“The Green Mountain”
Case No. 04:06 - An excerpt from the casebooks of Jack “Tarquin” Wylde, Private Investigator and Diabolist.

Days passed and there were some changes in my daily schedule. Now that I’m a respectable member in good standing with the Southwind Merchant’s Guild, business has picked up. I am getting overloaded with translations, fencing items, and I’ve been brought in on developing a new version of the Thieves Cant. It took a little over a week to develop an acceptable and workable language that the Guild could expand upon.

I came up with a new idea to speed up my Ward drawing and having them readily available for quick use. I collected a stack of blank playing cards and drew Wards on each of them. Some can be immediately activated and others can have additional Wards added if necessary. I determined that a typical rate for drawing Wards is about 28 per day.
I spent some time researching the Thieves’ Library while working on the language. I looked for any references to magic. I noticed that there was a symbol that Thieves were taught to avoid; if the symbol was found in places and on items. It was a symbol of a horn. I discovered that it was a Ward – a Horn of Mystic Alarm. The Ward is placed on an object and if it is disturbed, it will give a silent alarm to the caster. I placed the Wards on my doors and on the trap door in my bedroom. This way, if someone comes to the front door, I will be alerted and I can use the mirror to see who it is. Rather clever, I thought. As I said, I kept pretty busy.
So, it was exactly fourteen nights from the day I took the firebug to the Inspector’s office and Singe’s memory returned, when something unexplainable happened. I have a habit of keeping things locked up, to prevent thieves; something Silk ingrained in me. I guess that is what was a bit confusing.
I was sound asleep and something woke me. I didn’t hear anything, and there was nothing tangible to explain it, I just woke and was alerted to something. The moonlight shone through the window and I saw a figure at my desk. I wasn’t worried, I’ve had nighttime visitors before and I suspected that this is one of my regulars, but I wasn’t sure which one. I reached over and flipped the door open on the lantern and let light flood the room.
“Good evening” I said. “Ghost?” I got up, walked to the desk, and sat at the chair on the side of the desk. I looked at him carefully, as he observed me. He was average in every way, dressed in grays, and no distinguishing characteristics to be helpful in identifying him. He was plain and average, with very slight facial hair. The descriptions in the paper had it on target.
“Good evening, Jack. Nice book you have here, you’ve been very busy.”

He was reading my Book of Serpent and my pet serpent wasn’t trying to attack him. It’s like they were old friends or something. “I like keeping busy, nice to finally meet you. You will like the last page best.” He turns to it and saw the sketch of the Runic Medallion. I continued. “It’s finally in a safe place, never to be seen again.” None of my Protection Wards went off
“That is good. My masters are pleased with your results. They may need your help again.”

“Your masters?”

“Jack, it’s like this. I serve three masters: good, bad, and beyond.” 

”Do you need a Detective? I could use a well paying client. I wondered if I needed to clear you for the murder of the General and the Senator. It wasn’t part of your usual MO.”

“They deserved to die and so do those who oppose my countrymen.”

A confession, one he wouldn’t give, unless he was certain that I would or could do nothing about it. I saw no benefit in trying. And trying anything would stop future cooperation. And his countrymen must be the Islanders of Phi and Lopan. “I guess I could be one of those countrymen?”

“In a sort of way, yes you are. You are at least a sympathizer.” He got up and walked to the spiral staircase. “Farewell, Jack. I’ll see you again.”

“Is there a way that I can get in touch with you later?”

He paused and considered it. “When my Masters feel that we should meet again, so it shall be.” And he disappeared down the stairs. I looked down and there was no trace of him. No magical means that I could determine and again and no Wards were activated.
The guy’s good, I’ll give that to him. No Protection Wards went off. No foot sounds going downstairs, complete silence. Like a Ghost.
Who and what is he? He’s another mystery to eventually solve. I looked at my desk. He was reading my Ward book and now it’s gone, but he wasn’t carrying it when he left? Panic set in. 
I called out. “Max!”
“Yes, Jack?”

“Did you see the guy who was just here?”

“What guy? You just woke up, turned the light on, and called out to me.”

“My Book of the Serpent was just on my desk and now it’s gone.”

“Jack, it wasn’t on the desk. It should still be in the same place you always hide it.”
I opened the trap door and checked the contents. The Ward book was there, untouched. How? I looked inside to see if there was anything disturbed in it. Nothing. I looked at the desk. The chair was pulled out where he sat, not pushed in, like I usually leave it. Was he here or not? Am I delusional?

