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SESSION 14

November 8th, 3rd Year of the Empire

One of the perks of being the younger brother I guess.  I got to stand outside all day in front of the gates waiting to greet the heroes of Khundrukar.  Ojer had assured everyone that he would have them back bright and early today.  So, I got to stand outside from sunrise until past dark. Melandur was insistent that someone from the family be there in case they suddenly showed up.  I tried to argue that they weren’t going to sneak up on the place, and that sentries would be able to give everyone sufficient warning of their approach.  Unfortunately, it was an argument that I lost.

I guess it could have been worse, as I could have been stuck listening to that damn Glimmerfoot talk about his magical research.  No denying that he creates some useful stuff, but why the hell he insists on telling me about it I’ll never know.

Regardless, Ojer finally got the heroes to the Home well after dark.  Melandur and his honor guard at the gates and several large bonfires were lit.  Soon a large crowd had gathered.  It was a glorious site to see the pride in the faces of the dwarves in the crowd.  Something to celebrate and counteract the rumors of the lost Smithstone.  

Melandur made a great show it.  Whatever else may be said of my brother, he knows how to grab people’s attention.  He gave each of the dwarves a Talos medallion and the Hin got dwarf-friend medallions.  Throughout, he was the center of the ceremony.  Never taking the spotlight completely away from the heroes, but always making sure that he was the only one constantly in it.  It was masterful performance.

Then things got ugly.  Seems one of the heroes, the smell Hau-Tonn decided not to return.  That doesn’t surprise me, as you never know what those crazy bastards will do.  But rather than just come right out and say as much, Ojer allowed the Hin sorcerer to create the image of the dwarf.  The image stood there and accepted the medallion from Melandur and proceeded to join the festivities afterwards.  My brother was not pleased.  

Originally the Hin, who goes by the outrageous name of Maximilan Wandini, tried to deny the trickery.  He even convinced his sister to plant the medallion on some unsuspecting fool, Phibal Shale.  Melandur, with a lot of help from Insolm, got the full story and it appears that everything is covered up.  Melandur then made a great speech about having sent the Hau-Tonn off to Vurdigan to see if he should declare holy war against the orcs that had overrun the place.  If only we could get the rest of that tribe to join him, it might improve the smell of the Home.

Melandur is still pretty mad about the whole thing and he gave me the task of watching the heroes.  That will be somewhat easier, as they were formally inducted into the ranks of the Talos.  Well, the three dwarves were anyway.  I heard one of the idiot Deeprock lords was trying to get the Hin included as well.  Probably just trying to stir trouble because none of their family has ever been awarded the title Talos.  I introduced myself to them afterwards and made it a point to let them know that I would be calling upon them over the next few days.

November 13th, 3rd Year of the Empire

I think the last few days have been the busiest of my life.  A report came in that seemed to promise a lead on the Smithstone issue, but it turned to out to be false.  I spent about two solid days trying to track down the validity of the issue.  The report seemed too good and some believe that it was deliberately planted to throw us off the trail.  All I know is that it appears I won’t be that involved with the search any longer.  Melandur has indicated that he has a mission for in the next couple of weeks.

I spent some time with the heroes as well.  Angus is a pretty grim dwarf, even by dwarfish standards.  He does appear to be rather devoted to his god though.  While the power of Dumathion obviously flows through him, DeKlerik seems more relaxed about his faith.  Iggy appears to be rather bored being back in the Home.  Perhaps due to the line of suitors that her fame had attracted.  Her father has laughed at most of the proposals, though there can be no doubt that the Rock clan would have benefited greatly from a few of the matches.  I had heard that she had traveled with Niccolo Veran, which she confirmed.  However, she proved very reluctant to provide many details of their last trip.  Of the Hin, the less said the better.  I spent most of yesterday with them and my head still hurts.  One magic trick after another.  They seemed to be overjoyed that they had an audience and I think they sensed that I could not just leave.  Until now, I have never given hobbits much thought in my life but I find they grate on my nerves.  I hope these are the last two that I ever see.

November 17th, 3rd Year of the Empire

I have been fairly impressed with the band from Khundrakar.  Though they do not see to have any set plans, they have not been idle.  They returned from the Forge with quite a treasure chest and have spent a lot of time.  A lot of the time they have spent upgrading their equipment.  All of them now possess formidable arms and armor, as well as other protective magics.  While Durinfel still outclasses all their arms, they would represent a serious threat to anything foolish enough to attack them.

