corellon you spotted the loophole in the spell, otherwise I dread to think what would happen. You say you know it’s a geas?”
He nods.
“And that you think the rings will come off with the removal of the spell?”
He nods again, then beckons for the parchment. She gives it to him and he hastily writes ‘I believe so, by Eldath I certainly hope so.’ Reading it, she nods. “I thinks” she says, that it might be time for me to call in on Syluné, see how she fares these days.”
“Syluné?”
“You know,” she smiles, “my old friend, you have met her before, remember? Stunningly beautiful, silver hair, rather see through. I don’t think you could forget her easily.”
“Alright, I remember, you know that wasn’t what I meant. You think she’d come and do all this just for us?”
“She will come because I ask her, because that’s the sort of wonderful person that she is. And don’t you worry,” she adds, squeezing his hand, “we’ll get everything sorted out, you’ll see. If you’ll excuse me for a few minutes, I’ll go and see her right now.”
“Sure.”
With that, the elf disappears out of the room.
On his own, Selm fiddles unconsciously with the ring, before getting up and having a look round the warm room that he is in. Much like the rest of the inn, it is comfortable, tasteful and welcoming. He stands up and paces up and down a bit, his heart is so glad to see Issinofil again but for the first time he starts to truly worry abut the ring and the curse, now he is under no pressure to keep a cool head. Standing by the window, he stares out into the cool night air, praying to his Goddess for guidance and wisdom.
A quiet knock on the door brings him out of his thoughts. “It’s open.”
Issinofil slides gracefully back in and moves over to him by the window. He puts his arm around her.
“It’s going to be fine, Syluné seemed most concerned, the poor dear. In the morning, we’ll go for a walk along the river to somewhere a bit more secluded and she’ll come and sort everything out. She knows what she’s up against with the geas but she insisted on having a look at the ring now.”
No sooner had she said that, than a soft female voice intoned, “Selm, it’s good to see you again, are you okay?”
Turning round, the human and the elf see the figure of a tall, stunningly beautiful woman appear floating in mid-air, a look of genuine concern on her face.
“Syluné,” Selm smiles, bowing respectfully to the spectral Harpist. “I’m in good health, am glad to see my ’Fil again, and am glad to see you too. Aside from the situation Issinofil described to you, I’m fine. How are you keeping?”
“Oh fine, fine. But it’s you I’m concerned about, dear. Now let me have a look at that ring…”
Selm steps forward and offers his hand.
“Hmm,” she says after a minute. “Issinofil, be a dear and cast a spell of identification for me – sadly, I’m no longer capable of casting in such a fashion.”
Stepping forward, the elf reaches out to touch the ring, and utters the incantation. “The ring is cursed,” she says after a few seconds’ reflection. “You cannot remove it without magic and it has a spell employed on it to constantly repair itself.”
“That would be why Valanwé’s attempts to break it failed then,” interjects Selm.
“That’s a relief, I had initially feared it was something far worse” says Syluné. I’m sure I’ll be able to get these off. And your companions are all in the same situation?”
Selm nods.
Syluné sighs. “Thank Mystra I’m able to help you, we can’t have the Cult meddling in the business of the Dales again, can we? Do you know what you’re going to do about it?” The three of them exchange looks.
“No, not yet,” admits Selm. “Dealing with the issue at hand seems more prudent, until then we can’t do anything else anyway.”
“Very wise. Well, I’ll pass word around to Storm, I’m sure she’ll be glad of the news. I can hear her now: “Just what we need, what with the Zhents supposedly on the move again.” But we’ll sort this business out, have no fear.” She puts a ghostly hand on Selm’s shoulder, and he feels a strange, initially cold but quickly more comforting, feeling. “Get some rest, and I’ll come and see you and your friends in the morning. It’s good to see you again Selm, and you, Issinofil. It’s been too long, we have much to catch up on, and I’m always happy to listen, you don’t always have to have a reason to call in on me, you know.”
“You’re right, it’s my fault,” says Issinofil. “Bye, Syluné, see you in the morning.”
“Goodbye, my dears. Try not to worry too much.” With that, she casts a spell and vanishes.
“Hanali bless her, I love that woman,” says Issinofil softly. “I’ll be glad when we sort it all out in the morning.”
“Aye, me too, me too,” says Selm, comfortingly. “Anyway, it’s high time I had something to eat, I’m famished and I promised Rhiannon I’d see her again and let her know what was happening.”
“In that case, we’d better go find her then,” says Issinofil, proffering her arm. Slipping his arm through hers, Selm follows her out of the room, locks it behind him, and the couple walk down the corridor to Rhiannon’s room.
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Waking the next morning, at some time around the hour of six, Valanwé sits up slowly in bed, rubs his eyes, and yawns, whilst looking round the room. Seeing that the rest of the party are still slumbering, he gets out of bed, as quietly as he can, and moves to the desk in the corner of the room, and opens his spellbooks. Drawing in breath sharply, as the chair he sits down on creaks, he settles, hoping not to have disturbed the others, and begins to go through the motions of spell preparation.

About an hour later, as the sun is rising, he rises from the desk, and after listening for a few moments to several rather telling comments coming from Daleson in his sleep, smiles to himself, and exits the secret room into the main part of the Inn above.

Walking along the corridor to the main room, he hears people stirring in their rooms. Smiling as he passes a tall woman with black hair leaving her room, Valanwé continues to the main room. At the bar Holfast is cleaning a glass. Already a couple of bleary eyed patrons have sat down and are chatting in that quiet hush that dawn seems to bring on, as they wait for a hearty breakfast to arrive.

With a courteous nod to Holfast, and another to the patrons waiting, Valanwé decides to depart, and eat later when the rest of the party is awake. Stepping out of the front entrance, he pauses, raises his hood and takes in the view of the village on the other side of the river to get his bearings, and then heads briskly over the ford, and into the main street of the town. 

Slowing down after he has crossed, he ambles slowly along the main street, and sees a young girl strolling eastward along the main street. She passes Multhimmer who she gives a cheery wave to, and recieves one in return as he sets up his wares for a days trading at the post.

"Excuse me, good lady," he says in moderate, pleasant tone as she passes close-by. "Perchance you could assist me?"

The young girl stops, and cocks her head to one side as she peers into the hood of the speaker. "Mayhap I can, depending on what you would be wanting assistance for?"

"I seek a merchant of the alchemical trade," replies the Elf. "Is there one such as this nearby?"

The girl giggles. "You should talk to Almaes. I don't know what alcy....alker...." she blushes, "but thats what everyone calls him, Almaes the Alkermoodle!.. I think. I have to go now, else Lhuin will poke me with his needles for being late. Bye bye nice man!"
With that she waves behind her shoulder as she skips off eastward towards the leatherworkers.

The streets begin to fill up as the day becomes brighter, and soon the still dawn is alive with chatter and movement. Multhimmer holds various wares and objects up to the people that come and go, exhanging, buying, and selling in a whirlwind of items and coins

Realising that the girl had left without giving him anything more than a name, Valanwé turns to his right, and approaches the merchant to whom the girl had waved previously. "Excuse me," he says. "Perhaps you could help me? I seek Almaes, the Alchemist."

"My thats a fine robe, care to trade it for this lovely silk vest? Direct from the traders of Calimport. No? then maybe I can interest you in this lovely kettle, at only six silver - a bargain not to be missed! See the fine craftsmanship in this handle, and the inscription on the side. Rescued from a dragons hoard this was, and only five silver for a good honest gent like yerself...."

"I thank you, no," replies Valanwé, kindly, but firmly. "I merely seek information."

"Information? Why the rarest commodity of them all. Hard to put a price on that it is indeed, but I'm sure I have something in my preverbial packs that can fit your preverbial pockets!"

"A gold piece for the whereabouts of Almaes the Alchemist," says Valanwé flatly, making it as clear as possible that he was in no mood for games.

"Indeed." The merchant seems to sober quickly, keen not to look overimpressed. He points westward. "Take a right up there, then its on your left, fifth building along."

"I thank you," says Valanwé, placing a gold piece into the man's hand (with his left hand). "For your trouble, sir."

Seeing a textile merchant up ahead, Valanwé approaches, with his right hand held within his robes. Retrieving a handful of silver pieces from his purse, he approaches the seller, and waits for his attention.

"What can I do for one of the elfin today?" he asks softly.

"Good morrow to thee sir," says Valanwé. "I merely require a long strip of cloth, perhaps three feet long, and three inches wide. It need not be of any special colour - I wish to make a repair to my undergarments, but I have not the means in my posession to do so."

"Well, for you sir I'm sure I can find something," he strolls to the back of the shop which is covered with hanging materials, "ah! this should do it," with which he hands Valanwé a strip roughly the correct size, and in a dusty red colour. Upon offering him the silver, the man waves away Valanwé's hand, "not at all my friend, just don't be telling everyone I give some of my offcuts for free, else they'll all want some," he smiles broadly and his eyes beam from beneath his long chestnut hair.

"I am most thankful," says Valanwé cheerily, but sincerely. "I am much obliged. I bid you good day, sir." With a nod of appreciation he turns, placing the cloth in a tight roll in his left pocket and wanders down the street westward, back toward the merchant he had paid for the information. 

Turning southwards, past that store, he heads into the housing district, and towards a small clump of trees, out of view of the people he had spoken to. Sitting, breifly, under the trees, he watches and waits until no-one is nearby, and pulls out the cloth, wrapping it quickly round his right hand to cover the ring The Cult had forced on him, as though it were bandaging a wound. He ties it up tightly, leaving only his fingers and his lower palm in view, and then gets up, and returns to the main street. As he crosses it, he conceals his right hand in his robes once more, and removes it once out of sight as he passes up the side street, following the directions the merchant had given him.

As he enters the shop, Valanwé sees a gnome standing behind a low desk and waving a short stick about the size of a wand.

"Oh hello there, my you're a tall one!" exclaims the gnome.

"Aye, sir, I may be," replies Valanwé with a hearty chuckle. "A good morning to you. I am led to believe that you are the man known as Almaes?"

"Almaestaddamir Auldcastle at your service!", the gnome bows and waves his arm with a flourish, accidentally flinging the sunrod from his hand and igniting a small pile of smokepowder in the corner of the room. Clearing his throat and picking another sunrod from behind the desk, he then straightens his clothing. "Yes, well, plenty of smokepowder in here, did you know I've offered Haresk some of it as part of my machine? Quite ingenious you know, and a real surprise for troublemakers, but he doesn't seem too interested, hmmph." Almaes stares off towards an upper corner of the room and begins muttering.

With something of a formal bow of acknowledgement, Valanwé says: "I am pleased to make your acquaintance, Almaestaddamir Auldcastle. I am known by many names amongst my people, but I present myself to you as Aramil Ilphukiir, son of Quarion of Evereska."

"And what can I do for you today Aramil? I'm a busy man you know, smokepowder kegs don't fling themselves, lots to do, lots to do!"

"I am a practitioner of The Art," replies Valanwé, "and travel the Dales in my own right. I should be very pleased to view some of your stock with a view to making a purchase, and I should like to ask you also if it is possible to obtain spell scrolls in this town, either from yourself, or elsewhere?"

"Of course, of course, everything is on display here," he waves vaugely to the shelves with various bags, bottles and vials on them, "just let me know what you'd like".

"Would you tell me what prices you are offering, on the scrolls of Darkvision, Command Undead, Flaming Sphere and Shocking Grasp?" asks Valanwé politely, having looked briefly about the shop.

Hearing the prices for each of the scrolls he mentioned, Valanwé ponders for a second, and decides what to buy: "I'll take each of the scrolls I mentioned before," he says, finally, and begins to count out the right amount.

When the transaction is complete, Valanwé reaches into his robe, and places all four scrolls into a deep inside pocket for safekeeping. He turns once again to Almaes, and bows again: "I thank you for your help this morning. It is much appreciated. I must be on my way now, but if ever I am in Ashabenford again, I shall do my best to put some more business in your direction. ' Bid you good day, Sir."

Leaving the shop, Valanwé again conceals his right hand within his pocket, and walks briskly back to the Inn. Seeing that no-one is around, he opens the secret room, and descends to see if the others are awake.
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As Caylith and Daleson awake, they find they are the only ones in the room. Shortly after awakening, Valawé returns to the room and moves to sit down at the table, barely controlling his excitement as he pulls a number of scrolls from inside his robes. Pausing only to remove the bandage around his hand, he then opens the scrolls and starts to study them. Taking out one of the scrolls he mutters a few words, then his eyes widen and he grins almost feverishly as he takes in the information. Studying the remaining scrolls, Valanwé piles them neatly on top of each other, except for one which he growls at in frustration. Glaring even harder to understand this particular scroll, Valanwé is oblivious to events around him as Bach, and eventualy Selm and Rhiannon return, accompanied by an unknown elf and a ghostly figure.

The others in the room stand, some recognising the figure before them through tales, some merely curious as to what is happening. Valanwé also stands when the magical energy in his fingertips crackles violently against his will. Staring in awe at the obvious magical power in front of him, the elf cannot bring his tongue to form any words. Instead he waits for Selm to explain.
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"Good morning," says Selm, hiding a smile. "And a better one it will be
soon, for, rest assured, we have worked out how to address our current
scenario." He gestures with hand to show his ring but, still careful of the
curse, does not make verbal mention of it. May I introduce, the lovely lady
Syluné of Shadowdale," he looks towards the ghostly figure, "and the equally
lovely Issinofil Rosefall."
"Well met, all of you," says Issinofil, looking around the group. Syluné
looks around the group, sizing them up, almost as if she can see into them,
the way they can see through her. She nods at each in turn, by way of
greeting. "Is everybody ready?" she asks? "Good, let us make our way outside
to somewhere more secluded. And I probably shouldn't have caused such an
entrance, either. I'm very sorry, my dears," she says, addressing the room at large. This is greeted with silence, though a few whispered
conversations begin as Syluné floats through the door outside. She whispers something to Issinofil and then dissapears from sight. 
Taking that as the cue to leave, Selm takes Issinofil by the hand and looks
round to the others, an expression on his face that plainly says, "Coming?"
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Bach shakes his head and smiles at his companions, not wondering for the first time if it was a good decision to join up with this band. With a shrug of his shoulders he smiles again and says "I will make sure we are not followed." He then cast a spell and fades from view.

Quite surprised by the Ghost's appearance but trusting Selm's knowledge, Caylith follows quietly.
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Issinofil turns and smiles at the party, slightly saddened but with resolution in her striking green eyes. "I know a quiet spot where we won't be disturbed, Syluné will meet us there," Issinofil pauses and sighs, "sadly she isn't trusted by those who don't know her in these parts of the dales."
She nods once, and indicates for everyone to gather their posessions. "It is a long walk, be ready for the road and anything we might encounter".
Rhiannon and Selm are ready to go, having stayed the night in an alternate inn, and Issinofil links arms with her lover and waits patiently.

When everyone is packed and ready to go, the elf beckons for the others to follow and leads the way out of the safehouse. Giving a nod to the innkeeper on the way out and leading the party westward out of town.
They pass through the main street, with Multhimmer still in full swing hawking his wares, and pass the many shops, including a building site on the north side opposite the horsewatering pool.
Selm chats with Issinofil on their way out, pleased to be back with his partner after his time away, and as the group pass he calls back to them "This is the new Temple of the Morninglord which is still under construction, I think they've been building since the beginning of the Year of Rogue Dragons"
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As the party passes through the main street, Bach notices a rather worn woodsman watching the party. While not dirty, the black-haired man seems to have spent considerable times in the wild without shelter. Pausing to observe the observer, he sees a hand tap the woodsman on the shoulder, and a larger, grey hair and bearded man step around the corner. The first turns to talk to him, with a quick glance at the party’s back as they head down the street. Moving with the wind at his back, Bach moves closer to the pair to hear what they are saying.



“... certain? That’s not what he wants.”



“No,” the man facing him replies, and Bach realizes that he is not old, but appears prematurely grey. “But I am certain…” The man pauses, and sniffs, as if catching a scent. Almost as if he can see through the invisibility spell, the man looks intently at where Bach is standing, and frowns. “Enough. Let him know, and it will be taken care of.” As the dark-haired man moves back down the alleyway, the newcomer looks around again, sniffs at the slight breeze, and moves in an opposite direction – neither of which appears to follow the party.
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The sky clouds over during travel out of town, and by mid-morning a fine drizzle has begun to assault itself upon the party.
Issinofil encourages the party to keep travelling on, for they have to get to their destination by sundown, but the sodden ground and poor visibility makes travelling arduous. The spring shower doesn't stop the animals from going about their business however, and the occasional flight of birds overhead can be seen, or a wolf milling about on the edge of the forest a few miles away from the road.

Over the course of the day, an insidious pain works it's way through the companions, gnawing at their innards and making travel painful. The stronger among the party manage to accept the pain stoically, but others among them suffer more. Rhiannon, Selm and Valanwé are unable to stand the evil magic flowing through and around them. Selm is forced to lean on the parties guide, Issinofil, for support, whilst Valanwé appears unfocused as he staggers forwards.