“I must have been dreaming. Sorry to disturb you, Max, go back to sleep.”

“Sure thing, boss. Perhaps you just had a bad dream.”  And he vanished.

I searched my memory to look for some magic lore phenomena that would explain this. I spent a few minutes in contemplation.

I would guess that this Ghost has some super psionic abilities and that is troubling. I am supposing that what I witnessed was an illusion, a psionic ‘mental illusion’ directed at me and that Max wouldn’t have seen the illusion. The illusion would give vague non specific descriptions of the Ghost; in fact, he may not even look like I saw him; only what he wanted me (and others) to see. Everything I saw was an illusion. The chair could be moved with a psionic ‘telekinesis’; just a trick to make me think he was actually here.
He as much as admitted to killing the General and Senator, but did he act directly or indirectly? An illusion wouldn’t do it, but if he had the psionic ability to ‘mentally possess others’, he could control the subject to kill themselves with their own swords. Very neat and he wouldn’t actually have to be in the room or get blood on his own hands. And not be seen. And not set off any magical alarms.

How did the medallion get into my room? A psionic ‘teleport object’ would do it quite nicely.

The dream sending about the danger to Singe could be another psionic ‘mental illusion’.

This is all supposition of course, but it would explain a lot. Even with just these few tricks, he is one of the most dangerous men I know.

And make him a very dangerous man to cross. Something I’d just as well not do. I woke, only because he triggered the illusion in my mind. Not because I had any warning. That troubled me and fed into my paranoia. If I was on the right track, regarding the Ghost; I could never be certain what I was doing or if I was controlling my own actions. The hair on the back of my neck stood up and the pit of my stomach was getting queasy.
Well, I had worked myself up with these wild thoughts and it took awhile to calm myself down. I came to the decision that if he wanted my death he could have done so and I couldn’t prevent it. So, I may as well get back to sleep. And enjoy the fact that I was on his side.
So, I did. When the sun came up, I stirred and got ready for the day.

I went to the Portside Inn for breakfast and to read the paper. I almost expected to read about some news about the Ghost. I decided not to tell anyone about my encounter with him. He may have his own network of spies and become upset if I become talkative. I may be convinced to stab myself with my own sword and I wouldn’t like that. Not at all.

I realized that I wasn’t reading the paper and was steadily drinking my coffee and I motioned for another cup. This ‘did’ trouble me.  

“Jack!” A voice called out from behind. My Protection from Evil, slightly went off, just a twinge. It does that a lot when I encounter people who have personality tendencies that can shift. If I work at it hard enough, I could do it too. I recognized the voice.
“Good morning, Thalia.” I turned around to face her. “How are things with the Raven?”

“Everything is going well. I came to ask you if you were interested in a short voyage to Lopan. I thought you would like a first hand look at the vacation island for the wealthy. We would be back in a week or so.”

“Lopan. That sounds nice, a little get away sounds like a splendid idea. Do I need to pack as usual?”

“No, you will be staying with us at my family’s home. Not exactly a palace, but very comfortable.”

“When does the ship leave?”

“In a couple of hours, just meet us at the dock. Max? You can come too.”

He appeared above her shoulder. “Good morning, healer. I’ll be there.”

“See you both soon.” She departed, toward Tavern Row. I finished my java and headed home to pack.

I decided to leave my Serpent Book home; my cards would serve for the trip. With my new cards, I had all the Wards ready that I would need. I took along my sword, my crossbow, my bracer, my light crystal, and my ring. In my jacket, I packed my parchment, 2 demon bones, my quill, all my writing materials, and my eye’s mirror.

I also packed some spare changes of clothes in my bag. I am thinking of getting a new hat and jacket, these were getting a bit worn.

So I put my jacket on and tapped my hat into place. I threw my bag over my shoulder and locked up the shop. I put up my closed sign. In a few moments I was at the docks.
Thalia and Tavera were at the ship waiting. The crew was ready to cast off. Our gear was stashed and the crew raised the anchor.
We cast off. I saw the four crew members and Singe. So there are nine of us in all.
The trip was uneventful, until we reached the halfway point to Phi. Storm clouds were forming. Within moments, we were caught in a fierce rain storm. The rain fell hard in sheets and the sky became pitch-black. We strapped ourselves to the railing to keep from getting thrown overboard. I held out my globe of daylight, it didn’t help. The rain was too thick. So, I put it back in my pocket.
There was a brief flash of light, but it wasn’t lightning. Very strange.
One of the crew yelled, “Land ho! Starboard!” A crewman weighed anchor and the ship lurched sideways. I was dangling from my strapping. The ship tipped, until it was at a 90 degree angle on its side. We all held tight. Those at the other side of the ship were getting slowly pulled under. They worked themselves loose from the rigging. Two of the crewmen fell from the ship and disappeared into the black water. 
The ship was taking on water and the hull was most likely breached when we hit land.

