Artemis Dalelander

Chronicles of Artemis Dalelander
Born in 1334 (December) outside of the town of Highmoon in Deepingdale, Artemis is the son of two foresters.  He grew up in the forest at their side, learning the ways of the wood and to respect all non-evil creatures.  He picked up the elven language in his visits to their areas of the forests.

While Artemis' parents devoted themselves to the protection of the wood and maintaining the ancient covenant with the elves, he saw that life demanded a less passive attitude.  At the age of 17 he convinced his parents to allow him to apprentice to a blacksmith in Highmoon, Tyler Moonbrow.

Artemis' aptitude at the forge was not very good and he soon tried to find other ways to earn his keep.  It was during this time (1354) that he met his first love, Veyana Mysst, an older woman who enjoyed his youthful attentions for a time.  Veyana was a mild follower of Torm, attracted to the handsome statues in his temples and the romance of his self-sacrificing life.

Partly in an attempt to maintain Veyana’s favors, Artemis joined the temple of Torm.  Very quickly he realized that he had found his calling.  The priests and paladins of the temple were very proactive in rooting out evil and protecting the weak and innocent.  

By the time Veyana ended their relationship, Artemis did not mind.  His heart and soul had been given to Torm and soon thereafter he was ordained in the faith in 1357

At the age of 23, armed with a blessed mace and armor from Moonbrow, Artemis set off with a group of Torm followers to do his will: seek out evil and destroy it.  The group was led by a Torm paladin by the name of Scallon Gallar.  Travelling with the group were three young elves, full of curiosity.  One of these elves was an acquaintence of Artemis’, a ranger named Illian Moonwalker.  The elves appreciated speaking with Artemis who could speak elven.

The group first travelled to Cormyr to meet with others in the faith and gather strength and supplies.  Artemis was impressed with the peaceful land and the reverence in which the people held the Purple Dragon Knights.  The group encountered a haunted graveyard where they were able to destroy some foul undead. (No one in the group knew much about undead so even now, Artemis is unsure what ‘types’ they killed).

Eventually the group boarded a ship to travel south, following the belief that Torm’s original kingdom lay in that direction.  The ship, Harlot’s Redemption, was mastered by a wiley old seaman, Captain Fineous Lager.  Scallon warned the group that they would be in great peril if they did not turn a blind eye to ship’s crew and the peoples of the Dragon Coast.  Artemis found it difficult, but not impossible, to hold his tongue as Lager did business with all sorts of pirates and criminals along the Dragon Coast.

As they finally left the foul waters of the Coast, Artemis and many others of the group were stricken by a sickness that left them weak and delirious for weeks.  Scallon believed that it was a curse set upon them by the followers of evil (select Evil God #2).  Due to this sickness, most of their group did not see the lands of Turmish and Chondath as they passed them in the ship.  They were tended with great care by their elven companions.

When they reached the port of Illymrae in Sespech, all but three of the group had recovered from the sickness.   The other three died two days before reaching the port.

The group spent the winter of 1357-1358 in Sespech, gathering their strength and investigating the curse they had suffered.  Artemis also walked the nearby lands and encountered Wild Elves several times.  There were deep hostilities between the Wild Elves and his companions from Cormanthor, but no one would explain it to him.

With spring the group continued south, now on Sespachan horses.  They were attacked twice by ogres in coordinated ambushes.  Again, all their searching gave them no clue as to who commanded the ogres to attack them.  The group lost another two members to the ogres, leaving only seven (three clerics and four paladins) and the three elves.

They reached the Lake of Steam and were heartened to find more followers of Torm.  Artemis befriended two local Torm clerics, Hastion and Valesh, and they presented him with a pair of daggers with green Lake of Steam pearls in their pommels.

It was in the coastal town of Bargess that the group first heard rumors of an evil Temple west or south of the Border Kingdoms.  Scallon decided that this was their calling and led them in that direction.

They sold the Sespach horses and took a boat across the Lake.  Travel through the Border Kingdoms was difficult as evil rulers and monsters opposed them.  By the time the group reached the town of Vulmish in the western Border Kingdoms, only a handful survived, many seriously wounded.  Two of the elves had been slain, leaving the third wrought with grief as he intoned the elven gods and set them upon funeral pyres.

They took refuge in the temple of Torm in Vulmish and some still recuperate there.  Artemis continued the journey with the last elf and Scallon, finding his way to the city of Sheirtalar on a pleasant spring afternoon. (April 10, 1359).

(GAME LOG BEGINS HERE – SESSION ONE)

April 10th, 1359

Sheirtalar is a strange town, most likely from its patron god, Talus.  That one is quite unpredictable and the buildings here reflect that nature: chaotic, with the sense of being thrown together, a hodge-podge of looks.

The people aren’t much different.  Far from the calm and patient Dalelanders, these folk are loud and boisterous, talking as much with their hands and with their yapping mouths.  I did hear so much noise even in the biggest cities of our travels so far.

Scallon is not at ease here, his hand touches the Sign of Helm on his sword constantly.  It is not a sense of evil but of disorder that disturbs him I think.  Illian is still not himself.  Since the death of his companions, the elf has spoken little and paid little attention to his surroundings, following us more out of habit than conviction.  Perhaps his visit to the Elven home outside the city will give him peace.