November 19th, 3rd Year of the Empire

I heard a very distributing rumor today.  It seems that I am to lead the Khundrakar band on a new mission.  To a hobbit village.  Probably my brother’s idea of a joke.   I just hope that it turns out to be a joke and not an actual mission.

November 22nd, 3rd Year of the Empire

My fears have been confirmed.  The great and glorious Dwarflord has decided that our new allies the Hin need some protecting.  The Bywater Shire, in the land of Nore, is being attacked and harassed.  I asked for more information, but it seems that reports are sketchy at best.  There has been no formal alliance with Bywater, only the Hin in Nore in general.  We are being sent to help the village and cement the ties with this particular village.

I have to confess that I had been thinking of how to get rid of the Hin.  I think I could have convinced the others to leave them, though they all share equally in the loot from the Forge.  The fact that we are going to the mouth of Hell itself probably makes that impossibility.  Instead, we will probably need the forsaken creatures to help with the locals.  

I have given Bulem instructions for while I am gone.  He should be able to keep things in order and keep investigating any new clues about the Smithstone.

I need to put this damn thing away and get some sleep.  We leave first thing in the morning. 

November 25th, 3rd Year of the Empire

Whoever created Durinfel to deal with goblins had obviously never met Hin.  If they had, then the weapon would be enchanted against them instead.  Maximilan seems to find it amusing to create the image of the departed Hau-Tonn whenever the group stops to converse.  I will admit that it is effective magic, as sometimes the others will start to argue with Rurik when he says something idiotic.  Once, I was tempted to punch him, before I remembered that he wasn’t there.  I am unsure if the group saw my reaction or not, so I have spent the majority of our camp calming myself.  I am resolved that after tonight I will waste no more time on the matter.  Rurik Torunn ceases to exist as far as I am concerned.  

November 27th, 3rd Year of the Empire

If no one else noticed my reaction to the image of Rurik, it is obvious that Maximilan did.  He kept trying for a repeat performance, but he has been unable to bait me.  So he has found a new way to annoy me.  It has been raining lightly throughout the day.  The Hin have taken it upon themselves to investigate every puddle that we have come across.  The weather itself isn’t that unbearable, but it seems worse because the Hin are enjoying it so much.

Again, I have spent the night in camp meditating to not allow the Hin to bother me.  We are only a few days away from Bywater and I must project the proper image of the Dwarfthrone.

November 28th, 3rd Year of the Empire

My resolution regarding Maximilan and Marissa lasted about three hours this morning.  Things were going well, the rain had finally stopped, and my mood was being to lighten.  For the first time since we left the Home, I felt very focused this morning.  Then, I noticed that my cloak had turned pink.  It got worse from there, but I am not wasting any more time thinking about it.  

November 29th, 3rd Year of the Empire

We are finally near the area of Bywater.  Maximilan proved to be useful for a change by mentioning that the village of Nordswall was nearby.  This gave us an opportunity to check the local area and gather rumors to better prepare for meeting the Hin.  The village has an ancient wall that passes through its center.  It was made by human hands, but is still a fairly impressive site.

Maximilan and Marissa checked around the town and learn a few things.  The main road from Nordswall runs near the Shire, but does not head straight there.  Also, it seems that the attacks were probably coming from Skoryn.  The fortified city of Ilsgard is just across the border and has led attacks into Norish land in the past.  This is rather unfortunate, as Baldesi has treaties with Skoryn as well.  Finally, it seems the village is growing.  They recently attracted a dwarven patron who has repaired an old ruined building just outside of town.  Imagine my surprise when I heard that the patrol was Gregori Stoneheart.

For being the heroes of Khundrukar, this news did not seem to be that exciting to them.  Regardless, I made arrangements to leave the inn and head to his place.  It was his journal that led to the freeing of the Forge and I assumed he would be interested in hearing the news.

The building that he had repaired was fairly impressive.  There was a tower and two-story building and a stonewall around a courtyard.  It was easy to tell that he travels had brought him wealth.  We presented ourselves at the door and were greeted by a middle-aged human woman.  She led us into the house, which I was surprised to see had a lot of non-dwarven influences.

We met Gregori, who was older than I expected.  I am not sure why I thought he would be younger, and truth be told I don’t think that he is actually any older than DeKlerik.  He was a very gracious host and, even though he did not know who we were beforehand, his food and drink were of the highest quality.