Another flash of light that wasn’t lightning and for the briefest of an instant, I saw the outline of an island. It looked like we were about 500 to 800 feet from shore. I called out “Shouldn’t we abandon ship? Land is that way. I’ll try to take everyone I can.”

Thalia called out. “Go then!”

So I spoke the command word, hoping that my brief look was enough. I blinked upon shore and had only two crew members. My range couldn’t cover the width of the ship. Damn! I’ll have to go back. I left the two crew members and blinked back. I appeared next to Thalia. The others were too far away and the angle of the ship made it impossible to maneuver to the others. I’m not worried about Max. I regretted that Tavera and Singe will have to swim to shore.

I blinked to shore with Thalia in tow. The bearings weren’t accurate enough and we appeared above the water about 400 feet from shore. Time froze as that realization sank in. Gravity is a harsh mistress and we dropped into the water.
We emerged from the choppy waters and I sucked in gulps of air. “Sorry, Thalia, I didn’t get a good enough bearing.” So, we swam to shore and I’m sure I sank a few times and I wasn’t getting enough air. Darkness engulfed me and I passed out. Great…

I woke and the daylight of the morning was blinding me. We were sprawled on the beach. I could see the ship in the distance. I took inventory. My cards and parchment was soaked. The ink on the cards had run and become worthless.

Note to self: Get a waterproof pouch for my cards and parchment. Having to redraw the Wards will be a painful reminder to me to make sure I do it soon.

I lost Cinder, my sword. Damn. My hat was blown away in the storm. Damn! I will probably get severe sunburn on my head without it. I lost one of my shoes too. Damn! Our gear with our clothing is still in the hold and underwater. We will have to recover it later. 

I’ll have to improvise when I can. But the loss of my sword may be catastrophic. I have everything else, but I’m now soaked with saltwater. We need to get the salt out of everything or it will get very uncomfortable soon.
I looked around. Singe, Thalia, Tavera, Max, and 2 crewmen: Randal, an elf, and Parker, a human. The other two were lost at sea. Seven of us were stranded on this island. And I can’t use my ring for another seven days.
I asked. “Thalia, where are we?”

“I have no idea; there are no charted islands around here. We are only half way to Phi! This island doesn’t exist on any map.”
I looked around the island and I could see 1000 feet in each direction. We are on a tropical, sandy beach, with palm trees. At the center of the island, there are three mountains. There are two small mountains, with the taller one in the middle. We can’t see the top of the center mountain because of the morning fog. The landscape is mostly hidden because of the tree canopy. We will need to explore the island to find out what is here and if there is a way out of here.
The first order of business is to find fresh water and shelter.

“If we survive the week, I hope I can get us transport out of here, but we will have to wait that long. We need to look for fresh water, a fire, and a shelter. Blast! I decided not to bring my tinderbox. Anyone bring a fire starter?”
Singe laughs, “How about this?’ And he ignites his hand.
I mentally slap myself. “Sorry, Singe. I forgot.”

Tavera asks us. “What’s the plan?”

I offered. “You’re the skipper. I’d recommend finding higher ground and looking for a water supply.”

It was humid and slightly foggy, because of the evening storm. We walked to center of the island, toward the middle mountain. We heard a roar directly ahead of us, unlike any noise we have experienced before. So, we headed to the left of the roar, hoping to avoid whatever it is.
We could only see about 30 feet through the dense ferns and ground covering. And the foliage was about 30 to 50 feet up. I asked Max to take a look over the top of the tree. Max flew upward to look and came back. He didn’t see anything but canopy and the mountains beyond. We were heading in the direction of the left mountain.