Evening

Scallon finally found an inn that he can tolerate, a respectable establishment called the White Swan.  We entered and I looked around while he set to making arrangements for our room.

I noticed a bit of a fracas outside the place and poked my head out to see it.  A man in ostentatious robes appeared to be the center of attention of a group of ruffians in local dress.  He fled into a haberdashery of all places and was followed by three of the ruffians.

A large fighter appeared from down the street and charged in after them.  Figuring that the odds against this hapless magician were a bit too much, and senses the evil intent of some of the ruffians, I ran to summon Scallon.

By the time we reappeared there quite a fight occuring in the hat shop.  I saw the flares of magical fire and the glint of steel swinging.  Scallon and I ran to engage the loitering villains.  I lay about with fervor, swinging my blessed mace and chanting Torm’s prayer to victory.  Inside, I saw the large fighter cutting down the evil ones with ease.

Apparently, the ruffians were unimpressed by the glory of Scallon as they cut him viciously and he fell.  I knew he was still recovering from other wounds and would not be able to bounce back up.  I moved to protect him while fighting the foul-doers.

A ball of fire flew from the hatshop and struck Scallon’s foe and my mace put an end to his damn-ed life.

It was about this time that the gaudy-one and a hobbit girl appeared in the doorway of the haberdashery.  They raised crossbows and shot me.  Both of them!  I was stunned!  This is just not how we treat our rescuers in the Dalelands.  These southern folk have some very rude ideas on manners.

I became distracted and took a moment to realize that our foes were either fallen or fled.  I went to Scallon’s side and held his wounds as Torm’s grace flowed through me.  Although I kept him from dying, he was gravely wounded and I knew he would not be travelling for awhile.

At that moment, Illian appeared and, taking the situation in quickly, offered to take Scallon to the temple before leaving for Fernley, the elven enclave.  I thanked him and gave him a blessing before he trudged down the street with the paladin in his arms.

After profuse apologies by the magiker, apparently named Haverian, did I forgive his appalling accuracy with his crossbow and help him drag the fallen from the street.  

While binding the one surviving ruffian, I learned that Haverian had been selling an amulet, it was stolen by one of the ruffians and he’d followed them to get it back.  The amulet itself was from near the Evil Temple Scallon and I had been seeking!  This pompous mage would be our ticket there!

Our prisoner told us what he knew.  His boss was from the east (again that Temple!) and he’d paid local thugs to help him grab the amulet.

I made it clear that the prisoner should atone for his evil acts and do penance to regain the grace of Torm.  In that way, I could release him.  Haverian disagreed, and in a strange move, said the fellow could leave if he tried on the amulet.  The poor man agreed and once it fell over his head, his face showed utter pleasure.  Then the chain shrank until it killed him!

Such evil as that must be the work of Cyric or demons, I thought, as I gave all of the fallen a last blessing, in hopes of saving their souls from undeserved torments.  During my incantations, I got the definite feeling that our dead prisoner, Anlaf, had died wrong.  His spirit was no longer near his body.

Leaving the dead for the poor storekeep to deal with, we crossed the street and sat down to sup at the White Swan.

The fighter I’d seen earlier is named Guts and even Scallon does not match his martial prowess.  If only we’d had his kind earlier in our journeys.  Luckily, he was also convinced to stop for food in the Swan.  The hobbit, apparently named Frazzle, I couldn’t get rid of if I’d wanted to.  Easily distracted and annoyingly curious, she latched on to Haverian and Guts like new toys.

We spoke of the village of Hommlet and the Temple of Evil found east of it.  Haverian and I agreed that we should investigate this Temple and see why it was sending minions such as these all the way to Shiertalar.

With the loss of Scallon, I knew I needed protection.  Guts was a mercenary and it was simple for me to hire his services for 20gp a month.  I feel a little easier knowing that he is in my employ rather than the erratic Haverian.  I might live through this yet.

Another issue came between Haverian and I.  One of the ruffians bore an enchanted blade.  Suspicious, I reached out to it to see its nature.  As I’d suspected, the blade itself was evil.  

Haverian was fully ready to use the cursed blade or sell it to some unsuspecting arms merchant, neither of which could I allow.  I took it from him, saying “I fear you have little will to resist the temptations of evil, my brother.  I will take away the temptation.”

To forestall the ornate ormarian’s protests, I assured him that I’d keep it with us.  “We might need it to bluff our way into these lands of evil.”

We gathered horses the next day and rode toward the village of Hommlet.  The trip was uneventful although we passed bandits standing on a hill by the road perhaps an hour before reaching the fair village of Hommlet.

April 12th, 1359

It was apparent that Haverian was in his element, greeting people as we rode slowly into the little community and pointing out the few structures of note.  To the east we could see the forgefires of the keep-under-construction of Burn and Rufus, local saviors.

Soon we arrived at the Welcome Wench, hub of the community and its only inn.  We made arrangements to stay and had our horses tended to.

The inn, I soon discovered, was aptly named.  A gorgeous woman appeared to serve us with the enchanting name of Cersei.  I expressed my honest admiration for her grace and beauty and was rewarded with a smile and blush.  I will have to find time to spend with her!