The party pause for a short break at lunch. Just as they are about to set off again, Issinofil first notices a group of humanoids 100ft away, and unclear through the now driving rain. She urges the group to get ready. Rhiannon, suffering from the evil magic working against her, also feels extremely unwell, and had left the party at lunch, moving only a short distance away to vomit in the bushes by the roadside. In her sickened state, she barely notices the large wolf lying in wait. She responds just in time as the wolf lunges, so that it doesn't catch her completely off guard. An unseen archer takes advantage of the distraction and launches an arrow at the druid, which grazes across her thigh.
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The rain makes it hard to make out what is happening, as the group of humanoids are at the edge of vision of even the elf's keen eyes.
The presence of magic registers to the three spellcasters in the party, but none of them can tell what exactly is being cast at such a distance.

As Rhiannon moves away from the wolf attack and towards the safety of her party, so to does the group ahead move towards them.
The first figure to appear through the rain is a hulking troll. It's lank hair hanging limply down the side of its face as the rain streams off it's rubbery grey skin.
To it's right walk two elves, one clad in black robes, the other dressed in simple travelling clothed and carrying a staff.
To it's left walks a human, also clad in black robes, accompanied by another figure which jerks and spasms as it follows along.
Above the group approximately 40ft, floats another figure. This one is wearing a robe which billows in the wind of the storm, and the colours on it shift and swirl in scintillating patterns, catching the eye and luring the mind.
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"I have the troll, everyone else take the ugly ones." Daleson smiles despite the pain. Trolls were something he was used to fighting.
"Someone bring down the flyer."
Caylith focuses her mental energy, grunting as the pain clutching at her insides lessens, and she moves forward, her sword leading the way, ready to engage the party in combat. Just to her right, a puddle of mud created by the rain begins to swirl and bubble. The puddle moves towards the main group and rises as it does so, before taking the form of a small well built humanoid. The rain runs off it and chunks of mud fly as it stomps across the short gap between itself and Selm, lunging for his knees. Caylith takes a mental note of the elf who appears to be commanding the little beast from the side of battle, marking him for death.
The creation lands a crushing blow as it barrels into him and Selm winces but manages to keep his composure. He takes a step back out of range of the little monster and goes through the motions of unravelling the spell holding the flying wizard airborne. With a little help from Eldath, the magic spell falls to pieces, and he floats down to the ground, robes still swirling with scintillating colours.
Moving to protect her lover, Issinofil stabs downwards at the creature. Her short sword slices into and through the creature, the moisture in it's body conducting the electricity from the sword. All around the metal of her weapon, the creature begins to bubble and melt, until it is indistuingishable from the sodden ground.
Valanwé sends a modified spell towards the group approaching them, and the soundball hits hard, the shockwave flinging the rain around it in all directions, making for an attractive but deadly display. A few manage to cover themselves from the blast but the flying wizard is at the centre of the blast, which has no qualms about swiftly ending his life. No sooner had Valanwé recoiled from flinging the ball of magic, than two arrows streak towards him from his right, both piercing him. The wounds aren't too serious and the elf begins to call to mind another spell, this one aimed at the archer who so wounded him.
The wolf follows his prey and lunges again at the druid, who manages to shield herself with an oversized turtle shell she conjures for protection.
Surprisingly, the troll stops in it's charge towards the party, and begins waving his hands in what seems to be the motions of a spell! Should one of the party have tried to call out a warning, they would have found themselves unable to make a single sound pass their lips.
Cursing as the words of the spell fall soundless from his mouth, Bach moves to what he percieves to be the edge of the spells area and starts his incantation anew. The sound issues forth from his mouth clearly, and from his outstretched hands flies a small orangey pea, which explodes in a huge conflagration in the centre of the opposing group. When the magical flames dissapear, their energy spent, the still corpses of a large number lie in place of what once were living, breathing, creatures. Interestingly in the place of the troll lies no troll corpse, but instead that of a human male dressed in a leather vest.
With his original target now missing, Daleson turns to valiantly protect his party members, chopping wildly at the wolf harrasing Rhiannon. He sings his smithy song as he does so, but again no sound is released from his lips. Nevertheless he sings on, landing two solid blows on the wolf, which would likely have caused it to whimper in pain had anyone been able to hear.
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Moving out to engage one of the few remaining offenders, Caylith picks up her pace and lands a vicious blow on the elven wizard that summoned the elemental. Her sword bites deep into his shoulder, and the magic of the sword crackles dark energy along it's blade, biting into Caylith's hands but biting deeper still into the chest of the elf, ending his life.
Battle rages silently inside the area of the spell, which lingers on after the spellcasters death, and Issinofil catches the wolf with the tip of her sword, running a line of blood down it's flank.
Valanwé and Selm move out to the edge of the area of the spell, and whilst Valanwé aims a spell at the archer, Selm sets about curing his wounds. Fully healed, the elf launches a spell at the archer. Observers would see a shapeless grey cloud forming in front of the archer, but the elf sees his innermost fears take shape. Reacting strongly to the images, the elven archer refuses to let himself give in to his fears, suffering through the exertion but more importantly still alive.
Focusing himself once again, he looses another two arrows at the spellcaster attacking him, and lands another two solid blows.
Without so much as a whisper to give away his position, a man wielding two daggers appears suddenly in the middle of the party, and stabs forward and upwards towards Rhiannon. The first hit drives deep into the back of her ribs, and she drops to the ground instantly. Not expecting such a quick fall, the human overextends his reach, and stumbles as his second dagger glances off the giant tortoise shell.
The wolf snaps it's jaws at Issinofil, and attempts to barrel into her, forcing her to the ground. The agile elf twists aside, and sustains only a small bite to her thigh. The paladin moves to intercept the attacked, and with a swing of his mighty axe, cleaves the animals head from it's torso.
Using the momentum from his previous swing, Daleson takes a short step forwards and lands another solid blow on the staggering rogue, whereupon Issinofil drives her sword point in afterwards, finishing the man off as silently as he appeared.
Following the two other spellcasters, Bach also moves out of the area of silence so he can better communicate with his companions. "Take one of them alive!" he orders, " I would very much like to know why people are attempting to kill us this time!". Then taking full advantage of his ability to speak, he utters the words of a spell to launch an arrow of acid straight at the remaining target.
Following the spellcasters order, Valanwé casts a spell which forces the elven archer to turn stiff and unmoving. He then closes the short gap between the two of them and holds a dagger to his enemies throat, as an extra measure should he manage to break out of the spell.
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As Valanwé guards the captive elf, his eyes smoldering as he holds a dagger to his throat, Caylith strips the prisoner of his weapons and begins to tie him up.
The rest of the party set about looting the corpses on the battlefield and gather everything up into a pile, so that Selm can detect which of the items are magical. Suitably satisfied with the pile, he leaves it temporarily as he moves over to inspect the captive with Issinofil at his side.
She tries to calm the prisoner using the power enchanted into her vest blessed by Hanali Celanil but the elf shrugs the spell off.
Flexing against his bindings the captive gives a feral snarl, and Bach tries to calm him with a spell of his own that unfortunately is also resisted by the angered male. Shrugging in resignation he returns to the main group to think of an alternative solution.
Double checking the corpses again, Selm manages to uncover a letter that was secreted in a pocket of the clothing worn by the human wielding the two daggers. Opening the note Selm furrows his brow in confusion, then mutters and swift prayer to Eldath and gives a smile. He scribbles onto a piece of paper handed him by Issinofil, and passes it around the group.
The note reads simply "Cultists are heading east from Ashabenford. Take care of them"
When the note reaches he, Caylith curses in frustration, "We have so been set up."
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“It seems,” begins Selm, “you may well be right. We have many loose ends
that need tying up currently. My suggestion, provided everybody is healthy
enough to continue, is to advance to the meeting point with Syluné. Once we
address the problem at hand,” he gestures with his ring, “we can speak more
freely, and I feel this will be more use when we question our friend here.”
He nods towards the captive archer. “Caylith, please be careful, I have no
wish to see him hurt,” he adds, making sure the captive can clearly hear
him. “We wish you no further harm, and if you cooperate with us life will be
much easier for all. My Lady Eldath has granted me the ability to read your
note here,” he says, waving the note in the direction of the elf. “You will,
however, first accompany us, for the duration of our journey. We will see to
it that you are able to walk and breathe freely, even though we have no wish
to talk with you at this time, and that no discomfort is caused to you,” he
finishes, feeling unhappy about having to tie him up, but knowing he is
better alive than dead and the others would be in no mood to chance letting
him walk freely.
“Perhaps I may volunteer my services,” chimes in Valanwé. “I have a suitable
spell that will aid our friend’s transportation, it summons a floating disk
that can carry him. I find it unlikely he will be foolish enough to try and
escape.”
“That sounds like a good idea to me. Hopefully, he will see to judge us by
our actions, even if he doesn’t believe our words, that I, for one, find
this business distasteful.” Issinofil leans against Selm, giving him her
reassurance.
“Should someone gather up our findings?” asks Valanwé, gesturing to the
accumulated gold and gear.
“I can do that,” volunteers Issinofil, it will be easier to carry in my
bag,” she says, giving the other elf an exaggerated wink. “It would make
more sense to identify the nature of the items when we are back in
Ashabenford. Perhaps somebody would care to lend me a hand?”
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"Aye my Lady," said Valanwé to Issinofil, ignoring the
wink and smiling pleasantly but speaking in a flat
monotonic voice. "It would be a pleasure to assist you
in stocking your recepticle."

He kneels down, close to the pile, leaving the captive
Elf in Caylith and Daleson's keep: "Allow me," he
offers, picking up a handfuls of assorted weaponary
and awaiting Issinofil's co-operation. "Come now -
draw it open it wide otherwise this longsword wont
fit..."

Entirely ignoring the rest of the group, and remaining
entirely expressionless, and quiet as he does this,
Valanwé gathers up all the armour and other items as
Issinofil holds her bag. Selm is also seen to be
muttering blackly in the background, as Valanwé makes
entirely innocent references to the 'quality of
leatherwork', 'hanging nicely' and 'pulling
difficulty' whilst his large but supple hands move the
armour, amulet and bows into the bag. Clearing the
rest of the items from the ground, with the exception
of the two quaterstaffs, he leans on them both for
support as he stands up, faces the Elf once more and
asks blankly: "Do you think we can get both of these
in there at once?"

Again, Issinofil opens the bag, and Valanwé drops the
wooden rods to a horizontal position, and pushes
forward slowly, stuffing them into the large
extradimensional space with only a little difficulty.

"Well then," he observes, maintaining his dull tones.
"I think that's a packing job well done..."
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Waiting for Valanwé to stop his blatant innuendo, Issinofil remains quiet
while the two elves place the items into the bag, which miraculously appears
to be far larger inside that its outward appearance would suggest.
Upon finishing, she looks him squarely in the eye and asks, "Master Valanwé,
are you suggesting that I am a common lickhips? Because if you want to sleep
with me, at least have the decency to say it to my face, rather than making
such overtly sexual comments. Trust me, I know many tricks that would make a
young winker like you salivate over your spellbook." She tosses him a wink,
and then stands up, without waiting for Valanwé to reply.
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About half an hour later, further down the road,
Valanwé lets out a shrill whistle from the back of the
party, causing the others to turn around and look, and
a flapping of wings is heard. Descending from
somewhere in the surounding trees, carrying a small
rabbit in his beak, Venterus appears above the party,
and flies down to Valanwé's outstreched arm.

"I see I have disturbed your lunch," muses Valanwé to
the eagle, in their shared language.

"Mmmpfhk aark mmmfaksss," replies the eagle, shaking
his head from side to side. Valanwé takes the rabbit
from the eagle's beak with his other hand, looks at it
briefly, and holds onto it, trying not to spill it's
blood on his robes.

"Thanks Master," says the eagle. "What did you need?"

"I suppose," mutters Valanwé, ignoring the question,
"that it isn't considered rudeness to talk with your
mouth full in Eagle society?"

"Not so much," squarks the bird.

Seeing Selm turn round to see what the
incomprehensible conversation is about, and then
return to his own with Issinofil, Valanwé issues a set
of instructions to the bird, promising to retain his
lunch until he returns. Placing the rabbit into the
top of his pack, he continues on, slowly accellerating
to the front of the group over a period of five
minutes or so, until he is walking close behind Selm
and Issinofil.

Seeing Venterus in the distance, he steps up beside
Issinofil, waits for a break in the conversation and
asks: "A moment of your time my Lady?" Hearing no
objection from Issinofil, he continues: "Madam, my
implication hence was not a wish to lay down with you.
Indeed, I would make no such presumptions. I was
unable, however, to discern the reason for your
'flutterings', and merely wished to escape the
awkwardness I felt in recieving them. To me, humour
seemed the best course."

At this point, Vanterus swoops down again, to
Valanwé's arm, with a tangible gust of wind from his
wings, carrying a flower in his beak. "By way of an
apology," says Valanwé humbly, taking the flower from
Venterus, and proffering it to her: "A dovewing
orchid: for friendship."
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Issinofil chuckles as Valanwé hands her the flower, "Oh really Master Valanwé there was no need, my idle banter was spoken just as much in friendship as yours. I fear you have considered to have caused offence to that which, shall we say, was a return thrust of the same sword" she smiles then and pats him gently on the arm.
She continues after a pause, "Still, should you ever need to attempt to subtly display your wit again I'm sure you'll find Selm an excellent sparring partner", winking slyly at the elven wizard.

Some hours later, as darkness has begun to fall, the group reaches the apointed meeting spot. Back where they were only a few days ago at Swords Creek, they begin to make preparations to camp for the night.
A few hours before midnight, the etheral creature Syluné floats into view, as pointed out by Issinofil. She appraises the party and then moves a short distance around the campsite. The spectral harpist weaves a complex spell, and circles the camp many times during the ten minutes it takes, before finally settling down into the centre of the group.
"Now dears, unfortunately due to my, 'condition', I cannot remove this curse from you myself," she smiles ruefully, "short of a spell to rip the very magics asunder, which would be a terrible shame despite it's effects, and indeed unecessary.
"For I have prepared an item for Issinofil to use, it should allow both the removal of any obligations you are under, as well as the removal of those rings."
She marks an area on the ground with a small glowing circle, and opens her arms wide to signal for everyone to stand back. Speaking a single word, the circle collapses in on itself, then flashes outwards upon reaching the centre. The flare dies down and everyone blinks to get their eyes accustomed to the darkness again, now in place of the glowing circle lies a wooden stick about a foot long. The stick is carved from ashwood, and closer inspection reveals an etching along one side reading "Azshelea".
"Don't worry dears, there will be no one to see the little display," Syluné voices their concerns, "to anyone outside the area all that sits here is a handful of trees. You should be safe tonight, but be vigilant for any accidental wanderers nonetheless"
Reverently picking it up, Issinofil nods as she studied it and then approaches Selm. Placing the wand on his shoulder she speaks "Azshelea".
There is no visible effect, and Selm shrugs, his eyes narrowed in question, but Issinofil holds her hand out silently. He reaches down to the ring on his hand and pulls it off slowly. Free of the ring he places it in Issinofils hand, giving her a thankful nod, and leaves her to perform similarly on the others.

The process takes just over an hour, the wands strong magical energy needing some short time before it can be used again, and by that time night has falled heavily. Valanwé rubs his finger unconsciously where the ring used to sit, as if nursing a wound, and nods appreciatively at Syluné.
"Now, Issinofil told me you were attacked and have taken a prisoner? I recieved her message floating on the air currents just as I finished preparing the wand. Unfortunately I cannot tarry here any longer, events are unfolding in the north which I really must take care of, but I'm sure Issinofil will be able to assist you adequately in my stead," Issinofil gives the ghost a cheeky wink.
Syluné smiles back and speaks "Well dears, It pleases me to see the curses removed, and I see no trace of the geas any more. I'll leave you to your rest. Fare thee well, oh and Issinofil, do come and visit me more often"
With a wink to the female elf, and a word of power, the ghostly form dissapears from the camp.

Free of the curse Caylith speaks, "Now that we are free of the geas, perhaps the gentleman we are holding would be willing to explain his actions. We are not members of the cult (she says cult like it's a dirty word), yet someone seemed to think we were. I would think that in all honestly, our two groups would be on the same side."
"Aye," agrees Selm. "Perhaps somebody would be so kind as to ungag our new friend. I hope we shall now be able to find out who are assailants were, and why those chose to attack us in such a regretful manner."

Responding to a spell woven by Bach, the captive elf is compelled to answer his request: To truthfully disclose all information on why, and upon who's orders, he and his party attacked us.
"I was not told why, but I was under orders of the Zhent agent Daneth. He approached me in my home in the southern woods and asked me to help him track you down. He offered me in exchange trade supplies so that I would not have to journey into that wretched town."
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"Zhents? Does he mean the Zhentarim? What interest would a group of that size have in us?" Rhiannon queries of the others.