I kept looking for footprints to get a clue on evidence of the creature that roared.
Thalia called out. “Get your weapons out!’
I had my crossbow ready. A five foot tall lizard stepped out of the foliage. I would discover later that it was a Velociraptor or raptor for short. It was 20 feet away and studying us. I leveled my crossbow at it. It jumped before I could react and its claws ripped at my left shoulder, knocking me over with its weight. I fired upward and missed.
Through my pain, I wondered why my bracer of Ithan wasn’t working. Then I remembered the command word and spoke it. My first time in combat with it and I forgot to activate it! Damn stupid of me! The shoulder throbbed heavily and I was losing blood.
It tried to slash at me again and I fired again, twice. It attacked and I got hit, I attacked and missed. It attacked and I dodged. I attacked and hit. It tried to bite and I fired as it opened its mouth. The bolt scored and blew its head off. The others killed their attackers. I was too busy to notice their combat.
“Is everyone alright?” I called out.
Thalia called out. “We got to run.” So, we ran. I applied pressure on my wounded shoulder.
We reached a dry creek bed about 50 feet wide and it would have been 15 feet deep but it was nearly empty, just a small trickle. We drank as much water as we could.
Thalia called out again. “We have to head for high ground.”  At least we can remember where the creek is for future reference. Chances are, other animals return to this spot here, so we can’t hang around.

My shoulder ached and was still bleeding. All I could do is maintain pressure on the area and keep moving. We reached the base of the small mountain on the left, climbed it, and reached the top. The top was a very flat surface about 200 feet in diameter. It is the top of an inactive volcano.
The vegetation was densely packed tall trees and ferns with sparse clearing. After checking the area, we could finally rest. Thalia tended to my injuries; which is good because my shoulder was aching beyond tolerance and I was about to go into shock from loss of blood.
Note to self: Never again forget to activate my bracer. Never!
Thalia healed my shoulder and left foot. Since I was missing a shoe, my foot was badly lacerated. Now that we could get a break, I took the time to cut off some material from my jacket and tied it around my foot for some protection 
So far, it had been two hours since we left the beach. This was a possible place for a good campsite. There were smaller animals, banana trees, and grapefruit trees all around. We needed to locate a water supply. We looked at the side of the larger mountain. From the base it’s an 80 degree climb with jagged rocks. Not promising at all. So, we returned to the flat area to set up camp.

We had organized ourselves. Max would flit around and warn us of any danger. The sailors: Randal and Parker would gather wood, Singe would maintain the fire. All of us would stand guard, collect supplies, and work on the camp.

I decided to look around the area thoroughly; I wanted to make sure there aren’t holes filled with snakes or other smaller dangerous creatures. So I checked every square foot. There were no holes, but there was a marshy area about four feet square. I dug out a small area and the hole filled with water, muddy water. A spring! So, I kept digging and made a hole as large as possible.
Now we had a water source and still had to purify it. We needed a large jug, something we can boil it in. We needed clay for the job. Soil from the beach near the sandy area would be best, but I don’t relish the walk all the way to the beach. I asked for suggestions. Max said that the beach was pretty close; only a half hour away on the other side of the hill.

That was great news, since our vision was limited because of the ground cover.  

We reached the beach and dug up some clay soil. Thalia used telekinesis to fashion the clay into a large jug. Then Singe acted as an autoclave and kiln fired the clay. A half hour later he had a large jug for water.
We collected coconuts, other edibles, and anything else that would help in the construction of our camp. “Now how do we get back up there with all this stuff?”
“Permit me.” Said Max. He cast a spell and a giant green net spread out. Everything was placed into the net. Now it can be carried easier.
Note to self: Study the spells I learned from Max better, I have that one as a Ward.
I asked Thalia if she passed out at the beach when we arrived. She didn’t, she pulled me to shore after I went under and nearly drowned. So much for trying to rescue the fairer sex, I thought.
We went back up the mountain with the pitcher and supplies.
When we reached our camp, I used the jar to gather water. It was less muddy, after settling and not being disturbed.

Singe purified it in the pitcher, by boiling the water.
With the wood and vines we gathered, we built a lean-to for shelter.

We got a fire started for the evening. Singe arranged multiple fires into the shape of a pentagram. We took turns guarding the camp. During Singe’s shift, he saw a couple of raptors and flamed them.

It was day two of our island habitation. It’s morning, there’s no coffee and my tobacco was ruined. “No coffee. This is going to be a long week.”
Max was in the lean-to. “I can’t make coffee, but would milk and bread do? I studied the spell that the Dwarves used.”
“Yes that would be good.” I agreed. He even agreed to teach me the spell, but it would take about two weeks to learn to make a Ward of it. I hoped we would be out of here by then, but I was anxious to learn, nonetheless.
No coffee. Sigh.
“If we could fly above the canopy, perhaps we could survey the ground below.”
“I could arrange that.” Said Thalia, and she used telekinesis and lifted me straight up through the trees and above.
To say it was unsettling was an understatement. Once I was comforted that she could keep me steady, I looked around. The ground below our little mountain was mostly obscured, but in the middle of the island, where there may have been an inlet of water, there was another ship. Now the ship was well inshore and looked in ruins.