As we were explaining to Gregori that his old journal had been found, a human ranger who called himself No-Path joined us.  Maximilan tried to get the story behind the name, but he had no luck.  Instead, the ranger began to tell of the elf that lived out in the tower, Hamali.  That name seemed very familiar to me and when Iggy produced Gregori’s journal I remembered that Hamali was the companion who joined after Kaskarian was killed.  

Gregori was pretty shocked to see the journal and he spent several minutes thumbing through it and reading several pages.  How he could read the pages was beyond me.  Since the Crucifari had died it had proved beyond anyone’s power to make the writing appear.  He never did track down the Hammer of Andune that the Hin stole and is convinced that he cannot return to Baldesi without.  However, he does have Anvil and the Quenching Oil.  With the Smithstone in Rista, that only leaves the Firestone and Hammer uncounted for.  

At this point I realize that no one has told Gregori that the Forge has been freed.  When he hears the news he is greatly relived and it is obvious that a weight has been lifted from his shoulders.  I also told him that I am sure my brother would welcome him back to the Home with the Anvil and Quenching Oil.  Freeing the Forge and returning two relics would help with the loss of the Smithstone.

Session 15

However, it does not appear that he will be returning.  He is still very much focused on finding the Hin thief.  In fact, he spent a great deal of time discussing his feelings on the matter with Angus.  Then DeKlerik spent some time talking to him alone.

November 30th, 3rd Year of the Empire

This morning started unusually.  While his servants prepared breakfast, Gregori and No-Path had already left.  While I understand that Gregori has not lived among the Durin for a while, but I found that to be quite rude.  It was not as if just anyone had stopped in to visit.  To add to the strangeness, as we headed toward Bywater, Iggy thought that she saw No-Path hiding in the woods.  Before she could say anything, he moved off and disappeared.  Odd.

Then we got Bywater and there was a funeral going on.  An old Hin named Amos Bettlebottom had died.  A Hin funeral though is really just a big party.  They believe that it is important to celebrate life and had a large feast.  Maximilan and Marissa started putting on a show and the reaction of the crowd indicated that they were known in Bywater.  And not favorably.  That might have been something that they would have mentioned, but I’m hardly surprised that they did not.

Eventually, I met Mayor Puffwillow and Simon Holyroot, the village priest.  They were pleased when I explained that we were there to offer the town aid.  He invited us back to his hobbit hole and told of the trouble facing the Shire.  It seems that three months ago hundreds of men marched in and herded everyone into the center of town.  They killed the local defender, a man named Willis Stout, and wounded one of his apprentices.  However, no one else was seriously hurt.  The markings on their shields led the Hin to believe that they came from Skoryn.  They demanded gold and silver and lined everyone up to pay tribute to someone they called Red Hand.  Then they left just as quickly as they arrived.

Three weeks ago, the men returned.  There was no more gold left, so they demanded food instead.  Both times they also searched all the hobbit holes, claiming to be checking if anyone was hiding.  However, some believe that they were looking for something else.  

Not all of the men were soldiers.  Aside from Red Hand, there was a cripple.  The cripple is the one who did all the searching in the hobbit holes.  Further, there was a mystic present and those in a position to know thought that he was casting a lot of spells.  However, they were unable to determine the effects of the magic.

DeKlerik asked to speak to one of the child who had tried to hide but was found.  A small Hin girl by the name of Edwina was brought to the Mayor’s home.  She said that the men busted the place up during their search, even places that were too small for anyone to have hidden in.  Angus and DeKlerik think the men were looking for something, or someone, in particular and I have to agree with them.

The priest also mentioned that he was worried that our arrival might signal another attack.  The Shire does not get many visitors and a merchant group had passed through just before the first attack.  I am of missed minds of their being an attack.  On the one hand, I relish the thought of confronting this enemy and ending these raids.  On the other, I am worried that our band is too small to effectively engage a large host.  The Hin themselves will not be able to offer much assistance if there is a battle.  Iggy has volunteered to train the defender apprentices, but I doubt they will be able to do much.

After speaking to the Mayor, DeKlerik wanted to see Bettlebottom’s house.  This directly led to another headache from Maximilan.  Seems he knew Amos Bettlebottom from his previous visit.  They played cards and Maximilan won the deed to the house.  To not mention that his reception in Bywater might not be the greatest is one thing, but to neglect this detail is entirely different.  It was all I could do to contain my rage at the Hin.  

Regardless, we went out to the house.  Maximilan and DeKlerik cast Detect Magic and determined there was a source of magic in the hobbit hole itself.  It turns out the magic was centralized in the spot in the main bedroom where the bed was.  The exact place that Bettlebottom’s nephew found the body, though he did indicate that there were no signs of foul play.  