With a face like hewn stone Bach draws his blade. "I will deal with this." he says with an emotionless voice. In the same icy voice he continues, "We cannot allow this man to remain alive. Not only does he know too much about us, but how long will it be before another Zhent agent, or anyone else for that matter comes to call and the party he tracks down is not as fortunate as us. Besides, Bach nods indicating Valanwé, he has already drawn first blood."

Rhiannon steps between Bach and the prisoner.
"No Bach, we can not kill a helpless person. Thats what they do, we have to be better than them."
With relief and agitation playing accrost his face bach lowers, but does not sheath, his sword. Shaking his head Bach says, "I can see no other way."

Stepping between Bach and the prisoner, Valanwé raises a hand, and says: “Stay thine arm, friend; I would not have more blood unnecessarily spilt, and not that of an Elf. I have no allegiance to him bar that which I have to my people, but since returning from war, I have been saddened oft by the dreams of my fallen brothers who died at my hands. “ Valanwe sighs, and ponders: “It would be better that he is held, and receives such punishment as he deserves in time. It would seem that he is not, of himself, evil, but perhaps forced through necessity to enter into an alliance with the Zhentarim. He may have use to us yet – there are those with more powerful magics than we in the wider area – perhaps they may be able to assist us in gaining further information…"
Selm moves to stand next to Valanwé. "He's right, you know, Bach. Evil comes in many shades, even the best among us can do evil deeds from time to time, and Master Daleson can detect no aura of evil about him. I will not see his blood spilt, we cannot slaughter a helpless elf. We must try and teach him there are other ways of doing things, and Rhiannon is right to say we would sink to the level of the Zhents if we commit such an act. I suggest we continue to find out what we can about him - how he got involved with the Zhentarim in the first place, and what we can do to help him. Pray don't be so hasty."

Eyes wide and flinching away, the elf leans back as best as he can to escape the man with the blade in his hands.
"P..please good sir, do not slay me." his eyes reach up to Valanwé imploringly.
"Release me back into the wilds, like a tamed wolf I shall do no harm, save to protect the home I love."
Selm tries to alleviate the elf's panic with a calming expression. "Nobody here is going to hurt you, you have my word, by my Lady Eldath." He reaches down his tunic and pulls out the holy symbol hanging round his neck to show the elf. "You are from Cormanthor?" he asks gently. "How did you get involved with the Zhentarim?"
Bach sheaths his blade and goes to stand alone away from the group and the prisoner. Suitably calmed the elf continues to respond to Selm, "I am from the wilderness south of here. Please that's all I know, that Daneth was one of them. Sir, let me free"
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"Whereabouts, if you don't mind me asking? And you did not tell us how you got involved with the Zhentarim. If you help us by cooperating, we can do our best to offer you protection against them. I think you can understand why turning you free currently is unlikely to happen - we have our own safety to guarantee, and would like some answers to our questions. We mean you no harm."

The elf speaks again to Selm, "The part of the woods I call my home is between the Dark Road and the Yeven Trail, I was scouting the edge of the woods when I came across a strange pair of animals, heading eastward. I followed them for a while out of curiosity, and then saw the group which you've now killed. The leader, who introduced himself as Daneth, said that he was with the Zhents, and that they were trying to find a group heading east from Ashabenford. I had no real interest in who he was or whatever organisation they cared to label themselves, but he explained that you were a danger to this land, and opposed the peace coming to the region. They needed a skilled tracker, and I wanted you out of my land, the goods he offered would help me survive longer out here but my main interest was to prevent you causing any harm."
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Selm nods thoughtfully at this revelation. "I thank you for being so
forthcoming. It is rude of me not to have asked your name, but should you
wish to withhold it, I understand given the circumstances. I am Selm of
Eldath. I hope you will not judge my companions and I too harshly, but I
would hope one as perceptive as yourself has realised we are no threat to
your home, indeed Rhiannon there is a follower of Mielikki, and obviously I
count two of the People amongst my companions here."
He crouches down beside the elf. "We have no interest in harming you or your
land, and never have done. I am now chiefly concerned with whether the
Zhents will still be able to find you again, because you may be in personal
danger if that is the case. Anything I can do to aid you in this matter, I
will try to do.

"I.....I had no idea. Forgive me. Truly a servant of Mielikki could not stand among you and willfuly allowthe descration of the place. My home and the lands around it I protect are precious to me, when I heard of your apparent intentions I had no choice.
"I know you are going back to Ashabenford. I know these lands, and can watch your path ahead, it's the least I can do."
"Oh and," he adds almost as an afterthough, "do not worry about the Zhents. They will not find me in my home if I do not wish them to"
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Selm nods at this information, "In that case, you have our most humble apologies for keeping you held in this fashion. Is there anything we can do for you? I can tend your wounds,
if you will."

The elf smiles briefly, wincing slightly at the pain from his wounds, but shakes his head at Selm, "Really you have done enough by not slaying me, it seems we were both misinformed as to intentions this day. I will be well enough to guard your path and return to my home"
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Selm frowns at this, but does not want to push the issue. Instead, he
reaches to his belt and pulls out a small vial containing a pale blue
liquid. "Take this with you, then," he says. "It will revive your health at
a time when you may need it more."

Speaking in Elven, Valanwé places a hand gently on the wild Elf's arm walks
a short distance away from the group with him. Beckoning Selm to bring the
Elf's equipment, he hands it to him, beginning with his armour, and ending
with his weapons. Seeing the Elf quickly dressed again, he says: "Go with
the winds my brother, with my regret for the conflict this day. May Corellon
watch over you, and shine a light on your path."

He stands for a moment, facing the Elf, and offers him the handle of the
sword, in a sign of respect, nods at him, and says in the common tongue:
"Fare the well, brother."

The elf responds in turn, using the common tongue. With a swift nod to the party, he darts off into the woods behind, to dissapear in the shadows of the forest
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The elf responds in turn, using the common tongue. With a swift nod to the party, he darts off into the woods behind, to dissapear in the shadows of the forest.

The night passes silently, with the smooth running water of Swords Creek gently lulling everyone into a relaxing and pleasant night.

Packing up their belongings in the morning, the group start to head back to Ashabenford, and looking behind them, see a misty area of trees where they once stood. Marvelling at Syluné's work, Valanwé stares back at the trees, as if solving a puzzle. With a hand on his arm, Selm distracts the elf, whereupon he grins silently and turns to walk away with his travelling companion.

Towarsd the end of the journey as the party heads west back to Ashabenford, they are greeted to a beautiful violet sky , an effect caused by the setting sun at the end of the day. The sky dims and darkens as time goes on, and it is late dusk when Issinofil calls a halt to the walk.
Roughly 100 yards from the edge of the path, stands a massive bear. The waning light casts an eerie shadow over it, making it appear almost demonic as it stands on it's hind legs at over 12 feet tall. Before the creature falls back down to all fours, it reveals a bloody mess of a horse sized shape beneath it. It then steps forward, eyeing the party, and sets itself into a sturdy position just in front of it's prize, releasing a low growl that carries loudly.
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Seeing the crazed bear, Daleson asks, "Good elves, I do not wish to be known as an animal killer, I am alreay Wolfsbane after our last encounter, so does someone wish to handle this?"
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After noticeing her spell worked, Rhiannon gives a smile and a nod to the others to let them know to calm down.

Rhiannon walks up to the Bear and strokes it.

Noticeing its maner suggests its protecting something, Rhiannon makes another short prayer to the forest queen and casts Speak with Animals on herself.

After casting the spell, Rhiannon knells down beside the bear and talks softly to it

"Hi there, I was wondering what it is you were defending"

The bear growls softly and pads the earth with it's massive paw before answering the druid.
"This is my food. I found it first. Do not let them near it. It is mine"

Rhiannon nods slowly and strokes the bear behind the ears

"Yes, I will respect your right to your food, I promise no one in this group is intrested in taking from you, How much of the forest is yours? Do you know anything of the group of humans that attacked me and my pack a short while ago?"

The bear nods in thanks to Rhiannons assurances, and lets out what the druid hears as a chuckle, the rest would hear as a startling roar, "These woods are mine wherever I please. But I prefer to home not far from here"

"I know nothing of this one pack that fought your pack. There is one from a man-pack here, but he not mine. He have scent of you and your pack. He also have scent of fox kill. He not mine"

Rhiannon responds "Thank you for helping me, I'll leave you to enjoy your food now, but before I go are there any other predators in this forest we should watch out for?"

The bear looks at Rhiannon in slight confusion as it appears to work something out. It is almost a full minute before he answers, "There is wolf scent. And fox scent. But it is not right scent. Not real wolf. Not real fox"

Rhiannon looks concerned she looks back at the others then turns to the bear "Not real wolves and foxes? Have you ever seen them? Can they turn into humans or weird creatures that look like a cross between a human and a animal?"

"I not see them. Only smell them. This dead one of man-pack have scent of wolf and scent of fox," the bear pants a little as it strings such a long sentence together. "It not mine," it adds finally.

"Ok, thank you" Rhiannon says softly, she reaches into a pocket on her belt and takes out a small treat which she offers to the bear "I'll leave you to enjoy your food now".

The bear accepts the treat, and moves forward to nuzzle Rhiannon (unfortunately knocking her down gently from her kneeling position with it's huge bulk), and turns to consult its meal again.

Rhiannon pulls herself to her feet, smileing at the bear as he goes back to his meal, then spots a humanoid figure, she looks over at the bear and then goes over to try and see what or who it was.

Rhiannon examines the corpse for a few moments and then stands up and staggers back in shock, it's the Elf they realeased so recently. 
The corpse is an elven male, with his throat completely torn out. It carries many smaller cuts and lesions. The body has been beaten badly as well as these cuts, and there are bruises over the delicate frame. Upon wiping away some of the gore around the upper chest and facial area, Rhiannon gasps as she recognises the elf they recently set free.
She immediatly looks back at Valanwé suspecting that he would take it the worst. She slowly walks over to the group to report the bad news
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All through the interchange, Caylith looks slightly confused. She shrugs and smiles when she sees the bear become more friendly.

After recieving the news frown appears on Bach's face and he looks around at the group thoughtfully. 
"I suggest that if the town is still a good distance off that we should find a defensible position and set up camp. I do not believe tonight is a good night for a moon lit stroll."

Issinofil speaks coldly and quietly, shaken by the news of the dead elf, "We are a few hours from Ashabenford. We can make it before night settles in too far. Let us hear what Rhiannon has to say
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Looking quite worried, Rhiannon slowly walks towards the party, she stutters somewhat as she speaks "I..I spoke to the bear, unfortunately he doesn't know anything about the group that attacked us." She looks at Valanwé "I'm afraid the elf we realeased the other day has died, his body is near to the bear. The bear didn't kill him, but says that something that smells like a wolf or a fox but that isn't a wolf or a fox killed him."

"Hmm," says Selm, a look of concern on his face, as well as the grief at seeing the death of an innocent that he has never quite got used, and hopes never to.


Valanwé stands calmly, and lets out a long sigh: "It is the natural order, I suppose," he muses, to no-one in particular, as his hands glow a deep purple and his eyes lose their colour, so that his pupils are large, and black. He moves to the side of the path, and sits silently, thinking on the elves departure.

Rhiannon looks thoughtfully at Valanwé as he walks away. She then says softly "From the description the bear gave, I suspect we are dealing with Malar, sorry I mean Lycanthropes."

"I suppose it is possible, yes. We do seem to be popular," Selm remarks drolly. "What can we do for our elf friend? We ought to bury him really."

"And how many more of my kin must we bury on this quest?" mutters Valanwé, under his breath, unheard by the party.

Rhiannon looks back at the elves body, then she turns to Selm "We might also be being hunted right now" she says quiety.

"It is a possibility. I suggest that we camp as Bach suggested, as it's getting late, but double the watch and if we have any additional defences, it might be worth employing them." "Plus," continues Selm, "does anybody have any silver on them, should there be lycanthropes about?"

"We'll need to move out of my friend heres patch before my charm spell wares off, so we need to move at least a little. And I agree with Issinofil, I think we could make it to town if we hurry." Rhiannon says, now started to show some fear in her voice.

"I would also rather get back. If we can get back, then I am certainly in favour of doing so. Is everybody fit and well enough to continue? How are you on spells?" he asks, looking at the casters in the party.

Standing up, and approaching the group once more, Valanwé offers: "I prepared the spell to conjure the cottage you have seen formerly available if we decide to stay. There is warmth there, and it will make a good defensible position if there are such creatures around as those Rhiannon fears. I would not have any of us out this night, for fear of meeting my kinsman's fate."

"I would rather not fight at all, and I would rather keep on the move than stay here. I feel we would be less easily found that way. Also, I fear for the townsfolk, should there be beasts on the prowl."

Rhiannon hugs her cloak around her tightly "Any creatures hunting us could probably track us with ease, so our only hope would be in outrunning them, or staying here until daybreak,"

"Neither prospect particularly appeals, to be honest."

"Then if we go let us go quickly," says Valanwé, deferring to Selm's experience. "I will have Venterus keep watch over our path. If we tarry, then we must decide before darkness falls - it will take time to bring forth an encampment."

"I ask again, does anybody have any silver? I have a dagger, and am willing to lend it to anyone, who will probably wield it with far more skill, and far less worry, than I would."

"In the cottage we would have fire, and locked doors - silver could be melted there," offers Valanwé.

"And yet, by staying, we leave ourselves far more open to the chance of an encounter. While there is no harm in being prepared, there is no guarantee we will meet anybody."

"Rhiannon - could you shapechange into such a creature as one that could carry us above the ground, and stand a good chance of defense against a lycanthrope?" asks Valanwé.

Rhiannon shakes her head sadly "I'm afraid I can't turn into animals of that size yet"

"No matter," replies Valanwé. "There ought to be some way I can help...." he muses.

"I would rather avoid combat altogether, by standing our ground, no matter how well defended, I feel there is more chance of that.

"The question we must ask ourselves is that do we protect the town better by being there to defend it or by keeping away from it?" Bach ask wryly.
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Message:
Rhiannon looks up nervously at the sky
"We might as well just stay here for the night, it will be to late to get to town before we've decided wether to go or not!"

Issinofil follows Rhiannons gaze to the sky, now turning a deep blue as night closes in. "I would prefer to be back in the town as soon as possible. However if master Valanwé can conjure us a secure shelter, and it is the party's wishes, then it seems to be the safest option"
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Message:
"I suppose so," says Selm, grudgingly. "Out of interest, how many days have
we left before our rendezvous with the Cult? Can somebody remind me what the
date is? So much has happened, I've lost track. We should start making
preparations for the meeting, too."

"Today would be the 24th Mirtul," answers Issinofil. "You said you came straight to Ashabenford the day you came to at Swords Creek, and the note you gave me said four days. So I guess that would be tomorrow"

"Hmm," muses Selm. "So do we have time to stay here and still make it back
for the meeting? Not to mention we have to form some kind of plan of action,
though I would guess that would mostly involve listening and observing. We
also ought to pay a visit to the temple of Lathander too."
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Message:
"We push on until we need to set our defenses. How long to construct the shelter, Valanwé?"
Daleson prompts everyone to action, and gets them moving, if at least to put the bear behind them so as to not incite the gigantic beast.

“Ten minutes at most,” replies the Wizard. “But I must be basically stationary to cast such a long spell. I suggest we use the first clearing we find.”

As Valanwé busies himself with the construction of the house, a single long wolf-howl echoes across the road from the north-west, carrying in the way that only twilight can carry night-sounds.
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Message:
After the group have moved several hundred yards down the road, back towards Ashabenford, and found a large clearing to rest for the night in, Valanwé has a quiet word with Daleson as the sun finally sets beyond the western horizon illuminating the sky momentarily with a bright orange flash as the light refracts across the sky, and informs him that "this will be as good a place as any" to construct the cottage.



Directing the group to one side of the road so as to avoid any issues of conjoined people and buildings, and sitting on the grass to the other side of the path, cross-legged and silent, gaining his focus, Valanwé starts a slow incantation, and after a few minutes, begins to rise up from the ground, and float in mid-air. Overhearing the worried whispers of the group behind him, mostly comprising "What the zark is he doing?" and "By the Morninglord, that doesn't look like a cottage - more like an Elf showing off!" Unpeturbed, Valanwé continues, and after several minutes of intense concentration, raises his hands in front of him, one above the other, palm facing palm.



Selm, who has been observing the magics being wrought with something of an eye of interest, looks from one side of the group to see a shimmering image of a minature cottage between the wizard's hands, slowly coming into form. Starting at first, as nothing more than a whisper of light, it's form clears, until the image can be seen clearly by all of the party who have a line of sight to it.