She lowered me and I drew a layout of the island as best as I could see. I suppose I was spotted by hunters, because another raptor emerged from the ferns and into our campsite.
I activated my bracer and withdrew my crossbow. I shot him twice and killed him. There were two from behind, which the others attacked. Singe took a hunk from the dead creature and cooked it in his hand. He tasted it and stated that it tasted like steak. So, we shared it.

We decided to check out the ship, going down the mountain to the center of the island. I was certain that this was in the direction where we heard the roar yesterday. We heard it again and we were closer. I peeked through the brush when we were within sight of the ship. I was startled. Although the raptors we’ve seen were around five feet, we now saw two Tyrannosaurus Rex’s that had to be 20 feet tall. They were guarding a nest of eggs.
The ship was on its side in a dried out riverbed. The hull looked perfectly intact, but the deck was completely deteriorated. That’s where we saw the nest of eggs. The masts were broken off and at the side of the ship.
I felt very vulnerable at that moment.

We quietly backed away and decided to head back to camp. We estimated that it was around noon on our return. We decided to protect our encampment and held up there. There were three more raptors, and of course more raptor steaks.

We camped there that night.

It was now day three. We decided to check out the other small mountain. We went down the back way to the beach and around the large mountain. We found a manageable way up the small mountain, by a huge waterfall, but the waterfall wasn’t pouring as it would seem, as though it was dammed up somewhere. We climbed up to the top of waterfall and it was mostly marshy ground. The waterfall was indeed dammed up.
“What are you doing here?” A voice called out. We spotted a giant beaver head come out of the marshy ground. The beaver emerged and it was 12 to 13 feet long. We backed up.

“Who are you?” I asked.
“How dare you intrude upon my domain?”  He chased us down the hill and down the waterfall. I saw no reason to fight it yet.
At the base of the waterfall, we saw a man in the pool, a hermit. He had long hair and a loin cloth. He got out of the pool. He saw us, yelled, and ran off; disappearing into a crevice behind the waterfall.
I asked no one in particular. “How come no one is ever happy to see us? This would be a good opportunity to get this salt water off of us.”
All were in agreement, so we all jumped in. I don’t know about the others, but I felt much better and much cleaner. Our party isn’t excited about inciting problems with the native creatures here, so we went back to ‘our’ camp site.
We have something to think about. Eventually we will have to deal with the T-Rex’s and I wondered how close the eggs were to hatching? The hatchlings may get as big as the raptors in a short time. The giant talking beaver is a curiosity. And that man by the falls could be from the wrecked ship. There may be others there with him. We continued with our watch shifts.
It was day four. Another day of exploring ahead of us. We walked down to beach, around the large mountain, and around the other small mountain; we figured that it would be a three hour walk. Max checked the canopy and saw nothing but the top of the canopy.
We continued to walk inward to the center of the island, the last area unexplored. We walked to base of large mountain and found a path. It went past the waterfall on the other side. The path wound along the side of the mountain and up into the mist. At the top of the mountain we saw a temple; which was a pyramid style, unlike the Aztec style of the Dwarven temple. It looked like it was being rebuilt after some damage to the structure, because there was a large section of it that was gone.
We heard a squawk overhead; and through the canopy we saw the shape of a winged dinosaur. We entered the temple for shelter and saw a two foot tall hairy hunchbacked man.

Max said. “It’s a Spriggand. They are ill tempered creatures.”
I step forward. “Hello, sir. We were stranded on this island and we are exploring it. We didn’t know there was a temple here. What kind of temple is this and whose temple is it?” 

“That I cannot say; I’m just hired to repair it. And I don’t have time for conversation. So, if you don’t mind, I suggest that you leave. I’m busy.”
“I’d really like to see the owners of this temple.”

“What? Are you talkin’ to me? Are you’re still here? They aren’t here. Now, blow!”

I didn’t see that we would get any satisfaction in kicking his furry little butt, so we decided to forget it and head back. It was another three hours of walking back to the camp; and we called it a day.
Sleep.