Even without the aid of magic, it was obvious that something felt wrong in the room.  Maximilan cast another spell and said he felt a consciousness that was telling the group to leave.  He described it as a mental scream of Hinish thoughts.  DeKlerik thinks it was directly related to the way Bettlebottom died, and the Hin priest agreed.  Unfortunately, it did not really shed any new light on how the man passed.

December 1st, 3rd Year of the Empire

I spent most of the day today speaking with the Mayor.  He is very anxious to formalize the deal with Baldesi and even suggested sending Durin smith to the area to help out.  I began to think about who I would want to stick in an awful place like a Hin village, but no one came immediately to mind.  Still, I will give it some more thought.  A nice post to “honor” someone with.  

The Mayor also asked if we could spare any weapons, as the village currently does not have any.  While we all have an extra knife or two, no one was really keen on giving them up.  The heroes of Khundrakar have ceremonial knives that were given to them, but I’m not sure they would be useful in a real fight.  So, DeKlerik and myself headed back to Gregori’s to see if he would give or sell some weapons.  I tried to explain to him the treaty between the Hin and Baldesi, but he would have none of it.  In fact, he struck me as quite mad when he gave his answer.  Disappointing, but in line with the previous meeting with him.  

Iggy spent the day training the Hin defenders, Hermy Butterfly and Bumble Bee.  I can only hope that those are nicknames, but with the Hin you never know.  Anyway, I caught part of the training and she showed them some pretty vicious stuff with the quarterstaff.  Lots of dirty tricks, which is just as well.  If these two get into a fight the situation is probably such that they cannot mess around with the niceties of battle.  Of course, they are both covered in bruises now and can barely move.  Still, they both promised that they would continue their lessons tomorrow.

DeKlerik and Angus returned to Bettleburrow Hall, as I found out Bettlebottom’s home was named.  I’m sure Maximilan will come up with something ridiculous to call it instead.  Be that as it may, DeKlerik reported that his detection magic did not reveal the same magical presence as last night.  DeKlerik had also gone to the grave and cast a detection spell there, looking to see if poison was the cause of Bettlebottom’s death.  However, he said the spell did not find anything.

Maximilan and Marissa spent the day throughout the Shire.  They played in a game of Tumbleball, which lead them to start a claim that Marissa has magical shoes.  While this claim is true, I am not sure why they would want that to be known.  Maximilan strikes me as someone who would keep the information silent and use it to win bets on the game.  Perhaps there is some weird Hin-honesty thing about sports.  I’ll have to keep an eye on that situation.  Hopefully it will turn out to be just paranoia on my part.

DeKlerik mentioned that perhaps the magical presence was only there at night, so the group headed back to Bettleburrow Hall.  Again, there was still no presence.  DeKlerik wanted to dig up Bettlebottom’s body, but I made him go ask Holyroot for permission.  Originally, the priest said no, but when pressed if there was a rite that could be performed that would allow it he promised to pray for guidance.

December 2nd, 3rd Year of the Empire

Again, I spent a large part of the day with the Mayor.  He introduced me to several of the prominent villagers.  What struck me the most is how different these people are from Maximilan and Marissa.  Turns out that the villagers call Maximilan and Marissa gypsies and are very sympathetic to my frustration.  Very interesting.

Maximilan again played Tumbleball, but today he also was somewhat usually.  He spent the day with a local man named Grayhat.  Grayhat has some magical abilities and seemed to think the mystic that was with the men that raided the village was pretty powerful.

DeKlerik again visited Holyroot, who said that the body must not be removed from its grave.  That is not good news, but I can certainly understand.  I doubt any priest in Durin Baldesi would be happy if a group of humans or Hin or whatever saying they needed to dig up the body of a recently deceased elder.

Later, one of the village scouts was given a note from an elf and told to deliver it to me.  It was from Gregori saying that he was reconsidering the selling of weapons and that we should join him for dinner.  I was very pleased with this news, but the others were suspect.  It seems they are even more suspicious of Gregori’s sanity than I am.  

Some of the wanted to stay in the Shire in case there was an attack, but I convinced them that we would be better off if we stuck together.  Maximilan agreed to leave his familiar halfway between the Shire and Gregori’s house and Butterfly and Bumble Bee were instructed to not fight but instead to run to the familiar and tell of any attack.

It seemed the fears were justified, as when we got to Gregori’s place he was not home.  His servants were perplexed saying that all the masters were out and none had mentioned a feast.