Once the image between his hands is clear, Valanwé draws them apart slowly, still chanting over and over. As he does so, the image expands until he is at his full vertical reach. At this point, he moves his hands over the image, as though he were stroking a crystal ball, and a yellow point of light appears from it's very centre, becoming brighter, and brighter, and larger and larger, until it engulfs the image of the cottage, Valanwé, and all, and causes the party who still observe to shield their eyes from the glare. Now changing colour, the sphere brightens still further, until it is as a small star, floating merely six feet above the earth, and without warning, except perhaps only to Valanwé, it explodes with an unbearably bright white flash of magic, blinding temporarily everyone in the vicinity who was not already sheilding their eyes.



When they are able to see once more, the party look towards where Valanwé had floated, and see a small cottage, of stone construction. with a solid wooden roof, shuttered windows, and a heavy door, which momentarily opens, and behind it, appears the Wizard, with a serious look on his face.



"Inside, quickly!" hisses Valanwé at the group. "That flash of magics will have been seen for miles - if there's a Lycanthrope wild tonight, it may be attracted to the light. The cottage will keep us safe, but everyone must come in directly, and I will secure the shelter - no exceptions - I would not have anyone sleeping under the stars tonight."
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Replied on: 23 Feb 2006 08:06:13
Message:
"Aye," agrees Selm. "It is too much to risk it tonight. What defensive
measures can you put on it, Master Valanwé? I'm sure we'll all feel safer
knowing what protects us."
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Replied on: 28 Feb 2006 11:12:02
Message:
Valanwé ushers everyone inside the house, and begins to set the magical locks and alarms that protect their makeshift dwelling. Once prepared he orders the unseen servant, being a part of the magical shelter, to prepare some refreshments for them.

The night passes in comfort for everyone (though perhaps slightly less so for those who would prefer to sleep outside) and the companions awake early to continue their travel to Ashabenford.

To their surprise, many metres from the front door, stands a deer on a wooden frame over a cooking fire. The deer has been cleaned and dressed, and is almost ready to eat. Upon inspecting the frame, Selm points out that the crude carving is a representation of the symbol of Shaundakul, patron of travellers.
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Message:
"Helping Hand indeed!" Daleson says loudly. "Remind me to make a donation to our wandering friends when next we meet." Daleson uses his dagger to carve a small portion of meat from the deer.
"Well, eat up. What we do not use we will carry to town and give to those in need."

"How thoughtful of someone." Caylith says. "Forgive my concern but should we not make sure it safe to eat first? There have been several attempts at our life recently and I'd prefer not to die of poison?"
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Message:
“Aye,” agrees Valanwé, “I will not eat until knowing it is safe to do so. In my experience, travelers passing an out-of-place cottage on the road do not take the time to roast a deer for those they do not know, and leave without allowing us to thank them. If this is the work of Shaundakul, then thanks be to him for an excellent meal, but on balance of probability, I suspect this may be the work of our enemies.” He adds, facing Rhiannon: “Can our druid help us determine whether this food is safe to eat?”

Rhiannon nods to Valanwe "Yes I think I can help"

Rhiannon makes a short prayer to Mielikki and casts a spell to dectect posion on the deer.

Finding the deer free from poison, everyone enjoys the hearty breakfast.
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Message:
Selm is relieved that the night passed uneventfully, and offers a prayer to
the Rider of Winds, for this token, and to help speed them on their passage
back to Ashabenford. "Is everyone alright to get moving? We have need to
visit the temple of Lathander, and soon."
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Message:
Once everyone has had their fill, Daleson eyes up the remains of the deer.
Before he can say anything Valanwé speaks, "Allow me." The elf then weaves a spell, and the deer, still secured to it's frame, floats about a foot off the ground and moves towards Valanwé.

With the deer in tow, he moves over to the shelter. Checking that everyone has removed their belongings, he works the magical deconstruction of the house. Shrinking in the same way that it grew, the house shimmers and fades as it does so, leaving behind only a tiny silver bell which the elf pockets as he turns to address the group .
"Shall we then?" he remarks, gesturing in the general direction of Ashabenford.

Once the party arrive at the town, Issinofil moves to the head of the travelling party. The guard wears a confused expression, which he points at the floating rack of deer, but nevertheless nods to Issinofil with a curt 'Lady' and allows the group to pass.
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Message:
After a somewhat strenuous walk back to the village, Valanwé notices some interested looks form the locals as they pass into the town. Noticing their interest in his baggage and the like, he lookf first to Rhinannon, with a raised eyebrow, then at the disc and its contents, and back again. Smiling, as much to himself as anyone else, he walks on with the group, as the disc grinds to a halt.

He stops, and turns. Appearing falsely imperious for a moment, then glancing sharply at the magic disk, which - to the outside observer - almost seemed to be 'smiling' and glowing away in something of a contented manner Valanwé jests rudely: "Come on Dear, you're slowing us down." The disc springs quickly back towards it's Master's side, and Valanwé continues on.

"I still think we should have left that thing where we found it" Rhiannon says, pulling her hood up over her head.

"How so? There is no magic or poison in it, and if it is merely a sign to highlight us to our enemies, then we shall meet them soon enough," muses Valanwé. "I can see little harm in distributing it to the poor of the town, or doing whatever is best for it."

"No magic or poison that we could detect, there are ways of hiding such things, and while I normaly wouldn't be so paranoid about such things, recent events have convinced me that we need to be paranoid in our situation."


"Very well - it would be perhaps wise to retain it in our posession until we are certain of it's true nature. To the Inn? Or elsewhere?"

"I'd like to say elsewhere, but there isn't an elsewhere to go to."

"To the Inn it is. I for one could use a drink."

"If you wanted a drink you only had to ask me" Rhiannon grins, though its hard to see under her dark hood.

"Ha!" exclaims Valanwé, "Onward!!"
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Message:
"I'm afraid the inn will have to wait, we very much have an 'elsewhere' to
be. We have to visit the temple, and then we are expected to meet with the
Cult at some point today," says Selm wearily. "Let us get it over with, so
we can rest properly once it is done."

"Yes, let us go," Daleson says as he heads toward the temple. He walks in silence, listening to his companions.
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Message:
Selm leads the party to the building site on the eastern side of the town. The temple has a clear shape, but is far from finished. There is a huge opening on the eastern side of the roof, which has been covered with a large cloth. Two guards, their armour glinting in the sunlight, welcome the party.
"Welcome to Dawn Rising, the highsun celebration is just ending. What do you require here?"
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Message:
"Hail, brothers." Daleson approaches the two guards, bearing his god's symbol proudly. "We seek he who shines brightest in our gods holy temple. We seek an audience.

"At once lightbringer" the guard responds with a salute. "Please follow Jordian" he says, nodding at the other guard.

Jordian leads the group through the main husk of the temple, passing pews covered with large, strong pieces of burlap to keep the stone dust off. At the head of the temple is a makeshift altar dedicated to Lathander and a few metres away from this a man stands in brightly coloured clothing, talking animatedly with an artist.
The guard stands to attention and announces, "Dawnmaster Heran, a servant of the light is here to see you".
With that he returns to his post.Heran dismisses the artist, who bows quickly and scurries away. The Dawnmaster turns, and beams at the sight of the paladin, his armour glinting in the light let through some of the holes in the canvas, "I am indeed blessed, welcome Daleson, and to your companions. Please, follow me outside and we shall talk. I do so hate being stuck inside on such a glorious day of sunshine". With that he leads the party outside, and beckons for them to sit on the stone benches surrounding a fountain (which as yet does not flow).
"I am most intrigued as to how you came to be here. Indeed I am looking foreward to hearing of your travels, but to be here on Faerun after journeying to the House of Nature, now that is a tale I would dearly love to hear
"Sadly for the moment there are more pressing matters to attend to. I shall be to the point. Cathalandra contacted me soon after the miracle with which you sir,"he nods at Daleson,"were sent back to us. She explained that you had been given a trial by the Morninglord, but that she could not divine it's goals, and instead asked me to try and portend this event.
"My divinations were not clear, I can say that much. A child is to be born, that you already know. But how and where, that is not so clear. Many things hang in the balance, and the signs showed that some great disaster may befall the birthing.
"The signs I have seen, a grinning skull, a clenched fist, a warm light, a full sun, and glowing flames.
"These lead me to make some postulations, which I will share with you. Travel to the town of Shadowdale. News has reached these areas of trouble up there with the Zhents, and I think it best that you make sure the general area is safe. I also believe that the child will be born on a day most pleasing to the Sunlord, a day when Selune and the Sun shine brightly. By my thoughts that gives either the first day of Kythorn or the first day of Flamerule. I am inclined to suggest Flamerule, but again these are only an idea from what little I have seen.
"I wish I could be of more help to you, but Lathander rides with you lightbringer, and I wish you all success in his, in our, cause." Heran breathes out deeply as he finishes his discourse.
"Now please, ask me and I shall provide whatever I can whilst you are here"
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Message:
"Hmmm.... grinning skull, a clenched fist, a warm light, a full sun, and glowing flames. Some of these seem to indicate some of the forces at work against us. Our thanks to you Dawnmaster Heran. Perhaps my companions have some insight as to their meaning." Daleson is lost in thought while the others question Heran.
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Message:
"Hmm...," muses Selm, pondering the symbols. "The clenched fist would seem
to me be the symbol of Bane, the Black Lord. That is the only one that I
would suggest a gambler would be prepared to stake his silver on. A grinning
skull could potentially mean anything, though probably nothing good -
undead, death, possibly signifying the Cult of the Dragon, who we are now
somewhat familiar with" he adds with a slight smile.
"Yes," chips in Valanwé, "I was wondering I if I could trouble you to tell
you of our recent escapades and ask for your advice?
"Of course, though perhaps we should continue the evaluation of Lathander's
rays of light first," intones Heran.
"Naturally," agrees the elf.
"I would think," continues Selm, "that the sun and warm light probably refer
to Master Daleson and the child. That would make sense given the
Morninglord's doctrine."
"Yes," agrees Heran. "The thought had crossed my mind."
"As for the glowing flames - much like the skull, they could mean anything
fire related, and it is to vague to assign as the symbol of Kossuth. These
are, of course, merely what first springs into my mind."
"Only time will tell, servant of the Green Goddess, though I pray Lathander
will shed further light on your destinies. And now, perhaps you would care
to tell me what befell you on your journeys?" The Dawnmaster turns to face
Valanwé.
"A tenday ago, we were taken prisoner by the Cult of the Dragon, and held
against our will in some stronghold or other, the location of which I am not
able to relay to you. After the death of one of my kin at the hands of some
abomination in dragon form, summoned or created - I know not which - at
their hand, and after being geased by the very same group, we were deposited
at Swords creek, with the instruction to meet a 'Cassius' at the Velvet
Veil tavern to relay to him whatever information we have had, both from
yourself and others. That geas is now broken, but I wished to ask your
advice on how the best way to go about conducting this meeting is? Ideally,
if there is to be combat, I would not wish the locals to be nearby - magics
and swords flying through the air does not bode well for either their safety
or their peace of mind. We have amongst our party two practitioners of the
Art, servants of Eldath and Mielikki, a warrior of the mind, and Master
Daleson, of course."
"Essentially," adds Selm, "should we try and keep up the ruse that the spell
is in still in place or not? I am in favour of seeing what can be gleaned
without revealing ourselves, and wish to see no blood spilt."

"I know not who this Cassius is" sighs the Dawnmaster. "However I am not
naive enough to think that agents do not operate in this area. I would
suspect that the meeting will not come to arms in a place such as the Velvet
Veil, however if this man was sly enough to trap you, and powerful enough to
have those at his disposal to cast a Quest upon you, then do not expect to
fool him for long."
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Message:
"What I would most like to ask your advice on," replies Valanwé, "is whether
you believe it wise to make a move against this Agent of The Cult, and turn
him to our advantage, or whether the maintenance of a fiction is
prefereable? Certainly the latter is safer for us, but it does not lend well
to learning more about those involved?"

"Well," replies Heran hesitantly, "I don't know this Cassius, but as I said
before he seems like one not to be trifled with. To rise within the Cult so
far, and to command such power, I fear this one is out of your reach. Even
one such as I can detect deliberate falsehoods. However, that does not mean
you can't be a little 'creative'," says the Dawnmaster, beaming. "When must
you meet this agent? If you would come to me after the dawn ceremony
tomorrow I can maybe aid you with Lathander's blessing."
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Message:
Adjusting his stance slightly to address the group, and the Dawnmaster,
Valanwé says: "My thought is that we have three options: The first, is not
to attempt any sort of ruse, and merely to show that we, like Cassius, have
friends in the 'right' places. I suspect however, that this is likely to
lead to a confrontation, if not immediately, then soon. The second option, I
believe, is to attempt a ruse, and turn the situation to our advantage. It
may be that we can fool Cassius into believing that we are still serving The
Cult's wishes, but I believe the Dawnmaster is right - we wil not fool them
for long. I believe it is probable that not only those in the room with us
will know of our discourse. The third option...." says Valanwé, tailing off
in thought for a moment, "...is to perhaps make the Cult believe that we are
of no use to them any more, and thus, they may discard, and ignore us for a
while whilst we plan our retribution, if it is to be so."

He pauses again, checking round the room to see that no-one was already
looking quizzical, knowing that what followed would certainly raise a few
eyebrows. "This may perhaps sound like a slightly eccentric plan," he
continues, "from a more-than-slightly eccentric Sun Elf, but it centres on
something which we have already proved to be true. Certainly, the magics
wrought which geased us here have proven subvertible; having considered for
a few days now the words of the spell which was used upon us, it may be
possible to turn them again to our advantage. The
Evil-Overlord-Superbitch™," says Valanwé, raising an eyebrow in Selm's
direction, "instructed us to tell Cassius 'everything we knew'. I have read
of certain powerful divinations which compel a subject to speak only the
truth, wholly, and completely - early experiments with these spells caused
the subject to die of old age, before he had finished speaking. The geas
spell is little different. If we simply approach Cassius, and begin to speak
as many facts about ourselves as we can recite, without pause, along with
everything else we know, it may just be possible to convince him that our
behaviour is the result of a carelessly worded geas on the part of his
mistress, causing him to believe us useless to him, and his colleagues," he
remarks, with a look of disdain, "and they may simply leave us to go on our
way, reporting to his mistress that her spell was misworded, and that the
'recruits' have been lost to madness."

"Also," he adds, as an aside, "if we go with plan three, could someone
arrange the best portrait painter in Faerun, a scrying spell, and a mug of
ale - the look on the E-O-S™'s face will be priceless.... Even I could have
worded a better geas..."
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"Maybe you could, Master Valanwé, though the fact the woman was able to cast
such a spell suggests her Art outstrips your own. While trying to pull off
that little feat, you may well be right in assuming they will want to
discard us, but I would say it is naive to imagine that they will leave us
free to walk away, rather than silencing us permanently. Given we know
little about their numbers and strength, other than that they managed to
capture us easily, I would rather not face them."
"So, continues Selm, "I feel the best thing we can do is try and play along
with the ruse for as long as possible, and see what more we can learn about
our enemies. They continue to hold all of the cards except for this one, so
I say we make the most of the one advantage we do hold. If we don't turn up,
they will know we have broken the geas and will only hunt us down. There is
always the chance, even if it is unlikely, that we can convince them that we
are still under their influence. And I cannot advocate starting a fight with
them. Therefore, this would be my suggestion as a course of action."

"I think, Selm," chips in Daleson, "that we should be prepared for a fight
anyway. If they do see through us, we ought to be ready for action, and we
can set a battlefield that favours us. Cassius alone is unlikely to pick a
fight with us, and if they expect trouble, they may well have others
listening in."

"I find it unlikely they will risk revealing themselves and starting a
large-scale fight in the Velvet Veil," agrees Selm, "so my hope is that we
will be able to deal with the situation without resorting to violence."

"You can hope," says Daleson, "but I won't be sorry to strike them down in
Lathander's name, and send them to whatever foul existence awaits them in
the afterlife."
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Message:
Caylith nodded. "I too would not be displeased to see members of the Cult destroyed. And in all truth, the less time we spend working with them the happier I will be. Something about them grates on my nerves."
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Message:
"Well then," says Heran, clapping his hands together, "if I am of no further use to you, I must continue overseeing the construction of the Dawn Rising. Please do not hesitate to come to me if you need anything, I will aid you as best as you can in Lathanders mission."
The priest bows with a pleased smile on his face, " May the morn' sun shine upon you, the first Company of the Dawn Rising".
With that he leaves through a temporary door at the back, to pursue the artist and continue the conversation.