There was another group in the inn, adventurers much like ourselves.  Soon we talked and they revealed that they were headed to Shiertalar and were worried about more bandit attacks.  I had to decline their request for Guts’ services, but Haverian made himself useful, offering to cast a spell on their pack animal to hide it from the bandits.

Lunch was excellent. The local wine was dry and the venison was succulent.  Remarkable for such a small community, but I believe it has had great times in its past and perhaps its future.

After eating, we shared a quiet pipe of tabac and agreed to leave the following morning to visit the nearest relic of the Temple, the Moathouse.

Our peaceful puff was interrupted by a soldier of Helm, a man named Calmert.  He extended an invitation to me to meet his superior, a man named Terjon.  I was pleased to meet a brother in good, if not in faith.  Helmets have their issues but they are good soldiers in the holy war.

My companions accompanied me to the remarkably-sized church of Helm.  It appears to have been constructed at great expense to be easily defended without being a fortress.  Far too big for the few people in the area, though.

We saw two soldiers of Helm guarding the great doors of the Church, and a couple others sparring in a partially open courtyard.  Lots of empty space.

We are led to a waiting area and are joined after only a few moments by Canon Terjon.  A young, confident man.  Tall, with a swagger of arrogance that I’m sure he’ll lose soon with the wisdom of age.

“Its these damned bandit gangs!” complained Terjon.  “They are a menace to travellers and we are afraid for the locals as well.  But I just don’t have enough men here to take care of the problem.  We were once a thriving Church but as things have become quiet, well…. we don’t get the attention of our superiors anymore.”

An examination of the amulet and the pommel of the sword revealed them both to be the symbol of the Elder Eye, symbol of the Evil Temple that we’re seeking.

“It seems obvious to me that a great evil still sleeps in the east,” I said.  “I understand your limitations here.  We’ll do as much as we can.  We are determined to explore the Moathouse tomorrow.   We will tell you about anything we find.”

Terjon agreed to keep the evil sword impounded at the Church and seek a way to remove the evil taint from it.

After our visit to the Church, we had time so Guts and I took a walk around the area to get our bearings.  There is a small river that flows through the center of town.  Only about a hundred and fifty souls, old and young, live here.  

Burn and Rufus are constructing a keep outside of the hamlet.  I stopped by to pay my respects and meet these famous heroes, but, alas, they were not at the site.  I left them a message introducing ourselves and our intent to investigate the Moathouse.

Before returning to the Welcome Wench, we noticed a druid’s grove a little way from the hamlet.  I took note.  Druids are not evil but they are deluded enough to not see the righteous truth.

Satisfied no bandits were planning on ambushing the village, we returned to the inn where I planned to spend a great deal of time talking to Cersei.  We clerics aren’t celibate you know!

(END SESSION ONE)


All:

Fight against street gang:  413

Role-playing:  250

Other XP:

The Log write-up: 120

Artemis history write-up:  120

Haverian solo:  250

Haverian history write-up:  60

Guts history write-up:  60  

(ANOTHER ARTEMIS ANECDOTE)

Had a dream once that I was allowed into the innermost sanctum of the elves and spoke with the Immortal Lady, queen of the elves.  She prophesied that if I stayed true, I would achieve greatness.  I woke the next day in my own bed but with a piece of ilvabrin, elven luckstone, in my hand. (shows it).  I had it fashioned into a ring of silver.

(SESSION TWO)

Morning breaks on the 13th of April, 1359 and our heroes gather to ride to the Moathouse.  The ride takes an easy half day before they see a break ahead in the patchy trees and think they see a tower rising out of the foliage.

Haverian: “The Moathouse was constructed by minions of the evil temple as a foreward stronghold for their invasion of the world.  After the battle of Emridy Meadows, the forces of good beseiged the Moathouse and brought it down.  No one has repaired it since then, but you never know who is using it as shelter, from animals to people.”

Artemis: “Terjon gave me a quick map of its upper levels so we won’t be going in blind.”

Frazzle sees tracks on the road of humanoids going to and from the Moathouse.  The group ties off its horses off the road with Haverian casting an alarm spell upon them.

Around noon, the heroes approach the Moathouse through the woods west of it, between the flats of the river and the road itself.  A cheer of voices is heard by some, coming from the Moathouse.  Frazzle is enchanted to disappear and scouts out the Moathouse.  

A human thug is loitering near the half-open front gate.  After a few minutes he appears to hear something and walks down the drawbridge to investigate.  Finding nothing, he returns to the gate and watches something inside the fort.

After many tense minutes, Frazzle speaks near the rest of the party, still invisible.  She explains that there are six bandits in the Moathouse courtyard, eating a huge frog and biding their time with an archery contest.  She’d tried to climb over the walls, but they were too slick with slime and moss from the slow-moving moat.

“Obviously these people are some of the bandits plaguing Hommlet.  We must rid the good people of the region of their threat!  To arms, friends, let us strike a blow for good this day!” encourages Artemis, hefting his own mace and shield.

After a few moments of planning, Guts and Frazzle approach the drawbridge invisible.  Haverian weaves an enchantment of slumber upon the gate guard and smiles as the man yawns and then begins to slide down the closed door to the ground.  He lands softly, so apparently Frazzle did her job to keep him from being noisy.