Session 16

Quickly we remounted and headed back towards the Shire.  Maximilan sent his familiar ahead which encountered Bumble Bee.  There were raiders in the village.  Marissa snuck ahead and confirmed that there were Skoryn soldiers in the area.  Maximilan cast Fly on himself and took to the air.  This proved to be the best thing about the fight, as it meant there was one less spellcaster to have to protect.  

Maximilan reported that there were 15-20 horsemen ahead and porbably twice as many on foot.  Like fools we charged right in.  Ordinarily, I would be confident in any dwarf’s ability to take on other soldiers, even Skoryn veterans.  But being outnumbered something like ten to one, charging in was a mistake.  

The battle itself was rather hectic.  I know I took down at least two horsemen, while Angus and Iggy killed at least three apiece.  Maximilan was flying around throwing Lightning Bolts throughout the battle.  But there were simply too many of them.  They managed to knock DeKlerik off of his horse and capture him.  Maximilan made an attempt to rescue him, but the priest was secured too well.

Eventually their mystic got involved in the fight and began throwing spells at us.  I was hit by a very powerful energy spell and Marissa was hit by an acid spell.  I have to agree with the opinion of Grayhat that the mystic was very powerful.

At that point we knew we had to retreat.  While I regretted leaving DeKlerik in enemy hands, it was pretty clear that everyone would suffer that fate if we continued to fight.  Luckily, most of the damage was done to the Skoryn horsemen, so they were not able to persue us right away.  Maximilan also set up several Web spells to block the remaining horsemen.

We immediately headed towards the other entrance to the Shire.  Maximilan turned Invisible to check on the overall situation.  He reported that DeKlerik was bound and put on a horse.  The soldiers that had been wounded also had healing potions and there were priests tending to the wounded.

When he got to the Shire, all the Hin were in the town square.  He saw the Warlord, accompanied by a woman and the cripple.  The Warlord was yelling that the Shire was harboring criminals, when Maximilan fired a Lightning Bolt at them.  They managed to fire a Fireball back at him, but he made it back to the group.

At the other entrance there were ten foot soldiers and several teamsters milling around a bunch of wagons.  Maximilan fired another Lightning Bolt at the group, which scattered most of them.  We charged in and I yelled that if they fled they would be free.  Most did flee, though we ended up with one prisoner.  We burned the wagons and headed north to make camp and see what we could learn from the prisoner.

Maximilan cast a spell and we learned that the wagons were to transport the Hin across the river to Skoryn lands.  There they would be sold into slavery.  We also learned that the man served the Duke of Ilsgard.  Maximilan mentioned that the soldier thought there was to be a doublecross somewhere, but he was unclear what it was exactly.  He thought it might involve the fate of the Hin.

December 3rd, 3rd Year of the Empire

After a crappy night out in the open, today has just sucked.  The prisoner was again questioned and we learned a few more things.  First, he had never heard of Gregori, but there were three people who were posing as Skoryn during the raid on the Shire.  Second, he thinks that the Skoryn troops would have crossed the river at a local fjord.  Unfortunately, he had no real idea how long it would take to get the Hin to Ilsgard.  It could be anywhere from a day to four days.  Third, he believes that DeKlerik will also be sold, though we might be able to exchange him for the priest.  Fourth, regardless of a prisoner exchange, he thinks his family would pay a ransom for his release.

Maximilan has again turned Invisible and has flown back to the Shire to check out the current situation.  Hopefully he brings back good news.

For myself, I have been working on a headache all day.  I have been trying to come up with a solution to the whole mess, but nothing is clear.  In fact, the more I think about it, the worse it gets.  The enslavement of the Hin is an unconscionable act.  Normally, it would be pretty clear cut, but I doubt my brother will be pleased if I ask for more troops to invade Skoryn.  The trade agreement there has brought a lot of gold into the Home.  My head hurts.

Maximilan has just landed in the camp carrying two Hin.  He must be a strong little bastard.  Anyway, they are still manacled.  I guess I better go find out what is going on now. 

� End of fourteenth session, May 2nd.  XP:  500 for the group.


� Angus was shown manacles that Gregori had forged.  He was also told of a scar on the Hin’s hand and given a dagger by Gregori.  DeKlerik asked about the Dwarflord and was told there were rumors of times when the Dwarflord was unaccounted for.  This was a short time before the fall of Khundrukar.


� End of fifteenth session, May 15th.


� End of sixteenth session, June 5th.