"So..now where? Do we go ahead and meet this Cassius fellow?" Caylith asks
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Message:
"I strongly think we shouldn't go anywhere near him," inputs Rhiannon, "the cult took us so easily last time, we didn't even see them coming"

Selm responds, "Then what is to stop them doing it again? We can't be forever looking over
our shoulders, and I can't see them just giving up on us."
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Message:
Caylith sighs, "Perhaps this is not the best location to discuss our next steps? Should we find an inn? or atleast a quiet room somewhere where we can sit down? We are all tired and overwhelmed. How much time do we have before we were supposed to 'report'"?
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Message:
"We are safer here than anywhere else, with Lathander spreading over us,"
says Daleson. "We may as well finish our discussion here, and then take our
leave. For what it's worth, I want to have this meeting, I want all of this
over with and I like to keep my enemies where I can see them, not skulking
in shadows to leap out on us at any moment. I would rather deal with them in
a simple manner involving the sharp end of my blade, but I am willing to let
others try talking first. Does anyone have any problem with this plan? If
so, speak now, for I wish to go and commune with Lathander in preparation. I
don't think any particular time was set for the meeting, but I would assume
it would not be until this evening, as that is when an establishment such as
the Velvet Veil is going to be busy. The rest of you are free to do as you
will, but keep your wits about you."
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Message:
"No Selm" Rhiannon says quietly, "I don't suggest we do nothing about the cult, I suggest we leave it in the hands of powerful enough to actully do something about them. I don't want what happend....."

Rhiannon suddenly stops talking and looks away from the group
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Message:
Caylith approaches Rhiannon and lightly puts a hand on her shoulder. "Rhiannon, I understand your hesitation, but sometimes it is only those of us who are available who can do something about a wrong. I have already seen this cult kill a defenseless man..."she bows her head briefly, then looks up...her eyes flashing "For no reason other than to show they could...I do not want that to happen to another innocent. Even if all we are in a position to do is slow them down, we should at least try...." She looks at Selm, Daleson and the others. "I think though that should we decide to meet our "contact," then before we do so we should have as much preparation as possible. Daleson - you said you wished to commune with your diety - can you find anything out about the cult? Weaknesses, things we can exploit to our advantage, "code words" we should know?"

"I do not have the skills or magic to attempt such a spell." replies Daleson," My conversations with the Morninglord are a bit one-sided. Perhaps Selm has enough pull to attempt such a spell with his lord."
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Message:
“I believe there is someone I would speak to,” says Valanwé abruptly. “I intend to return to the Inn not only for a drink, but at the very least, some calm and privacy which would benefit us all, I think. We could perhaps address the issue of Divine communication over lunch? I believe we may return to the temple later.”
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Message:
As the party enters the White Hart, Holfast greets them with a cheery wave, "Back so soon? And ye're spirits seem none the lighter for your journey. What can I be doing for ye?
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Message:
"I'm sorry good elf but your old room is currently in use" Holfastreplies, chancing a quick glance around the room to check if any of the few patrons were taking an interest.
"I can put you up in a few other nice rooms, though not quite as ah...shall we say practical, as your old room, but it should suffice nonetheless.
"A little cheaper than before I might add. I'll show you to your rooms and have Donna bring up a meal shortly. Bread and cheese, berries, and we still have some hot mutton soup. I hope that is acceptable."



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 28 Mar 2006 07:48:02
Message:
“Of course,” says Valanwé with a wink. “It will make for a pleasant repast. As you will perhaps infer, our comestatory interlude is not our primary concern; I would ask that we are not disturbed until our business is finished. Have Donna bring up the bill, with wine and water, and I will see to it personally.” Turning to the others momentarily, he adds: “This one’s on me – enjoy!”



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 29 Mar 2006 10:19:17
Message:
Whilst in the room the party receives a knock at the door. In the entranceway stands Issinofil, and to her left is a slender elf, with a bow strapped to his back that appears to give off a kind of chilled steam.
Issinofil peers around the door and says, "I'm sorry to interrupt, Selm dear could I have a word outside?" she beckons her partner to follow her.

Once in the grounds behind the inn, she pauses and looks down at the ground before speaking, "I've been called away to Cormanthor, it seems we have more troubles than just Zhentil Keep at the moment." she sighs. "This is Emilio, he is one of us. He should be a good guide for you through the woodland by the Ashaba on the way to Shadowdale"



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 29 Mar 2006 15:53:30
Message:
Emillo at the mention of his name, tilted his hooded head up to regard Selm. His gray rimmed blue eyes measure the man against whatever inward test he may have. With slender hands Emillo slides his hood back revealing his heritage of pointed ears. His voice finally broached the silence. "Hail Selm, I am Emillo Mysterion. Issinofil hath fortold me of they perilous journey and that I wouldst be of great use to thee. I hath but meager talent, but if thou wilt give me chance, I shall endeavor to prove thy trust is true."

He stood quiet awaiting what Selm would say, knowing that though they were Harpers he would have to be accepted before his aid would be taken. His right hand held fast to the bowstring slung over his right shoulder. Perched behind the bow is the hilt of a blade strapped to his back, marking him more then a simple outdoors man. A long sword shifted casually on his left hip, which bears the tell tale sign of one knowledgable in the ways of combat. His simple garb though, betrays he is one rather akin to being light of foot and free action. His tunic is a green with darker colored leggings.

"Well met, Emilio," says Selm warmly, looking the man up and down to get a
good account of him. "I am, as I imagine you've figured out, Selm. I'm sure
you can be of great use to us, and for that I am grateful. Be warned,
however, we currently tread a perilous path. Give me a few moments to say my
farewells to my lady, and I will introduce you to the rest of what has been
tagged the Company of the Dawn Rising." He bows curtly, by way of ending the
conversation, and then moves over to Issinofil, sweeping her up into his
arms, embracing her for a long time before they separate. "Keep in touch, my
love, don't do anything I wouldn't do and do try and behave. Sweet water and
light laughter until next we meet."
Issinofil laughs, kisses him on the lips and whispers, "the same to you,
love, the same to you," before departing.
Selm looks over his shoulder one final time, before ushering Emilio inside.



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 29 Mar 2006 23:08:22
Message:
Emillo nods as Selm needs his private time with Issinofil. He lowers his head slightly and moves to stand near the front of the building. He understood emotion, sometimes more then he felt he should. His eyes swept along the streets of the town looking at the people. He wondered if this perlious trip would take him into deaths hold, or would he once again escape its dangerous jaws?

As Selm rounds the corner to join him once again, the man leads him on, Emillo wondering at whom he will meet and what adventures lay ahead.
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Replied on: 10 Apr 2006 20:27:43
Message:
Selm holds the door open for Emilio and ushers him inside. He then leads the
man to where the others are gathered. Before they have chance to question
Selm about who the stranger is, he introduces him. "May I introduce Emilio,
a seasoned blade and our guide to Shadowdale and beyond. Issinofil
recommended him." Selm then takes a step back, moving so he can lean back
against the wall, allowing the others time to speak.

"Emilio then. I take it our fair maiden shall not be entertaining us through our journey to Shadowdale," he says to Selm, more as a statement than a question.
"Pull up a stool, good elf, and tell us about your adventures while we share our story with you."
Daleson pulls an empty chair from the table behind him to the table next to him, and motions for Emilio to take a seat.

Emillo nods with gratitude the offer to sit and talk. As he casually lowers himself onto the stool, his eyes sweep the group seeing their faces, so that he might know with whom he would do business with. Then his voice comes forth low and unthreatening. "First off good Sir, let me say this. My name is Emillo Mysterion, Ranger in debt to the Goddess whom hath shown favor in times past. Thy faces and persons bestow honor to me, yet I know not how ye art called. I hath known master Selm for yet a small time. Please tell me thy names."

After they speak, his voice turns once again low but still it fills the air around them. His eyes cloud over slightly as his mind recalls the time when peace was all he knew, but those memories died quickly for they were not to be known at this time. "I am but meager in my travels, but I hath learned many hard lessons. Thy road hath surely seen more peril and should'st be filled with color and glory. I fortunately hath no trials of such that can compare. If ye wish I shall tell thee of my past, of whom I am born and from whence I hail." His stops finally, allowing his new companions a chance to add their thoughts.

"Daleson, son of the Dales," the paladin says in introduction. "Well met, Emillo."

"I am Caylith d'Varen. Honored to meet you."

Emillo nods his head towards Daleson. "It tis a pleasure Master Daleson. I woulds't pray that I am able to show thee my meager skills with a bow."

He then directs his almond shaped eyes to Caylith. He looks at her for several moments before speaking. "I know not what ye are, but since ye travel with such asteemed company, I greet thee Lady Caylith." He bows his head to her in respect.

Caylith explains briefly of her crystal dragon father and maenad tribe. Emillos brows rise after the telling of Cayliths background. "Thy heritage is something of legend then. I woulds't be amiss if not to ask thy story."


“Valanwé, son of Icthalien,” says Valanwé, raising his softly glowing palm to Emillo in greeting, “practitioner of The Art and friend to all who welcome it. A pleasure to make your acquaintance.


Emillo then listens to the Elven Wizard Valanwe. He then speaks with gentle and soothing words, spoken as only he can to one of his lineage. "May Mystra be praised to have such a one to study her gifts. Thy power will surely be of great value in times ahead. I am most pleased to meet thee Sir Valanwe." 

Bach shrugs at the openness of his friends and introduces himself.
"I am Bach of Silverymoon."

Caylith talks briefly, and Emillo catches on quickly to what she speaks of, yet he knows not yet how to broach such a subject as their past trials. He leans back pulling the long bow from his shoulder, his fingers caressing the cold quiet wood. Blue steam rolls off the bow in chilly whisps, giving the weapon a deadly appearance. Finally Emillo addresses the party.

"My friends... I hope to call thee such, I am here on behest of Issinofil and have yet to hear of the reason. Woulds't thou lend thine lips to the service of ye travels? Certainly thou hast been given great and mighty trails most perilous, and it would only help to give me clarity to mine new found quest if ye were to bare the tale of thy adventures." He looks to the whole group wondering if they would indeed speak of their times past. 
Emillo nods, coming to grips with gravity of the situation. "Alas I shall not be of much help then. This doth place a heavy burden upon my thoughts. But thou art truthful in thy words, for I could make things worse being with thee in or near the meeting. I shall shadow thy movements though, for I shan't want thou to fall into unfortunate distress."

"As far as I'm concerned, Emillo, we'd be glad to have you along. If
Issinofil recommends your services, well, that's good enough for me." Selm
smiles briefly at the elf, before growing serious once again as he starts to
speak of the company's current trials.
"Our situation," he begins, "is a difficult subject. Essentially, it is this
- we were captured by members of a Cult of the Dragon cell, where we were
held and one of our company was sadly slain, may Eldath bless Traehaern in
the next life. We were then enspelled to carry on as before, but acting as
the Cult's puppets. Fortunately, we were able to remove the spell, but we
are due to meet with an emissary of the Cult this evening. As you can
probably tell, this is a dangerous situation. I understand completely if you
wish no part in this, and nobody here will look on you unfavourably if you
decline to join with us in this."
He clears his throat. "As we have all pretty much agreed to go ahead with
this meeting tonight, I thought I'd share everything I know about the Cult
and their activities and behaviour. I'm sorry, Rhiannon," he adds, by way of
apology, "but I really don't think we can avoid this encounter
satisfactorally. Much as I would like to turn away, sometimes you have to
take the hard road. The Cult are not a group to turn away from targets they
have marked out, and we would be no safer if we didn't attend. I would
merely expect them to hunt us down and as Master Daleson commented, it is
wiser to keep your enemies where you can see them. Unprepared, yes, they
defeated us easily, but it was not a fight of our choosing. Cassius would be
a fool to try anything if he is alone, and while I think we should talk and
try and glean as much information as possible, we should be prepared for
trouble. My hope is that we can show them we are not worth their time or
resources, so they leave us alone, or that they continue to believe we are
under their influence, and over-extend themselves." He pauses for a second.
"I'm afraid I don't know anything about the strength of this particular
cell, but I have heard rumours that the cell has been operating from around
Ashabenford. However, I know a fair amount about the Cult in general. Their
central belief is that one day dead dragons will inherit the earth, as
discovered by Sammaster, founder of the Cult four centuries past. To further
this goal, they negotiate with dragons, to try and convince them to undergo
a foul ritual and take steps to become dracoliches, giving up life for
undeath. It understandably behaves in secret, and funds itself through
various criminal activities, including kidnap, as we have witnessed, and
also high paying crimes such as blackmail and extortion. Although strongly
devoted to their frankly insane cause, their structure is loose and their
behaviour erratic. Hopefully we can somehow turn this to our advantage. As
with all such groups, many members may be in for themselves first and the
group second, so we may also be able to capitalise there. However, do not
underestimate the cunning of their leaders, to act in secrecy and to deal
with dragons takes no small amount of nerve and skill. I hope this has been
useful, and that you now have a clearer idea of what we are up against.
Apologies if it sounded patronising, but I have no idea if all of you have
had dealings with this organisation before."
He sits down, keen to let the others digest what they have heard and hoping
it has sparked an idea in someone.

Rhiannon shook her head as Selm brought up the meeting, but she didn't say anything untill he had stoped talking.

"I am Rhiannon of the High forest, nice to meet you Emillo"

He turns to Rhiannon and bows his head in honor and respect. "It tis my pleasure to know thee Lady Rhiannon. I hope to know thee more once our travels begin."

Emillo listens patiently as Selm recites the knowledge only most historians obtained. But the words were spoken with passion, and it touched Emillo to know that this group was gravely troubled by the Dragon Cult. He'd of course heard the many horrific stories from other Harpers about the evil Dragon Cult, but this would be one of the first times that he'd be directly involved.

"Thy troubles are far greater then I'd thought. But it hath only forged a passionate care for thee and yon companions. I shalt be honored to travel with thee."

After Bach intro's himself, Emillo's brows rise slowly at the mention of SilveryMoon. He is about to speak about his own travels to the glorious place, then stops as his heart burns with a memory he cannot tell. He finally looks to the others as to what they might say.

Seeing Emillo about to speak, but then pause, Selm allows him a chance to
continue if he wants. When he doesn't, he decides not to push him and allows
him the space to speak in his own time, but noting the incident.

Emillo’s mind begins to fold back to the time before his current occupation. Back to when he knew love. Absently his fingers slip a golden ring with an ornate red sapphire atop, from beneath his tunic. The ring was fastioned to a thin chain around his neck. Then he takes a sudden breath and once again sees the group. He feels slightly out of sorts so decides to speak.

"Thou hath mentioned ye will be meeting with yon foe later. This... Cassius? I know ye dost not know me yet, but I woulds't want to assist in any way. Possibly I could scout ye meeting spot? Certainly Cassius woulds't not hold my personage to any account. Would thou be wanting to know if he be alone?"

"Your willingness to help is appreciated, Emillo, but there may be limits to
what you can do," says Selm kindly. "Certainly you cannot appear with us at
the meeting, for that would instantly dispel the notion we were still under
the spell. I would think you would be best to pose as just another customer
and be ready to aid us, should we need it. We'll find out if he is alone
soon enough anyway, and it is magical back-up I fear more than anyone who
may be with him. An acquaintance of mine, Daeryth Redstout of Arabel, an
extremely good gambler and a man far wiser than I, told me to always keep at
least one card close to your chest. If you can force your opponent to put
all their cards on the table, victory is almost a formality. And so I
suggest we play things cautiously and see what we can find out."

Emillo nods, coming to grips with gravity of the situation. "Alas I shall not be of much help then. This doth place a heavy burden upon my thoughts. But thou art truthful in thy words, for I could make things worse being with thee in or near the meeting. I shall shadow thy movements though, for I shan't want thou to fall into unfortunate distress.

Following everyone's introductions, Selm takes the opportunity to offer
Rhiannon a few private words, by way of apology and explanation.
"I'm sorry that you disagree on this, I can understand where you're coming
from, but I also don't think we have any alternative. I have no wish to
fight, I never have, and may my Lady watch over me so it ever remains so.
Yet I also cannot back down, to allow folk like this to threaten those I
care about, and yes, that doesn't mean all of you, as well as numerous other
innocent folk of the Dales. Sometimes running is the wiser course of action,
though how does one run from an enemy who can just track them down again? In
this case I just think what I have set out to be the wisest course of
action. Nobody asks to have to make these difficult decisions, I certainly
don't, but I also won't turn away from them. I wish I had something else to
ffer, but I'm afraid I don't, I just hope you can see my point." 

Rhiannon pulls her hood up over her head

"No Selm, I am not afraid of making difficult decisions, I just don't see how our getting killed instantly will help us out.

Your friend that helped remove the curse seems powerful to take them out, why doesn't she help? Or Elminster? We are in Shadowdale after all and the Harpers are enemies of the cult right? Theres so many around here who are vastly more powerful than us who could actully beat the cult. We can not.

You say you're ready to make difficult choices? Then why can't you see that we are out of our league and can do nothing against them."



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 11 Apr 2006 11:03:29
Message:
Bach responds to the conversation between Selm and Rhiannon, “Rhiannon I am afraid that we must look at both sides of this particular coin. Our adversaries have apparently become both numerous and powerful. We have been given the chance to possibly gain small edge on one of those adversaries and I believe we should take it. The Cult has already proven that they can swoop down upon us like a hawk would a field mouse, so either way this confrontation is unavoidable. I guess what I am trying to say is that I have already made up my mind to go to this meeting because, while I might not know if I will die, I know for certain that my neck aches from looking over my shoulder.”