The way clear, Guts runs into the courtyard to find three of the bandits around a cookfire and the other three lounging on the steps to the building’s entrance.  Seeing them to be archers and a long-range threat, Guts heads toward them, his greatsword whistling keenly in the air.

Haverian and Artemis reach the drawbridge about this time and rush the gate.  Artemis looses a bolt from his crossbow and misses one of the eating bandits.  Guts strikes at one of the archers, but, by sheer luck, the man had risen to grab his bow and the sword strikes the stone steps with a resounding clang.  

Again, Haverian’s magics reach out and the two bandits still sitting on the steps, their eyes wide in shock from the sudden appearance of the huge fighter, each faint into a dead sleep.

Frazzle looses a sling bullet and hits the leader of the bandits squarely in the head, causing her invisibility enchantment to dissipate.  The eating bandits charge the cluster of Frazzle, Artemis and Haverian where intense melee ensues around the doors of the gate.

A scalemailed bandit attacks Artemis, hitting him many times without suffering a single hit from Artemis in return.  Even the cleric’s declarations of “I am a Citadel of Torm” are useless.

Haverian dances with his foe, a halberdier, shooting him with magic fire from his wand and dodging the large weapon.  Eventually the halberdier senses his allies falling and tries to run out of the Moathouse.  Haverian first tries to bean him with the skull he carries around (The General), but fails so he lets loose one more streak of fire and drops the bandit in the marshy grass beyond the drawbridge.

Having dispatched the last archer and two more bandits from inside the building, Guts returns to the gate to help out his boss and friends.  Using his greatsword he cuts down the scalemailed bandit and without pausing kills the leader with a swordthrust through his heart.  He pulls out the blade and the leader drops lifeless to the sandy ground.

The party ties up the three sleeping bandits to be questioned.  Guts attempts to drag the fallen bandits into the open tower by the gate but is attacked by a giant spider and declines to enter there again.

Interrogating the prisoners reveals that they were hired by the now-dead leader, Winters, brought here and helped clean the place up to use as a base.  There is a large snake in one corner of the Moathouse.  When pressed about their intentions and criminal activities, they lie, saying they were planning to hunt bandits.

The heroes decided to drag the bandits back to Hommlet for justice.  But first they decided to explore the upper levels of the Moathouse, using Terjon’s map as their guide.  With Frazzle in the lead they picked their way from room to room, finding bits of interesting stuff and finding bats and the big snake.  They also find stairs leading down and a secret door to other stairs leading down.

Leaving it for later, they take the prisoners back toward Hommlet.  Camping outside the hamlet, we rested and then interrogated the prisoners again, this time with Artemis chanting Torm’s Eye of Truth upon them.  They evaded the question or refused to answer, giving the lie to their previous story.

Satisfied, we took them to town and turned them over to the militia who easily recognized them as bandits.

LOOT:

Good Longsword, Shields, chainmail, scalemail, crossbow -> sold for 231 gold pieces

Coins worth 41 gp, 32 sp, and 58 cp.

Total Loot: 272 gp, 32 sp, 58cp. Put into the Group Treasury Pouch.

April 15th, 1359

We rode back out to the Moathouse to further explore it.  We considered killing the snake so it doesn’t surprise us, but after consideration, the wilderness-saavy among us decided it will leave us alone if we leave it alone.

We opened the double doors to the Moathouse’s main building and were surprised to see an ogre standing among the scraps of the bandit’s bedrolls.  

It threatened us and yelled ‘You no make sign!’.  Facing an obvious evil, we flew into action.  Haverian used his sleep enchantment, but the ogre just sneezed at it.  Artemis shot his crossbow, missing by inches.  Finally, the professional took matters into his own hands.

Guts ran up to the ogre, ducked the creature’s viciously fast swing of its greatclub, and swung his greatsword with such fury that he cut the ogre’s head clean off of its body in one stroke.

We were greatly impressed by Guts’ skill and strength.  The ogre only had a few worthless glass beads and 3 gold coins on him.

Haverian: “That’s the first monster I’ve seen in the area in a long time.  I hope this doesn’t portend ill.”

We pressed onward, sneaking down the secret passage to the underground level of the Moathouse.  Reaching out with his holy powers, Artemis detected evil beyond the first door.  Sneaking in, we spied a large sleeping creature, the source of the evil!  Guts and Artemis crept up to it and put it to a quick death.  Another ogre.  So foul!

Behind another door we heard voices.  Using magic to open the door quietly, Guts pushed into the room and swung a torch in to see better.  Three prisoners were hiding in the corners until they saw we weren’t the ogres.

We eventually got their names as Perwyn (a gnome), Plumer (a human), and Pular (a human merchant).  With fury, Plumer grabbed the dead ogre’s greatclub and he beat the body, yelling a taunt the ogre had made to him.

The gnome approached Guts and presented him with an iron ring.  “If you are ever in the lands of my people, they will give you aid.”  

They explained that they were merchants set upon by the bandits living in the Moathouse, dragged back here and given to the ogres to seal some peace bargain between the ogres and the bandits.  They’d been there many days.

We decided to escort the freed prisoners out of the Moathouse.  Once in the relative safety of the woods, we shared food with them and gave them directions to walk back to Hommlet.  After a rest, we will push back into the Moathouse…

ADDITIONAL LOOT:

3gp, several hundred cp, some sp, a magic cloak (of hiding? illusory magic)

(END SESSION TWO)

For the last session against the bandits and ogres, all the PCs get 750 xp.

+240xp to Artemis for log and quote sheet?

(SESSION THREE)

Later: April 15th, 1359

The merchants were reluctant to venture off alone.  Pular made a quiet request that we travel with them to at least the main road.  We agreed and Artemis and Frazzle left with them as the others rested and observed the Moathouse.

On their way back from the main road, Artemis and Frazzle encountered Artemis’ old friend, Illian Moonwalker, the elven ranger who had sought meditation in a nearby elven enclave.  Illian was pleased to join them in their adventures.

Re-entering the subterranean levels, they pushed onward, finding a junk room next to the Ogre’s lair.  A far door in the junk room led them into a large room, the extent of which they could not see.

Frazzle bravely scouted around and discovered zombies slumped in wait for our heroes!  The zombies shuffled forward quickly to attack.  Illian and Guts met the undead directly and exchanged blows with them.  Artemis called upon Torm to bless their group and all felt their senses sharpen in response.

Illian and Guts hacked away, but didn’t not drop any of their foes.  Artemis again called upon the power of Torm to drive the foul unholy creatures away.  In fear, some of the zombies did run into the darkness.  

It was eeriely quiet as Illian, Guts, and Frazzle attacked the relentless creatures.  With a mighty blow, Guts knocked one to the ground and it fell to pieces.  Haverian let fly arcs of fire into the zombies.  Artemis turned toward another mass of them, again turning them from the power of Torm to run and cower in the darkness.

Guts came into his own, his blade whistling through the air and cutting down three of the enemy in quick succession.  The barbarian began to yell warcries at the undead, fighting with unleashed fury.  Artemis killed another with his mace as they continued the fight.  

With support from the rest, Guts went on a tear killing six more before the battle was finished.  As he laid against the wall to rest and recover his wind, Frazzle searched the putrid bodies and a row of cells on the far wall.  Haverian and Artemis look at the bodies and agree that they appear to have been recently animated.

On the far side of the large chamber were two doors, partially blocked by rubble.  Once cleared, they opened to reveal two weapons rooms.  One room held Haverian’s friend Spugnoir prisoner.  Now freed and fearing for his safety, Spugnoir agreed to accompany them until they went back to Hommlet.

Hidden in with the weapons were crates with black capes of various sizes and pendants with the evil eye symbol emblazoned on them.  Each member of the party took a robe and pendant, in case they needed to impersonate members of the evil cult later.

Finishing their search they find a torture chamber with many devices of pain.  It was becoming clear to Artemis just how foul a place they had entered.  Somewhere was a black priest who had created the zombies.  The humanoids all appeared to be in the employ of someone.  Was it the same priest or did this evil rot lead beyond the Moathouse and back to the graveyards of ancient evil?

Having cleared that part of the dungeon, they moved back to the other secret door.  This one led to a long downward staircase.  They could feel the temperature drop as they headed downward. The walls appeared dank, but used enough to keep the cobwebs from growing too much.

At the bottom, down the hall was a porticullis blocking the path.  Having recovered from his battle rage, Guts tries to lift the porticullis.  He grunts but fails.  Illian steps beside him and they lift together, again without success.  

Artemis invokes the power of Torm to increase their strength.  They brace themselves and heave upward, their muscles twitching with effort.  No movement.  They rest and take one more try, using as much leverage as they can and slowly, ever slowly the porticullis rises, sliding back into an opening in the ceiling.  

With the porticullis raised, Artemis and Haverian jammed various polearms from the weapons room under it, blocking it up.  Gathering their gear, they go onward, turning right at a fork in the tunnel.  

Soon they hear a low barking away, staccato with various inflections.  It sounded to Artemis as if dogs were trying to talk.  They crept forward carefully through a room with three doors.  Beyond that room the ran into armed and armored gnolls, fierce monsters!

Illian displayed his natural speed by firing from his nocked bow first.  Haverian raised his hands and called out in calming tones: “Nocturnis Aveldi”.  Enchanted by his spell, one gnoll slips to his knees and then the ground, asleep.  From her hiding place, Frazzle slung a sling bullet at another, hitting it in the head and killing it outright.

Guts engages them with his longsword but he blade bites nothing but air.  Haverian withdraws his wand and shoots more fire, hurting one of the gnolls.  Frazzle misses with her sling and Guts stumbles, missing again.  Artemis has joined the front line, but the wily gnolls dodge his mace.

“I am a citadel of Torm.  Get back here and let me hit you!” yelled Artemis in frustration.  The gnolls responded, attacking with swords and axes, wounding Artemis, and Guts.  Illian charges to aid the others, but slips on the stone and tumbles past the first line of gnolls.  More fire from Haverian distracted the gnolls and Frazzle slew another with a sling bullet from hiding.

Spugnoir, hoping to help, trying to cast the same sleep spell as Haverian, but it fails horribly, nearly putting Spugnoir himself to sleep.  Guts, Artemis and Illian continue to attack, but with no effect.  Artemis is clawed by the off-hand of one gnoll and feels blood on his face.  Frazzle tosses a torch behind the front gnolls.