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 12 Apr 2006 01:01:17
Message:
Bach's timely intervention allows Selm a breather that he was thankful for,
as he didn't want to get into an argument with Rhiannon.
"Rhiannon," he begins patiently, "let me try and explain to you what Syluné
said to me, when I asked her the very same question you are now asking me.
Firstly, she is just one being, she cannot be everywhere at once, cannot
help everyone, has gathered many friends and acquaintances over what I
gather to be several centuries of life, and simply cannot find the time to
do everything she can to help all of them, all of the time, no matter how
much she may wish to be able to. Not only that, but she has other concerns
of her own, other threats to try and counter, and many long term plans that
are probably far beyond our simple scope here. Finally, she, along with
various others, Elminster among them, are servants of Mystra, so she also
has the will of a goddess to contend with, and as I'm sure you're aware,
interpreting and carrying out the ways of the divine is not always easy.
Sometimes you have to fight your own battles, because there aren't always
people around you can call on to protect you, and what will happen when all
those powerful figures are no more? Who are the heroes then?"
He pauses, hoping the druid understands.
"And with regards to this in particular, I don't think the Cult would have
gone to all this trouble with us, the rings, the curse, if they intended to
simply slay us. It's just not... logical. They are not mindless killers.
Mad, quite possibly so, to me they are a corruption of life and peace, but
they are both intelligent and cunning. We know the strength of only one of
their members, and yes, her magical prowess does outstrip her own. We have
little idea of the strength of the others, yet I don't know that they have
seen our own true strength. The fact we have removed their curse ought to
make them pause for thought, and if we appear more dangerous than they
reckoned, or they fear we have more powerful allies, one looking out for
herself may not be willing to risk her neck against us. They also know, it
is probably safe to assume, that I am a Harper, and that may also make them
pause. It means they know we have potential allies, and the threat of
something is often as good a deterrent as the real thing. I go to this
meeting with no intention of anybody getting killed, if I truly thought they
would slay us on sight, yes, I would not be going. But I don't think they
will do that."
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Replied on: 12 Apr 2006 19:24:18
Message:
The group arrive in the Velvet Veil in the early evening and pick a table to sit at. As the night goes on, the tavern fills up and the exotic dancers climb up onto the tables to entertain.

Time passes slowly and no word from Cassius arrives.

Around the hour of 11, one of the exotic dancers takes an interest in Valanwé. She dances closer to him, and then slips away to another side of the table, leaving in his palm a note which reads 'Kolar requests an audience with you, upstairs in booth 4'

Valanwé discreetly passes the note to Selm, and then Daleson, and glances toward the stairs. “Shall we?” he says, softly.
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Replied on: 13 Apr 2006 09:48:17
Message:
"Would it be prudent to cast spells now, do you think, or would that be a
waste of time, as he may well be expecting us to prepare in such a fashion
and have counter-measures prepared?" asks Selm.

"They never told us that we could not. As long as he thinks they are not harmful, then I do not see where he would think ill of it, or suspect anything."
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Replied on: 13 Apr 2006 12:37:55
Message:
After the meeting earlier on, Emillo had dismissed himself early so that he would not be found with the body of the group and had taken a seat at a table downstairs. When the room began to fill it was just another event, nothing to set off his senses. His eyes scanned the people and dancers as he only casually watched the group from afar. His brow moved slightly with the kind affections that Valanwe appeared to be getting from the dancer and went back to his drink. He began to wonder if there even was going to be a meeting. They'd never spoken of the where, when or how.



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 14 Apr 2006 16:02:20
Message:
Once the party have prepared themselves for the meeting, Valanwé leads them upstairs to and draws back the curtain of the designated booth.
He is startled to see Cassius sitting there, who beckons for them all to take a seat. "Please come in my fellow agents" he says, voice dripping with irony.

Once everyone is seated Cassius holds up a hand before anyone can speak, "Do not act until I tell you, I assure you it is quite within my bounds and preparations to kill you should you fail to cooperate"
He utters a few words in a language only Valanwé understands, offering praise to a draconic god, and then spreads his hands out wide, "I have covered this booth with a zone of truth, you are quite incapable of lying", he says, "and as it happens I am incapable of lying about your ability to lie whilst in the zone" he smirks.
"I see you have removed your rings, quite resourceful, but surely you are not ashamed of this great gift? I can only assume you went to such lengths to protect them from harm" he smirks again.
"You!" he says pointing at Selm, "Speak to me the name of who enabled you to remove them"



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 15 Apr 2006 02:27:18
Message:
Emillo walks casually up the stairs noticing instantly the two guards. His eyes warily look them down but keeps up his composure. When he finally reaches the top of the stairs, he looks to the left noticing the scene around him. The numbered booths strike him as a way for people to have an impromptu meeting, or a way of hiding when things didn't go exactly as planned.

He looks to the two guards. "Good 'eve Sirs! Blessed be Mystra's continual light, for thy day hath been glorious!" He smiles graciously.

"Pray thee Sirs, would thou know how one woulds't occupy a booth?" His hands remain completely clear of his weapons, not wanting to draw any sort of adverse action.
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Replied on: 15 Apr 2006 02:29:13
Message:
Peering at the strangers peculiar speech, the guard shifts the club to his hands, "Use by pre-arrangement only. Since you don't seem to have one booked, allow me to escort you downstairs"
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Replied on: 15 Apr 2006 11:40:17
Message:
Emillo frowns slightly, then perks back up. "Ah I thank thee for thy kind disposition Sir, but I can manage." He slowly makes his way back down the stairs knowing now that the guards were apart of the establishment. Question was... where were his companions? He knew he'd have to wait and see.

He took up a seat at a table very near the stairwell, making sure to have a view as far as possible.
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Replied on: 15 Apr 2006 14:20:44
Message:
Cassius raises his eyebrows at the mention of Syluné. "The dead witch? Hmm you have a strong will, no matter for the remainder of this conversation you shall remain silent," says Cassius glaring at Selm for daring to utter such nonsense.

"Paladin," he says, addressing Daleson, "I assume the geas has also been broken, but no matter. What was your mission given to you by Dawnmaster Heran?"
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Replied on: 15 Apr 2006 17:00:40
Message:
Rhiannon smiles, 'Cassius' had messed up, no need to keep up the pretense anymore.

"Don't answer him Daleson, just because we can't lie doesn't mean we are compeled to tell the truth."

At this interruption Cassius lashes out and slaps the back of his hand hard across Rhiannons face. As her companions start forwards Cassius glares and says "Remember my promise, and my terms, if you do not cooperate. Keep your mouth shut whore-spawn unless I deem you worthy to speak, lest you condemn your 'friends' along with you with your wagging tongue". He settles back in his seat and turns his gaze back to Daleson, "Please continue"
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Replied on: 15 Apr 2006 19:26:17
Message:
Rhiannon rubs the side of her face, she steps back and starts looking around for any helpful insects or spiders that may be about.
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Replied on: 15 Apr 2006 19:54:01
Message:
"Rhiannon, please, let me speak. Our 'host' is dangerous, and has the power of the Cult behind him. We must do as he bids, else innocents will be harmed.

I... we, are decoys, pawns of others than yourself." Daleson looks each of his companions in the eye, seeking to keep them from showing surprise across their faces. "The Morninglords seek to move on your agents, of which you have given up several with your actions against us. While you waste your time with us, and our false quests, the servants of Lathander and Mystra work to weed out those openly, and covertly, working against the Dales.

There is nothing you can do now. With powers such as Syluné arrayed against you, what chance do you have." Daleson laughs, a bright smile plays across his face. "Even now, barring teleporting or shifting through the shadows, you will be apprehended as soon as you leave this booth.

Help us, Cassius, and we will be lenient on you. I promise this, and, as your spell dictates, I am not lying."



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 15 Apr 2006 20:09:17
Message:
Cassius' eyes flick to the curtain guarding the entrayway to the booth, but his gaze remains impassive. "Indeed," he says in a light tone, "but that does not answer my question."
Cassius snorts and looks around the group, "You have been most 'useful'. I will be in touch when we have need of your services again."
In a croaking, harsh voice he suddenly screams "Zaun Epanomis", which Valanwé understands to be the finishing of a spell to transport him home, and in flash of pure blackness, Cassius is gone.
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Replied on: 17 Apr 2006 00:08:11
Message:
"Well," says Selm, blinking. "Well, that was an... interesting meeting. Are
you alright, Rhiannon? He turns to look carefully at her face. "I'd say we
had him rattled there, though we've gained precious little. Assuming
everything else is fine, I suggest we go and find Emillo and head back to
the inn. Unless, of course, anyone fancies staying for the dancing," he adds
with a wink.
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Replied on: 17 Apr 2006 09:47:00
Message:
"A drink would be nice." Caylith says. "But I can get that the inn."
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Replied on: 17 Apr 2006 15:02:20
Message:
Valanwé sits silent for a moment, before standing calmly wearing a black expression on his face. “The next time Cassius and I meet,” he says, placing a hand gently on Rhiannon’s shoulder, in a gesture of reassurance, “one of us will not survive. I will make a trophy of his soul. I will cease only to turn his eyes towards his mewing, mutilated face so that he may look upon his own destruction and take pleasure in it as I shall.”
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Replied on: 17 Apr 2006 18:46:12
Message:
Emillo sat quietly, his nerves on end. He wanted to go up and find his friends, to know what was going on. But to do that would possibly give them away. But what were they doing? Were they having a secret meeting without him? Did they truly not trust him? Were they lying to him? Did Selm a fellow Harper know of this? He couldn't even begin to fathom the depth of such treachery, such horror that would topple the highest towers of Harper faith. Finally the questions being as vipers in a pit held him captive, and he knew he must have answers.

As he stood, he suddenly noticed Valanwe a lone elven soul coming down the stairs. Emillo stayed his tongue, knowing to assult the elven mage would possibly bring about the wrong response. He would not accuse without facts. Before he could utter a word Valanwe walked straight past him, out into the streets of the city. Emillo's eyes narrowed with suspicion. Had they already met with this... Cassius? This villan of evil they were possibly going to avoid?

Agin the questions seemed to bog Emillo down with the strain of iron. Without thinking the Ranger made haste to follow his elven kinsmen, knowing he might speak of what had happened. But he would not approach Valanwe if the Mage did not wish it.
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Replied on: 18 Apr 2006 11:05:22
Message:
Selm is caught off guard and taken aback by the elf's violent outburst. "Who
spat in his Elverquisst?" he asks nobody in particular after Valanwé's hasty
exit. "Remind me not to cross him unless I, er, want him to make 'a trophy
of my soul'. Anyhow, shall we be leaving?"
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Message:
Bach nods his head, "I would like to prepare spells of identification so we can know what magic items we have been lugging around since our fight with the Zhents. I will be able to examine all of them tomorrow but I will not be of much use if we are forced into another confrontation."
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Replied on: 18 Apr 2006 11:31:00
Message:
An hour after the party leave to meet Cassius, Holfast the innkeep of the White Hart Inn finds two males outside the adventurers room. He challenges them as they are fiddling with the door, "Excuse me sirs, what do you think you're doing up here? Breaking into peoples rooms?"

The younger man with a full red beard and scraggly red hair turns, susprised, “Oy, mate, we doan know nuthin about no breakin in. Out bossman, yasee, tole us, ‘here, youse two goes to da inn, right, here, y’know, and deliver dese here coneys to… wait, I’se ritted it down here… Vail an we? Somefin like that? And Daleson. And… Rye-annon? Dat’s dem!”

The older one with dirty blonde hair looks at his partner and then speaks, "Whut mah friend heah is tyin ta say is theat we’un supposed to give ‘um it assa presant, y’know.” He leans closer to Holfast and whispers “y’see, paht o’th’gift’s, we’re tole, ‘s commin from Shaundakul, an’ Meilikki. Naw, mah friend heah knows that Shaundakul’s supplyin’ th’ pressy – buht only in paht. Meilikki’s done gone supplied the utha, as Rihannon’s favoahed by Meilikki. An, she wants her, uh, Rihannon, theat is, ta know that th’ pressy’s’re on th’ up-n-up, y’know?” He gets a hang-dog expression, like a laborer used to having their best work fall apart around him. “Ah know theat this’s’nt th’ us’ule way ta do this, buht we’s tole ta do this th’ propah way. Ole Preachah, he’s specific-like on whut we’s supposeta do. Please, guv’nah, we’s jus’ wan’a do th’ job’s we’us sent ta do, nuthin moah.”

Holfast refuses to let them in, but suggests that they can wait in the common room for the party. 

"Gov'nah, th' point ta th' pressy is the pressy, not us lumps carryin' it. On Shaundakul's path, it's no' somefin we ken jus' give ta them, but they find, y'know?"

Holfast sighs, ""Look I understand, but these are dangerous times, and I wouldn't have half the respect I have if I just opened other guests rooms. If you wish you can leave me with instructions and I will endeavour to make sure the gift reaches its destination"
The older ones face brightens as he gets an idea, "I gots an ideah... you'se ken watch, make real suah that all's we doin' is leavin the pressy. T'won't' take more'n a minnut!"
"I'm sorry but like I said, these rooms are private and they have to stay that way to ensure the saftey of my customers and my business," says Holfast shaking his head. 
"Dere still private iff'n you'se'r theah. Doan'cha go in ta change th' sheets'n such?... I'se knowin' ya do. I mighten'n't have enuf gold'ta stay the night heah, but, gov'nah, you'se gots a good rep out theah. Please gov'nah, t'won't take more'n'a minnut. I got's the direc'shuns heak" he holds up an illiterate mass of marks and scrawls. "See, gov'nah. Right heah... says for Vally-an's, ...
"for Vally-an's to do it this-a way."
"Brutha... are... are... dey gonna beat us'n if'n we kain't do dis?" says the younger one.
"I doan think so... tha's not Shaundakul's way. But, th' Preachah not gonna be happy." says the older one, turning back to Holfast.. "If'n I es'plain how th' pressys'r sup'osed'ta be left, ken ya think ye do it?"
"Of course, you can tell your boss that the job is done"
The redhead looks shocked, "Bu.... but - dat be LYIN!"
"You do not have to tell him you did the job if you do not wish, just that his order has been completed. Now if you please, I am a busy man, and this is the best I can offer you, take it or leave it"
"All, rite, gov'nah... ken ya think ye ken read the direc'shuns?" The one with the blonde hair hands over the parchment, It really is nothing more than chickenscratch - the only legible or intelligible mark on the parchment is Shaundakul's sigil.
Holfast shakes his head at the mess, "I can see the mark of Shaundakul on here, these are not directions though. Explain to me what you want done, and quickly I am losing patience"
"Whut? I ken reed'em.... " *sighs pathetically* Ok... for Vally-an, we's supposed ta prop the coney up in a spare boot - Shaundukal tole th' Preachah dat he used'ta have a pet coney dat did dat.. An, lightly on th'boot, no damage nothin, scratch lightly Shaundakul's mark ta let him know it from Shaundakul. For Daleson, jus' on his pillah. set dere fo' him so's he ken eat it t'night. Dere ....Dere should be a mark o' Shaundakul somewhere near it. For Ry-an-non, hers'ud be on de bed too, wit Shaundakul and Meilikki's mark for hers," he says, pointing at the marks on the parchment as he's saying this, 'reading' the directions to Holfast. 
"Of course I will do it exactly as you asked, now if you wouldn't mind I have things to do. Sharm will see you out" says Holfast, as a large man places a hand on each of Aron and Eochaids shoulders
"Gov'nah! one more thing... blankets" *holds up a bag with some towels and blankets in it, with an expression on his face like a little child seeking approval." "dere for de coneys... jus' in case dey, uh, leak. Dere a bit fresh." As a thought he also hands Holfast the parchment, "might need it, gov'nah.. it say how'n ta do it rite heah."
"Thank you, I'll look after it until they return. Pleasent evening to you both"
"An ta you, gov'nah. an ta you."


Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 18 Apr 2006 11:32:24
Message:
After venturing some short distance from the village, Valanwé climbs a sturdier-looking tree, and sits comfortably in it's branches, enjoying the reminder of the home he missed so much. Toying for a moment with his innate energies, he arcs magic between his fingers, creating a soft glow between his hands, tips his head back against the trunk of the tree, and relaxes, losing himself in his imagination. Contemplating the evening's events, giving not undue attention to his outburst in the booth upstairs at the Velvet Veil, he finds himself becoming angry once more, and distracts himself with an amusing mental fiction of what might happen if the booth were to be reused by a particularly shy couple, before Cassius's spell expires.



Twenty minutes pass, and having realised that the party would be expecting him back, but not yet feeling ready to return, he decides to move back towards the village, so that there would not be so far to go to return to the Inn. Brushing aside a few loose branches, he makes space to cast spells, works his magic, and takes on the appearance of an ordinary, but well dressed human nobleman. Subsequently, he flies upwards through the canopy of the tree to the height of a couple of hundred feet, and surveys the village below him. Deciding that the temple would perhaps be the quietest place to recouperate for a while, he soars overhead, and descends quickly to the front entrance, hoping to go unnoticed.