Guts steps back to heal himself and Artemis casts his own healing spell on himself while defending against gnoll attacks.  Once heartened, Guts steps back in and attacks with a vengeance, showing the awesome skill he was becoming legend for.  His next two swings killed a gnoll each.

Illian also finds success decapitating another gnoll with a vicious blow.  Frazzle reaches far enough to slit the throat of the sleeping gnoll.  Artemis charges the next gnolls but fumbles and trips past them to end up standing in front of the last two gnolls.

The elf kills another gnoll leaving only the two before Artemis alive.  Thinking better of their situation, they drop their weapons and crouch in front of the cleric in supplication.

Glad to simply survive the fight, the group lets the last gnolls leave unharmed, though Guts does follow them out of the Moathouse to make sure they go away.

 (END SESSION THREE – 2.5 pages)

Loot: Brandy, weapons, gnoll stuff (56sp, 20gp gem on body of leader gnoll)


Experience: ??? + Log (2.5 * 20 * 3 = 150xp) for Artemis.

(SESSION FOUR – November 26, 2002)

Even Later: April 15th, 1359

Tired, the group continued on, checking out the three door room.  The right-most door led into a small unused storage room.  The center door turned out to only be a trap trigger with no room beyond it.  Opening caused a clatter and commotion back toward the porticullis.

Leaving the left-most door unopened, they retreated to make sure the porticullis was not going to prevent their escape.  It was still up causing curiousity among the party.  Soon enough they heard armored creatures running toward them from the unexplored hallway.

The heroes set for battle and watched as a mangy creature appeared in the corridor.  It was taller and thicker than the gnolls but bred from similar furry humanoid stock.  Someone in the group yelled, “Bugbear!”

Artemis was ready for this and cast a spell to immobilize the creature.  It worked perfectly and Illian immediately cut its throat, killing it.  Unfortunately it was just the first of many.

Two more approached and the two more after that.  Guts finds room to swing his sword and wounds one.  Haverians wand of fire kills the wounded one.  Dropping his torch, Artemis casts a light enchantment on his mace, making it his source of illumination.  Illian slips on the blood of the fallen foe and misses the new ones.  The bugbears waste no time and beat Guts and Illian with morning stars and hammers. 

Guts responded with his quiet strength, killing one with a blow to the belly.  Artemis moved up to join the fray.  Illian tried to slip between two of the creatures to attack them from behind but the gap was narrower than he thought.  He fell between them and received a nasty kick to his head, knocking him out of the way.

Guts misses his foe, a wily and quick member of their ferocious species.  Haverian’s fire burns another one.  Things are going poorly as the bugbears hit but Guts and Artemis both miss.  Frazzle does not dare sling her stones into the melee for fear of hitting an ally.

The tide was turned by Artemis.  Pouncing on an opening in the bugbear’s defense he bashes its head in and knocks the body back into the other survivor.   Frazzle dodged past Artemis to reach Illian and tend his wounds.  Or pick his pockets, you never know with Frazzle.  Guts missed when he tried to capitalize on his partially blocked enemy.  But his next swing does the job, dropping the last bugbear to the dirty stone floor.

Artemis moves and tends to Illian, using the magic of Torm and the draughts purchased in Sheir-talar to heal him.  He also gave healing to himself and Guts to bring the group back to survivable strength.  They needed to find a defensible position to rest up and sleep soon!

Moving down the passage they found another room of three doors and a lair room for the bugbears.  Upon further study, it became apparent that the bugbears were being treated better than the gnolls.  Their lair had better bedding and food.

The group checked all three doors in this new “3-door” room, but found nothing of interest.  The bugbear’s lair produced 2 50gp gems and a silver necklace of about 500gp in worth.  Trappings of the evil eye cult are in the room.

Very tired and their senses dulled, they established a watch schedule, set up alarm traps, ate a meal over an impromptu fire and slept.  The magic-users studied their spellbooks and Artemis gave thanks to Torm and performed chants in the morning.

April 16th, 1359

Refreshed and renewed the group moved back toward the porticullis.  Spugnoir had been given the duty to help Illian walk and protect him.  Frazzle had found a hidden door during her watch over night.  After opening it carefully, they found the mechanisms that controlled the porticullis door trap.  After a few moments of examination, they were able to reset the trap and set the porticullis in the raised position.

The last door in the first 3-door room opened to show a long, wide tunnel.  Following it showed a way to the left, stairs going down and a way to the right.  Although they were loathe to take the “left” path, the stairs and right passage would leave the rear exposed to unknown territory.

They pursued the left, angled corridor, moving cautiously through the door at the end.  Another door to the left was not thick enough to cover the sounds of someone on its far side.  After Frazzle expertly and quietly unlocked the door, Guts threw it open and surprised a man in a guard’s uniform.

Guts slays the man with ease and the group presses onward with haste.  Frazzle sneaks ahead and using her stealth, kills three more guards by slinging them from the darkness.

By this point the rest of the guards are alerted to the group and the general melee began. Guts stepped forward and killed another with a single sword-stroke.  Haverian casts a sleep spell and three guards slip to the floor.  Only one other and a sergeant remain.

Guts runs forward and kills the standing guard, continuing his sword stroke to cleave into the sergeant, wounding him greatly.  The sergeant is no novice and he swings his heavy hammer back at Guts, missing him.


Frazzle attempts another sling stone throw but it bounces harmlessly off Artemis’ armor.  Covering for her mistake, she cries “Now get in there and fight!”  Out of combat for the moment, Haverian reveals his dangerous tendency to be distracted.  He pulls out the evil amulet and prepares to slip it over the head of one of the slept guards.

Guts attempts to finish the sergeant but falls for a feint the man had shown him.  To avoid the return hammer blow, Guts stumbled backward and fell hard on the ground, his head ricocheting off the wall.  He didn’t move again.

Artemis hits the sergeant and hears more guards coming from the southern hall.  Three more guards emerge and the sergeant runs behind them for protection.  Frazzle hits with her sling and then Haverian puts the sergeant and guards to sleep with another enchantment.

Artemis rushes to heal Guts as Frazzle moves to kill the sleeping guards.  Haverian continues his experiment with the amulet, casting a spell as it began to strangle the slept guard.

No one had remembered the door to the room, right next to Guts and Artemis.  A fully-armored cleric and a swordsman burst forth demanding an accounting for all the noise.  Artemis is surprised and the swordsman hits him for a nasty wound.

No one was watching Guts.  He stood, roared at them and heaved his sword around doing a wicked hit upon the swordsman who had just wounded his employer.  Artemis finally reacts and tells the cleric to “Be still for Torm!” casting his Hold Person spell.  It failed and the cleric laughed, “Your puny god has no power here.”

Frazzle is unsure of what to do and Haverian disappears magically.  The evil cleric laughs and with one swing of his spiked mace, he hits Artemis and sends him to the floor.  The swordsman attacks and hits Guts.  Guts returned the strike and the swordsman grimaced in pain, blood showing through his armor.

Frazzle moves up for a flank attack on the cleric and hits him sharply.  Haverian moves between the cleric and the fallen Artemis, invisible.  The cleric, looking to kill Artemis for good, runs into the invisible Haverian and steps back.  He swings his mace through the air, but Haverian is able to dodge it.  The evil cleric’s ally dodges back into their room.  Guts strikes the evil cleric for a vicious wound, causing the cleric to cry out in pain.  The battle is won!

Well, not really.  In fact, things couldn’t look worse.  The elven ranger was still out of the battle.  The cleric withstood Guts blow and Frazzle missed as Artemis slipped toward death.  The cleric laughed, reached out to touch Guts and wounded him with evil energy, purple lightning crackling at his fingertips.  Guts shook and fell to the floor.  The swordsman returned, having obviously imbibed a potion of healing or the like.

Frazzle, having fought with Haverian in the past, knew his trick of standing invisible to distract an enemy.  Guessing where her friend was positioned, Frazzle moved behind the Cleric and sneakily attacked him, dropping the cleric heavily to the floor.

At the sight of the cleric’s fall, Haverian lets out “Join us or die!”  his words ringing in the air, having come from no where.  He kneels and uses a potion to heal Artemis.

The swordsman hits Frazzle, but Artemis is back in the fray, just not hitting yet.  Frazzle hit the swordsman and Haverian healed Guts.

The Swordsman backhand attacked Artemis, again knocking him to the floor unconscious.  But Guts leapt to his feet and cut the swordsman down.  The battle was truly won.

For several moments, the party worked to heal everyone out of danger.  Haverian continued his amulet experiments, determining that is was necromantic magic of tremendous power.

(END OF SESSION FOUR)

Full Plate Armor (magic) covered in evil symbols (evil eyes but also Lloth)

Magic Sword

Magic Mace (+2)

Papers in the side room. Cleric was Lareth. “Agents in Town”. Little shrine to Lloth, left alone.

EXPERIENCE = ???, Log = 3.3*3*20 = 198 for Artemis.

End of the Fourth session, all characters achieved fifth level.  Gear looted from the Moathouse and in Session Five represented their new acquisitions for the new level.

(SESSION FIVE – December 11, 2002)

April 16th, 1359

Our heroes emerged from the Moathouse after checking the remaining rooms.  They felt stronger and wiser from their experiences and their bags were laden with loot.  With the sun sinking toward the western horizon, they trudged toward it and Hommlet.

April 17th, 1359

Returned to Hommlet, Artemis flirted with the wench at the Welcome Wench, gave report to Tergon at the temple, and thought about returning to Shier-talar to sell their treasure.

April 19th, 1359

Decision is made to head out for Shier-talar.  As they are packing, word comes that the Duke of that city has sent an armed force east.  A heavily armored rider appears not long after, fore-scout of the approaching force.

It soon becomes clear that a great wizard along with fifty knights and several priests have arrived in Hommlet and are going to proceed to the Temple of Elemental Evil to make sure the seal of that demonic prison are intact.  Apparently the bandit activity and other signs are too similar to the first rising of the temple and they want to stop it in its tracks.

This information concerns the group and they do not expect the Duke’s expedition to go very well.  Artemis talks with a Torm priestess who rides with the expedition.  She rides with them on sufference, a weak homage to the alliance of religions who first put down the Temple.  Priests of Talos run the show.