Entering swiftly, he nods an acknowledgement to an acolyte nearby, and sits quietly at the back of the church, first praying, and then contemplating his situation again, in silence.



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 18 Apr 2006 11:33:27
Message:
As the party returns to the White Hart Inn, Holfast beckons them over to the bar, "Welcome back, I have some news for you, please if you would accompany me into the back?"
He leads them through to behind the bar and offers everyone a seat. Once everyone is seated he begins by drawing out a scrappy piece of paper, "I found two men upstairs outside your room, they wanted me to let them in so they could leave a present for you, but I refused. They didn't seem to know you, said they had come from their 'boss', but they did mention three names. 'Vally-an', 'Daleson' and 'Ry-an-non'. I don't think they were all that smart, but I told them if they left that I would deliver these gifts. The gifts were just a couple of dead rabbits, I don't know what they planned to do with them but once I took them I just threw them out. I did keep this paper though, I can't read it and it looks little more than scratchings to me, but these are apparently the instructions they were given. They read them out for me, apparently ;Vally-an' was to get a rabbit in his boot, 'Daleson' on his pillow, and 'Ry-an-non' was to have hers left on the bed with Mielikki's mark on it.
"Very strange this all was, I can let you know what they looked like in case you did know them? One was about 30, very short and quite scrawny with grey/blonde hair. The other was a lot younger, maybe late teens, but was a lot taller. He had a full head of scraggly red hair, and an impressive red beard which made him look a fair bit older. Quite well built, and pretty dirty looking.
"I'll leave this note with you in case it explains anything, they made quite a big point that it had the mark of Shaundakul written at the bottom here," says Holfast pointing. "And don't you worry, your room is quite safe here at the Hart," he says smiling, "but so you don't have to worry I've placed a guard outside your door for the rest of the night. If you have further need of me I'll be in the taproom"



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 19 Apr 2006 20:52:18
Message:
Emillo shadowed the mystic elf Valanwe for sometime. It was not until he began to feel the need that exuded from Valanwe, the desire for solitude. As an empassioned Elven spirit, he understood that sometimes two was more company then one needed. Only through solace can one come to grips with his/her own demons. He wasn't sure what haunted the Elven mage, but it was enough to make him seek out a quiet corner.

Knowing that, Emillo decided to obtain his answers from the group. Spinning on his heels he sought out the group.



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 20 Apr 2006 13:41:56
Message:
Finally Emillo makes his passage to the White Hart Inn, looking for his companions. He finds them in talking with Holfast, someone he himself had not taken time to get to know. Spotting Selm he moves up slowly to the Harpers side.

"What's going on Selm? Thy friend Valanwe is off by himself, and I hath not heard of what went on upstairs. I am unclear of what is going on." His voice was full of concern.


Seeing Emillo appear, and thankful he hadn't just overlooked him at the
Velvet Veil, Selm answers his questions. "Valanwé just needs some time to
himself. I think the encounter took a lot out of him, he found it hard to
sit opposite a man who he had watched condemn Traehaern, a companion of
ours, to death. He'll come back in his own time."
He gestures for Emillo to sit down. "You didn't actually miss much. I think
we unsettled Cassius - he knows who released us from the curse, and I doubt
he liked that, and Daleson had him on the rack, so to speak, so he just
left. I doubt this is over, but I think it went well for us."
"We have also been left gifts, so it would seem. I would rather like to find
our benefactors so as to thank them. That reminds me," he says, thinking
aloud, "I should go and enquire about them with Holfast. "If you'll excuse
me."
He stands, and walks through to the taproom, where Holfast is busy fussing
over a guest. He waits until the man is done, before asking him, "Do you
have any idea where those men who brought the rabbits might have gone? I
would like to speak to them, if possible. I judge them to be fairly
harmless, so it's up to you if you want to keep the guard on or not. I
understand if you want to keep them there for the safety of the other
patrons. And if the men do come back, perhaps you could give them this?" He
draws a sheet of parchment, writes a note conveying their thanks for the
gifts. He draws the symbol of Eldath, next to a sketch of a bottle, and
signs it 'Selm'. He then gives Holfast the letter, along with a vial
containing holy water. "That's for them too, should they come back. Thanks,
Holfast."



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 20 Apr 2006 13:44:01
Message:
"I'm sorry I don't know, Sharm took them as far as the door and then left them outside. I'd like to keep the guard on at your door, to put my mind at ease as well as yours."
Holfast takes the note Selm gives him, "I'll pass this on if I see them again"



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 20 Apr 2006 16:15:30
Message:
Emillo is about to reply to Selms words, but the man is whisked off by needs of his own. He had only really begun to know this crew, but perhaps he should start to trust more then just Selm.

Turning to the others who had the meeting with Holfast, Emillo begins. "Friends, or should I claim companions?As thou knows Selm left rather quickly, not allowing parley. Woulds't thou tell me what these gifts are, and from whom?"



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 21 Apr 2006 15:38:53
Message:
"It's appreciated," says Selm, wandering back to where the others were
gathered. "I think I may call it a night," he says to them. "All the
excitement of the past few days has worn me out somewhat."



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 24 Apr 2006 15:22:06
Message:
The companions rest for the night, and keep their room for the following night.

Bach spends the first day in study, and returns to the group triumphant, holding in his hands some of the items that the party gained after their battle with the Zhents. "I have examined the enchanted items. The amulet, the armor, and all the bracers are enchanted to make its wearer slightly harder to hit. The robe has an enchantment placed on it so that it can change its appearance to look like regular clothing. "



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 24 Apr 2006 22:45:07
Message:
Valanwé does not return that night, nor for the rest of the day. He has still not returned on the night of the 25th Mirtul



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 25 Apr 2006 12:50:15
Message:
That night while they prepare to go to sleep Bach says in a slightly amused tone "I am going to go look for our Elven friend tomorrow. Would anyone else like to join in the search?"

"I suppose so. I can't imagine he's strayed too far. I'll see you to break
fast." So saying, Selm heads off to bed.

Emillo nods quietly then finally speaks up. "Aye, thy words are sound friend. I shalt accompany thee in search of our dear companion." 
He then turns and heads down stairs to talk with the proprietor of the Inn for a room and get some much needed sleep.



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 25 Apr 2006 13:52:13
Message:
After breakfasting, Selm says "I suppose we should go and see if we can find
Valanwé. I don't know where he would be, but I think we should try the Ashabenford Arms first - he might have just wanted to have a night by himself. Failing
that, we could try the temple I suppose. They may be able to divine his
location if we cannot locate him ourselves, or he may even have gone there
seeking spiritual advice, he seemed very restless last night. Emillo, Bach,
any other ideas?"



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 25 Apr 2006 16:44:38
Message:
Emillo broke his fast that morn making sure to keep quiet. He knew the task before him and the others to search for Valanwe would be an immense one, one filled with difficulty. From where Emillo had watched Valanwe move, the group wasn't very likely to find him, which troubled the young elf greatly.

Then Selm spoke, asking for both Bach and his own opinions. With a deep sigh Emillo spoke, his voice laden with sorrow. "Alas dear friends, I fear thy friend hath left... possibly for good. From whence he had left the meeting, I followed, feeling I could at least speak to him about thy strange meeting. But in his haste... I watched him leave the city. He left for the wilds or so it appeared.

"I am a devout tracker, and with the help of the Gods I can find Valanwes steps. Should thou attempt a task such as this, I will need time to consider his last movements." He looked the group, letting them digest the information.



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 26 Apr 2006 09:43:57
Message:
After returning to the spot where Valanwé was last seen, Emillo starts to look for his trail.
The wizard hadn't bothered to cover his tracks, and Emillo was quickly able to follow them.

About 20 minutes walk out of town, the tracks stop suddenly at the base of a tree. Some disturbances to the ground and fallen leaves indicate the tree had been climbed, but there is no sign of the elf in the branches.



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 26 Apr 2006 23:45:25
Message:
Emillo looks around the wilds, knowing that Valanwe must of used another means to get outta the known area, than on foot. Possibly magic, possibly something else, it wasn't for him to presume. He just knew the facts.

He turned to Selm . "Friend, it would appear as thy friend Valanwe took up wings to fly, or vanished with magic. I know not. I do know that his trail ends thus. We must decide on our next course of action. Doth thou wish to continue thy search?"



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 28 Apr 2006 16:02:48
Message:
"We're not just going to give up at the first obstacle. Let's have a
thorough search of the tree, and see if we can detect where he may have
gone. Failing that, it may be worth going to the temple and seeing if they
can divine his location for us, as such powerful prayers are beyond my
capabilities."



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 28 Apr 2006 16:04:53
Message:
A thorough search of the tree yields nothing of any great significane. A few branches have been recently disturbed but other than that no clues as to the elf's dissapearence.

As the small group approach the temple they are hailed by one of the Lathanderite guards, "Hail, may the morning sun shine brightly upon you!"



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 01 May 2006 14:35:13
Message:
"And on you too," replies Selm. "We are looking for one of our companions,
an elf by the name of Valanwé. We've not seen him since last night, he
hasn't been here has he, he seemed in need of spiritual guidance."

The guard nods his head, "Yes I did here of an elf coming here late last night. I have the dawnwatch so I didn't let him in. Jordian told me about it when we switched this morning.You are welcome to enter and see if the Dawnmaster knows more."



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 01 May 2006 16:20:07
Message:
"Ah, yes," Selm replies, "that would be nice. Thank you."

"Welcome again friends to the Dawn Rising!" says Dawnmaster Heran, greeting the pair as they enter, "What can I do for you today to aid in your quest?"
Selm explains that they are looking for Valanwé and Heran nods his head, "Indeed, Jordian told me that he let him in very late last night. Acolyte Kale also reported sighting an elf in the temple, but he did not disturb him.
"From what he told me your friend had a conversation with someone, which is peculiar as there was no one else in the temple that night. He wasn't here when I awoke at dawn this morning for prayers. Will you require me to wake Jordian for you, perhaps he may know more?"



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 01 May 2006 16:57:39
Message:
"If that's not too much trouble, it would be appreciated," says Selm. "We
tracked him to a tree outside the village but then he just vanished,
presumably via magic, and it seems odd for him to have done so without
telling anyone."



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 01 May 2006 17:03:18
Message:
After a wait of approximately 10 minutes, Temple Guard Jordian arrives from a backroom, accompanying Dawnmaster Heran.
He blinks in the sunlight filtering through the roof, and looks a little sleepy, but salutes the trio crisply before speaking, "Welcome to the Dawn Rising again. The Dawnmaster has told me of your problem. I did indeed allow the elf entry last night, and he sat in the church for a long while. By Lathanders light I swear I heard him talking to someone, but I could not understand what he was saying. There should have been no one else in the temple apart from Kale, so by my duty I went in to investigate. There was no sign of your friend when I went in however, he simply vanished into thin air.
"I'm sorry, I wish I could be more of more help to you in finding your friend"



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 01 May 2006 19:32:25
Message:
Emillo looks to Jordian. "Good sir, thy help hath been invaluable. But might our friend have brought anything with him?"

After Jordian answers, he looks to Selm. "May Valanwe have run into trouble with thine sworn enemy? I hath no knowledge about thy meetings except what ye told me. Are they able to steel someone by means of magic? And in such a house of a God?"

"Not that I noticed," replied Jordian, "at least nothing that wasn't concealed on his person if he did. I do not think he has been taken. His conversation sounded light, almost musical to me, not strained or angry."

Dawnmaster Heran interjects at this point, "The temple is not yet secured against intruders, as it is not complete. When it is no one shall be able to travel in or out by magical means, and even those not pure of heart shall struggle to enter by natural means"



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 01 May 2006 23:11:06
Message:
"I would also find it unlikely," chips in Selm, "that he would have vanished
without a fight, Master Valanwé is hardly unskilled in the Art. There is no
evidence of such a thing, is there? It would also seem odd to attack him in
such a place as this, given the number of faithful around. Dawnmaster, would
you be able to ask Lathander to grant you the vision to find our friend?"

"Of course," replies Heran, "but I will need to wait until dawn tomorrow to perform the task. Please come and see me then. If you have any posessions of his it would make the task a lot easier"
The Dawnmaster furrows his brow in thought then, "I do not wish to speak ill of your companion, as I found him to be courteous and pleasant, but if he cannot or does not want to be found, I assume you will still travel with haste to Shadowdale? I'm sure I don't need to remind you that this mission is one of great import and not without a time constraint, and your friend may not fully appreciate this"



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 02 May 2006 14:30:51
Message:
After the Dawnmaster is finished speaking, Emillo bows his head slightly. "Even though I hath only been apart of these here companions for but a little while, I pledge that whatever undertaking they hath committed to, shall I be apart of. And thank ye for thy help in searching for our friend. Certainly thy church could use donations." With that said, Emillo fishes out 10 gold and places them in whatever coffer is provided for donations.

"Selm my friend, I hath been meaning to ask ye. What is our quest at this moment? I hath heard much of a travels to Shadowdale, what is this about?"

"Did Issinofil not explain it to you fully?" Selm wonders aloud, before
answering. "We are undertaking a task for the church of Lathander and
pertaining to Master Daleson in particular. He has been charged with a
special quest by his god, and we are accompanying him on his journey. That
road currently leads to Shadowdale, which is where your navigation abilities
come in." He finishes with a smile. "Shall we find the others?"



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 02 May 2006 14:32:47
Message:

Upon returning Bach explains about what he has discovered from the magical items, and the group spend another night in the White Hart inn.

The next morning Selm and Emillo return to the Dawn Rising, and Heran leads them in to his private chambers to start the magical search for the missing elf.



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 03 May 2006 13:38:52
Message:
Heran spends an hour in prayers to Lathander, whilst Selm and Emillo wait by patiently. As the sun crests the horizon outside, the temple fills with the morning light through the hole in the roof.
Herans private chambers have open windows to the east, and his room also fills with the suns early rays. A curiously cut crystal adorns the top of the central window, which flickers in the light. As the sun rises further the crystal emits a focused beam of light, which strikes the surface of the water in a font in the centre of the room. It is to this font that Heran moves to and peers into.

Furrowing his brow in concentration the Lathanderite clasps his hands together and brings them towards him, before spreading them out to the side. Four times he does this, looking more puzzled each time, and finally he sighs in resignation.

"I regret I am unable to locate the missing elf. Either he is invisible and travelling across a large body of water, or there is some magic at work preventing me from scrying on him. All I could see was a dark and open expanse of water"



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 03 May 2006 16:03:00
Message:
"Hmm, very strange. Thank you, Heran." Selm scratches his head
absent-mindedly. "I suppose that cancels out any possible leads we have; I
assume he is protected from such divinations currently. Whether he is in
danger or what, who can say? But there is little we can do whilst we cannot
locate him. Emillo, let us rejoin the others to discuss our next move."
He turns slightly to face the Dawnmaster, adding "And yes, I understand the
urgency of our mission. Thanks once again for your help. Please accept this
donation on our behalf." He hands over fifty gold pieces to Heran.



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 04 May 2006 11:04:17
Message:
Emillo listens to the Dawnmaster with some distress as the man informs them that their companion is not going to be found.

After selm speaks Emilo nods. "Aye, that would be a good idea. Thank thee Dawnmaster for they services." With that said, he makes his way to the group to talk of further plans.



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 05 May 2006 16:03:53
Message:
back at the inn

Caylith speaks..."It is known to me that most mages cannot wear armor. Perhaps we should hold one of the bracers for Master Valanwe's return. Lady Druid - I think you would be best served by the Leather Armor - would you be able to wear it? We also have the robe and amulet, I believe. Master Daleson - perhaps the robe would benifit you? And Master Bach - since you took the time to identify the items, would you be able to wear the amulet? I've been known to do a bit of trading in my village. I'll be happy to sell the other 4 bracers that our group cannot use. Perhaps with the proceeds - I could pick up a similar amulet for myself, Master Selm and Master Emillo? I hate to ask but was there any coinage that we could use toward the purchases?

Lady Druid, Master Daleson...would you care to accompany me while Master Selm and Master Emillo attempt to locate our wayward friend?"



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 05 May 2006 18:45:46
Message:
Emillo nods to Caylith. "Aye, I hath coinage towards any purchases we may need. I will accompany thee to the market, to provide the amount needed."

With a regretful sigh Emillo shakes his head. "Unfortunately we were unable to obtain the location to our friend and companion. For some reason he hath wished to remain hidden. So I say let him be, I am sure he hath earned thy respect for privacy.

"But I think we hath best talk about the quest before us. The Dawnmaster wishes for us to continue with our said pledge, so what say ye? Doth thou wish to continue? I already hath commited myself, yet I would greatly wish thy company on such a road."



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 05 May 2006 18:47:01
Message:
"I will continue. I hate to lose Master Valanwe but trust that the Gods will catch him up to us. Master Daleson seemed to think there was a great urgency in our current quest. I agreed to follow him and so shall continue to do so."