Our heroes head off back to the city.

April 21st, 1359

Rumors are rampant in Shier-talar about a new rising of the Evil Temple.  Our heroes listen to what they can as they sell loot, shop for supplies, craft magic items and rest up.

The ghost tied to the skull Haverian bears directs them toward Falcon Island, an outcropping down the coast from the city where a lighthouse lies.  Our heroes venture forth.  

April 22nd, 1359

They encounter a young man, dying in the roadway.  Artemis saves him and during his recovery his chokes up a key.  

They are soon to learn that he is Killis, a former caravan guard who has turned his back on that life.  He is taking the key to the lighthouse to get a “treasure”.  It seems that in days gone by pirates would extinguish the lighthouse to get ships to crash into the cliffs, and the steal their wealth.  The wealth was hidden in the lighthouse, locked with that key.  Killis’ grandfather was one of these foul villains, but he passed the key down to his grandson.

They agreed to join forces and ventured further.  While still encamped the next morning, they were accosted by three adventurers, claiming the key to be theirs and demanding it back.  They were not to be dissuaded so battle was joined.  Their swordswoman was slain, their thief nearly slain, and their wizard frozen by Artemis.  He saved the thief and had the others bind them both.

Under the eye of Torm, the two prisoners revealed that the woman had maintained the same claim to them and they were simply helping her regain her inheritance.  With her death, they felt no further bond with her, nor need to compete with us for the treasure.  After giving oaths, the two were freed to walk back to Shier-talar.

Approach to the lighthouse was difficult, either a tall cliff climb or venture hours out of the way to use steps cut into the cliff.  The latter was chosen and the heroes reached the lighthouse as night fell.

While no treasure was found in the treasure room, a ghost of girl was discovered haunting the lighthouse.  It also appeared to be the final home of Dario, a historian who had written a book on the Battle of Emridy Fields.  

Eventually, the girl’s body was found trapped in the lighthouse flame.  Her death had been tragic, causing her spirit to remain.  Artemis was able to free her from the flame.

April 23rd, 1359

Our heroes gave Carmella a solemn burial on the cliffs overlooking the lighthouse.

Experience: ???

Thoughts moving forward:

I can buy into this lighthouse thing.  Killis can be our steward with a monthly wage to live there and keep the light lit, etc.  He can socialize with the local villages and carve out a nice peaceful life for himself, which appears to be what he wants.

And we can use the lighthouse as our base of operations.  Artemis would like to reverently take down the mourning shrine to the girl and convert that room into a shrine to Torm, consecrating and blessing it to the highest level of his ability.  We could look at possible modifications to make it as strong and defensible as possible in the unlikely event we are assaulted in our home by the forces of evil.  The shrine would be the best place to defend ourselves in.

Here's my recommendation:

Basement

Floating boat

Floor One

West - Entry room

(Clean up and let Killis live there)

South - Stairwell room
(Clean up and use for same purpose

East - Kitchen


(Clean up and use for same purpose)

North - Treasure room
(Put our larger loot in here)

Floor Two

South - Stairwell room
(Clean up and use for same purpose)

East - Carmella's room
(Clean out, convert to quarters for us)

North - Mourning Shrine
(Clean out, convert to Shrine to Torm)

West - Parent's room

(Clean out, convert to quarters for us)

Floor Three

South - Stairwell room
(Clean up and use for same purpose)

East - Library


(Clean up and use for same purpose)

North - Office


(Clean up and use for our research)

West - Supply room

(Clean up and use for same purpose)

Roof

Lighthouse Flame


(Maintain and use for same purpose)

Perhaps Killis could convert the entry room into his own living quarters, keeping 'house' supplies in the stairwell rooms and the kitchens.  He would not have a key to the treasure room and would be discouraged from going into the 2nd or 3rd floor beyond the stairwell room.

April 24th, 1359

Artemis would like to sit down with the group.  

"Illian and I came from the far north, the Dalelands where snow would still be on the ground this month of the year.  When I set out upon a quest to defeat evil and find the Holy Lands of Torm, he and his kindred graciously accompanied my band."

"I have not yet seen as much of the Holy Lands of Torm as I would wish, but with all that we have seen and with the rising danger from the Temple, I feel it all the more imperative that I journey to do three things. A journey I hope you will all join me on."

"First, I need to find a temple to Torm, so that I might undertake the rites due me from the church to show the ever increasing favor Torm has bestowed upon me."

"Second, I would like to locate a relic (small r) of Torm that can be brought back to the shrine in our lighthouse and bestow the protections of Torm on the entire building."

"Lastly, as the Citadel of Torm, I will need greater magic to confront the rising evil in these lands.  Perhaps from the Tormite temple we find or elsewhere I seek a Holy Mace and other enchantments."

"I do not feel that the evil Temple is within our abilities to confront, though if called to join an attack upon evil, I will never refuse.  I believe we are destined to seek out other evils in this area, evils perhaps borne of the abomination of the temple, but overlooked by forces such as the Duke's.  These gnolls and bugbears prey on my mind for such inherently evil races should be allowed to exist.  Perhaps there are other dark forces in the land that need to be stopped."