Selm also chips in, "There is also little that can be done for Master Valanwé anyway. He did not
wish to tell us where he was going last night, and he is either unwilling to
reveal his location, or someone or something else was preventing Heran from
divining it. With that, and the abrupt end to his tracks, we have no more
leads to follow up anyway, and he could be anywhere on Toril. I don't know
what else we can do for him," says Selm. "We left word with the Dawnmaster
of where we were heading, and asked him to tell Valanwé what we are doing,
should he return to Ashabenford. He shared Master Daleson's desire to get on
with the quest, so I feel we should go and see what we can get for this
equipment, and then head for Shadowdale. I'm happy to accompany you,
Caylith, see if we can get a good deal," he adds with a wink.

"Does anyone know where we may be able to sell such wares in the village? If
not, perhaps someone should ask Holfast, as he'll no doubt be able to aid
us."



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 07 May 2006 10:55:01
Message:
Selm stands up, assuring the others he'll be back shortly, and moves into
the next room to look for Holfast. Upon finding him, he enquires, "Good
inkeep, perchance do you know anybody who deals in magical items, or would
consider doing so? We have some wares we are looking to trade, and thought
that as a knowledgeable sort, you'd know who would be worth seeking out."

"If it's selling you want to be doing, then you can almost guarantee Multhimmer will buy it. You can find him at his post in the centre of the main street"



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 07 May 2006 12:57:34
Message:
"Thanks, Holfast, much appreciated." Selm heads back to find Caylith, Emillo
and whoever else had decided to accompany them. "Holfast says Multhimmer the
merchant is almost a sure bet. He'll be trading in the centre of the main
street. Shall we go?"



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 07 May 2006 13:14:26
Message:
As the party travel along the main street, they notice a throng of people gathered in a cleared area in the centre. The trading post is an actual post, giving directions to each of the four winds, and Multhimmer has set up his stock around it.

The majority of people walk by uninterested, but Multhimmer plucks potential customers from the crowd like an shrewd owl spotting a mouse running beneath it. His stock waxes and wanes constantly as he does business, with silver and gold coins lining his pocket with every trade.

After a few minutes he spots the adventurers in the crowd and calls to them, "Ho! And what's this? Adventurers if I'm not mistaken. Don't be afraid, come closer, I have many wondrous items which would interest you. Here come see these boots! Marvellous leatherwork, all the way from Luskan, I kid ye not. A finer pair ye'll not find. Or maybe I can interest you in this rope, it may seem ordinary enough but have ye ever tried climbing in the dark? Tricky to be sure, but not with this rope, for it will emit the light of a torch for as long as you want it to. No? Then is it love you be after? Multhimmer can even offer you that, with this delicate potion designed to inspire adoration and affection in the imbiber. Or perhaps......," Multhimmer continues to prattle on about imported calishite teapots and rare magical trinkets as he rummages through his stock.



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 08 May 2006 12:56:33
Message:
Sensing that the merchant is unlikely to stop talking unless interrupted,
Selm steps forward, and puts his hand on the man's shoulder to distract him
from his searching.
"Well met, Multhimmer. Your eyes do not deceive you, for adventurers we are.
Holfast suggested you may be interested in buying some wares from us. We have
four sets of magical bracers, set to defend the wearer as if he were wearing
armour. Useful in particular, I think you'll agree, to wizards, or those who
wish to travel lightly, without the hassle of armour. Would you be
interested in purchasing them from us?" He reaches into his bag and pulls
out a set, giving them to the merchant to have a look at.
"We may also," he continues, "be interested in seeing what wares you have to
offer and if you have something we could utilise, perhaps we could strike a
bargain? However, I can assure you I have no interest in the rope. I once
met a Red Wizard, of the short-lived enclave in Everlund, who tried to sell
me such a thing, but after I pointed out it was not actually properly
enchanted, he did confess that he had indeed been duped into buying it
himself by a man he knew only as 'Darkblade'. I mean no disrespect to your
integrity, but I would make sure that what you have there is the real
thing."
"Oh, and I'm Selm, Selm Fletwaral," he adds an afterthought, "and these are
my companions Caylith and Emillo," he gestures back to the other two.

Multhimmer puts on a pair of spectacles and peers closely at the bracers, "Hmmm, four pairs ye say? Well of course they must be a terrible burden, I can take all of them off your hands for a thousand gold pieces. Never fear about the integrity of my magic items, Multhimmer doesn't trade without care and I can vouch for them all being genuine.
"Now as for my other items, I do have one fabulous staff. I don't carry it with me for safety reasons, but the legends say it is blessed by Chauntea herself. It contains powerful healing magics in it, if you're interested I can tell you more, but I won't let this powerful item go for less than thirty thousand gold pieces."



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 10 May 2006 14:40:21
Message:
"A thousand gold pieces?" Selm cocks an eyebrow. "A thousand gold pieces
each, maybe. But perhaps you would care to tell us more about the other
items you have, before we start bartering. I fear that such a staff is out
of our price range currently, however useful it may be. The rope and potion
you have already described so that I understand what they do, but the boots
from Luskan? What benefits do they give the wearer? And do you have any
other magical wares or not?"



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 10 May 2006 14:43:48
Message:
"Surely the fine gentleman understands supply and demand. Why it might seem a fine thing if the sky rained gold tomorrow, but with so much of it about, who would care about it anymore? I can offer an extra two hundred gold pieces since you bargain so shrewdly, and I think it will benefit both of us.

Now as for the boots from Luskan, why they give the bearer the 'benefit' of owning such fine items and being the envy of those he meets. Why you'll never wear another pair again so fine and comfortable are they. But I take from your speech that you are not interested in such non magical items, " he sighs theatrically, "no matter how fine they are.



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 10 May 2006 19:22:01
Message:
Multhimmer looks Selm up and down before replying, "Far from it is my wish to insult you, as like you say your boots are nice enough, but I believe you are comparing even a prize winning mule to a fine thoroughbred stallion.
"I might be able to turn a 'small' profit, barely enough to warrant the holding costs, by buying one pair of those bracers at your price. But four of them? I could not possibly hope to shift that many. One thousand three hundred, no more"



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 10 May 2006 20:48:46
Message:
Selm smiles. "Meaning no disrespect to your boots, but these are of elven
make, crafted specifically for my own feet and are of sentimental value far
beyond their practical worth anyway. I accept your point on the bracers,
however, thirteen hundred gold pieces it is."



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 10 May 2006 21:10:48
Message:
"A fair trade if ever there was one," beams Multhimmer, and he goes about fishing out the gold coins which seem to come endlessly from a small pocket in his waistcoat.

He accepts the bundle of bracers and stashes them in a bag, also impossibly small to hold the items, but they seem to have no trouble fitting in.

With the deal done, Multhimmer continues his trade boisterously, collering a passer-by and beginning a tale about the silver kettle he holds.



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 11 May 2006 16:39:41
Message:
Selm accepts the gold, and watches with amusement as the merchant quickly
latches on to the next potential customer. "Shall we go back to the others
and split this up, along with the rest of the gold that Bach has been
looking after?" he asks Emillo and Caylith.

Emilo watches the whole scene between the merchant and Selm with interest. The two barter like old pro's, each trying to vie for control over the other. Amazingly neither really got the better of the other, although he was sure the merchant would make well above the gold he'd spent for the bracers. Then Selm asked the question.

"Aye Selm, it would appear that our business is done here. Although, I woulds't wish to talk to another merchant for just awhile. I shall meet thee at the inn?"

After hearing what Selm has to say, he shifts off into the crowd looking for a weapons merchant.



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 11 May 2006 19:03:40
Message:
After searching in vain, he finally comes to the conclusion that the guy whom Selm dealt with was the only dealer around, and his prices were far above his means. So, he made his way to the group knowing they would have to hit the trail soon enough. 



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 12 May 2006 12:21:03
Message:
Gathering together their posessions (after having split the spoils of their previous battles), the party prepare to depart. They bid farewell to Holfast and set out to the north, with Emillo leading the way along the banks of the River Ashaba. The weather is bright but chill.

Rhiannon spends a moment in prayer once they get out into the wilds, and her affinity for the natural world aids the party well, when she predicts a storm brewing over the next few days.

A few hours after highsun, Emillo calls a halt to the party. Peering around intently, he searches again for the disturbance in the water, and the rustle in the bushes that caught his attention. As Rhiannon and Selm follow the elf's gaze, they see two creatures hunched ready to strike.
They charge the party ferociously, arms dangling and dragging along the ground. Emillo cries out "Trolls!" as they approach, and draws his weapon



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 17 May 2006 17:00:57
Message:
The trolls begin salivating and thin lines of drool hang from their mouths as they run headlong into the group. One of the trolls heads towards Emillo, standing ahead of the party, the other makes to run past him towards Daleson, resplendant in his plate armour at the point of the group.
Emillo watched as the trolls advanced and knew that he had to slow these guys down. Instantly the words of the spell came to his mind, his hand extended infront of him. "Bless me with thy spell oh Mystra..." His voice was low but concentrating hard. The grasses and reeds on the banks of the Ashaba twist and turn, invading the trail and hindering movement. The animated plants clutch at the ankles of the monstrous trolls, but their momentum carries them ever forwards towards their goal, the grasses snapping beneath their feet.
Calm in the face of the attack, Selm offers a prayer to his goddess Eldath. A warm sense of well being emanates from him, and those closest to him feel suddenly at peace. There is no need for fear and with that realisation their weapons seem a little lighter, their movements a little more relaxed.
The trolls barrell hard into their intended targets, their arms swinging and their dripping maws snapping wildly. Emillo recieves a glancing blow from a rubbery fist, and Daleson sustains a gash his neck from a dirty claw.
As Bach fumbles to prepare some spell components, Daleson defends himself with his shield, trying to draw the morningstar at his belt and shouts "Someone get some oil ready. When I'm done pulping them, we will need to douse them in flames."
Rhiannon moves over to the troll engaging the paladin, and whispers a dark prayer to Mielikki, placing her hand on the distracted trolls back. The scent of rot and decay coming from the tthings body becomes even stronger as maggots begin to pulsate underneath it's skin and along it's spine. The maggots occasionally break the surface but the wounds are healed almost instantly by the trolls regeneration.



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 30 May 2006 11:59:40
Message:
Emillo smiles with satisfaction as he strikes solidly on the Troll. His blade doing fair enough damage he was sure. Suddenly his mirth is cut short, for the blow in which the Troll connects is both powerful and deadly. Latching both claws onto the elf, the troll shakes him like a ragdoll, ripping into Emillo with it's long dirty claws. Emillos' eyes roll back into his head as he flops to the ground, the world fast fading from his slow beating heart.
Seeing his fallen comrade, Selm rushes over to help. The now blood-crazed troll swings it's arms wildly in it's frenzy, and interferes with the delicate gestures needed to summon healing magic, and Selms call for help goes unanswered by his goddess.
In the centre of the fray, the party begin to surround the closest troll. Caylith's vicious sword bites deep, stinging her in the process but causing a far more grievous wound to her target. The troll continues it's swiping and biting at Daleson, but cannot penetrate his armour. The beasts swings start to weaken as the maggots finally take a hold and burrow deeper into it's nervous system. It continues it's focus on the paladin, even when Bach summons a being of fire to aid them. Though it flinches away from the flaming blows, it's madness at it's target cannot be swayed easily.
As Daleson strikes it with his morningstar, the weapon thudding into it's soft hide, a small storm brews above the party. With a flash and a deafening roar, a single stroke of lightning blasts into the troll, aimed by Rhiannon's hand who smiles grimly as nature answers her call.



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 30 May 2006 12:10:07
Message:
Seeing it's new target in front of it, the troll leaps forward to attack Selm. Latching it's teeth onto his neck, the troll rips a huge chunk of flesh from around his shoulder muscles, and Selm gasps in pain. He attempts again to heal Emillo's wounds as he lies bleeding on the floor, but the pain of the attack makes his words falter, and again his prayer goes unanswered. His own wounds however suddenly hurt less, and the bleeding slows as the skin starts to bind together again. Surprised by this, Selm hazards a glance behind him to see Rhiannon, standing with a wand of healing magic pointed at him.
As Caylith lands another blow with her sword, the troll's eyes roll back in it's head. With a gurgling roar it collapses to the ground, it's eyes closed. Even as the others move to save Selm and Emillo, it's wounds begin to close, and it's eyes flicker open again.
Bach's fiery companion, knowing it's enemy, rushes towards the remaining troll and batters it with it's fiery fists as missiles of pure arcane energy slam into the troll.
"We need to finish them!" Daleson calls with fury, praying to Lathander to guide his blow. He swipes at his new target, not taking the time to check if anyone has doused the downed troll with oil.



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 03 Jun 2006 18:12:45
Message:
As Daleson rushes off to protect his comrades, Caylith takes her sword to the downed troll. Conscious, but yet unable to recover fully, the troll bares it's fangs in abject loathing, as the half-dragon moves to make the killing blow. Her sword strikes straight through the things neck, cauterising the wound with its dark energy and preventing the troll from ever recovering.

Rhiannon directs her second stroke of lightning at the remaining troll, and the force of the blow, coupled with a torrent of magic missiles from Bach's direction, help to finally force the troll into unconsciousness whilst it heals it's wounds. Grunting with pain, Selm forces himself out of the way of Rhiannon and Bach's magical assault on the troll. Seeing it downed, he quickly moves over to Emillo and begins praying to Eldath for the ability to heal the ranger.
Gently he places his hand on the Emillo's chest, feeling the weakly beating heart, and channelling divine power into his body. Bach gives a weary sigh and sets his elemental on the grisly task of immolating the corpses of the trolls. Not giving it a chance to recover, the fire elemental batters the still form with it's fiery fists, eventually igniting the beasts rubbery hide and leaving it a charred mess, before vanishing back to the elemental plane of fire.



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 05 Jun 2006 19:44:50
Message:
After a short time to recover from battle, the party continue on their journey. After an hour, Emillo again calls a halt to the party, as the sound of a minor battle echoes across the eerie forest trail
A couple of hundred yars ahead by the sides of the river, two insectlike beings spar with each other. Each has a trident in his hand, and bears a heavy shield in one of it's six appendages. They wield their weapons expertly, and do not notice the adventures so far away.



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 05 Jun 2006 19:45:21
Message:
Emillo slips back to the company and speaks in a tone not loud enough to carry over the winds. "Friends, due to our injured state I would advise caution. I think we should slip around these creatures and not risk further injury. Whilst I am nay afraid, I think fighting would be ill advised."

“I concur," replies Bach, "this is no quarrel of ours. I would however prefer to have the element of surprise if we are forced to deal with these creatures. I believe one of us should try to speak to the creatures if the rest of you are so inclined but we should take measures for the likely retribution. I have the power to hide two of our number from the view of the creatures and I still posses powerful battle magics.”



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 06 Jun 2006 11:32:57
Message:
"Let us keep our distance, yet let them know we are here. Do not make any hostile actions. Keep your swords at the ready, but not out. If they wish to parley, they can come to us. If they bar our way, then we will approach them and find their intent."



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 23 Jun 2006 16:13:45
Message:
As the group approaches, Emillo skulks along slightly apart from the group, his bow drawn and an arrow ready in his hand.
Approximately 150ft away, the beasts turn their eyes towards the group. The black bulbs on their head glow an ugly red, and they charge at the approaching party with their harpoons.



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 23 Jun 2006 16:16:01
Message:
As they approach, Bach calls out a warning to his friends, "Beware, these creatures are Mezzoloths, a type of Yugoloth, which are evil supernatural beings from the lower planes. These creatures are immune to fire!"



Reply author: Kaladorm
Replied on: 03 Aug 2006 14:31:01
Message:
Emillo draws his bow and swiftly lets fly three arrows. The first one trails wide of his target, and with his aim adjusted the next two hit their mark. The elf stands astonished for a moment as the arrows strike the natural armour plating of the monster and are deflected aside, then continues to line up his next shot.
Bach murmurs the words of a spell and a bolt of lightning sizzles from his outstretched fingers towards the same mezzoloth. It fails to dodge the bolt, and gets hit full in the chest. The magical lightning passes over it, and as the grass around it stands on end, the static discharges harmlessly, leaving only a small scorch mark on the monsters chestplate.
Caylith focuses herself with her sword drawn, as Daleson next to her murmurs a prayer to Lathander. There is no visible effect immediately as the Morninglords powers subtly heat the trident held in the approaching mezzoloths claws.
Calling on the power of nature, Rhiannon calls a lion to stand next to her. The powerful beast awaits the druids command to attack.
The two mezzoloths halt their charge and both emit an identical series of chatters and clicks. A sickly yellow mist in a wide bank roils inexorably towards the party. It crawls and clambers along the ground like so many skeletal hands, destroying the life around it as it moves.
Calling upon the pwoer of his goddess, Selm shields himself from attack for as long as he remains calm and focused.
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