It was day five, then day six. Same routine. No more exploring. Morning. No coffee, more milk and bread. More damned coconuts, bananas, and grapefruit. I can’t wait to develop this as a Ward and modify it for coffee.  We gathered and purified more water, and then we gathered more wood for fires.
On the morning of day seven, I was ready to get the heck out of there. I tried to use the ring. Nothing happened. Nothing! I could only surmise a couple of things. That either the island was somehow magically dampened, to keep us from leaving in the manner I attempted; or that we were in another dimension or universe when we passed through that storm. The odd light flashes that weren’t lightning. Another option is that we are sent here for a purpose by the powers that be and can’t leave until we’ve fulfilled that purpose.
It occurred to me that we needed to get beyond the spot where we hit the storm to try again.

I explained the situation and no one was pleased, but they weren’t surprised. None of us liked the idea of walking over three hours to our ship, so it was agreed that I take the express route. We gathered some tools and I blinked us onto the ship; what was left of it. (That’s once.)
Tavera jumps into the water and finds my sword, Cinder. Excellent! I actually missed having it around, the blade reassuringly slapping against the side of my thigh as I walked.
Thalia and the sailors dove into the water and cut free the longboat and oars that were submerged. We got into the longboat and rowed out to sea. I tried the ring every half hour and nothing happened. After over two hours of rowing, we nearly lost sight of the island. I tried again and had no luck.
As much as we hated to admit it, we knew this was futile. I spoke the command word and we blinked the longboat with us, back to the ship. (That’s twice.) We gathered anything salvageable and loaded it onto the longboat and went back and forth with supplies. We dumped everything on shore and kept going back for more. We found our bags with clothing, rope, axes, hammers, tools, bedding, hammocks, and sails. Soon, everything was on shore. We hid the longboat in the brush.

With our new supplies, we went back to camp. I spoke the command word and we were there in a blink with all the supplies. (That’s three.)
We inventoried everything. Singe dried everything out.
It was Parker who spoke. “I guess we should build a real shelter. We will be here for at least another week.”
I told him that unfortunately he was correct. Another week before I could try again. I suggested we could make the next attempt from the temple.

So, we worked on an actual hut, large enough for us all. We gathered more wood; longer and straighter branches and cut them down with axes. Then we used ropes to tie them together. The sail was torn in lengths and tied to the branches, to work as an inner wall and windbreak. Ferns were gathered to cover the shelter.

On day eight and nine, we spent the entire day working on the shelter.

On day ten, we decided to make a trip to the waterfall. We needed to clean and rinse the fabrics we got from the ship, followed by a quick drying by Singe. So we went down the back of our mountain, behind the center mountain and to the base of the other smaller mountain. We reached the waterfall. We jumped in to get rinsed off again, and cleaned as best as possible the material we recovered from the ship: clothing, bedding, sails, and hammocks. The hermit was nowhere to be seen.
When it came time to dry the fabrics, Randal and Parker helped Singe hang and arrange the fabrics for Singe to do his work.
The rest of us explored the crevice behind the waterfall. I was very curious about the hermit. I drew a Ward of Protection from Evil; then we went in. It was dark, so I took the globe from my pocket, to illuminate the cave. Several feet into the cave, I was surprised to see over a dozen Protection circles with demon bones. The circles were carved into the wall and the demon bones were placed into the center of the circles, to make them permanently enchanted.

The first one was a Protection from evil. Good sign. If it was a Protection from Good, then I would have had a different opinion of this Mage. If the Mage was listening from beyond, I would at least try to announce my intention. I chanted some Power Words that indicated that I was of a good nature and wished for his welfare. I took out my quill I drew the corresponding Wards that matched the intention of the circle. Again, I expected the Mage to observe and understand that we weren’t hostiles.

I had the others stay back, because I was concerned that they might trigger the Circles. One was a Protection from Were-beasts and I wasn’t sure what impact it would have on Tavera. Better safe than sorry. Of all the Circles I saw, I didn’t see any real danger to myself; but I couldn’t see the inscriptions on the demon bones to determine the triggers. I could trigger them just by being close enough to read them.

I found a stone and tied the Protection from Evil Ward to it and threw it into the range of the Circles. If there is a Protection from Magic among them, it should trigger them. Nothing. I drew a Ward Globe of Illumination, which has the same effect as my own crystal. I attached it to another stone and threw it near the Circles I couldn’t see clearly. The lighting was better but I still couldn’t read it. When it came down to it, I couldn’t read them, without getting close enough to be in range of it.

I must have taken too long, because Singe appeared. After I explained the situation, Singe said. “What’s the worst that can happen?”

That got me to thinking. I shrugged. I activated my bracer. “No matter what happens, don’t approach the Circles. I should be fairly safe, but I don’t know how dangerous they will be to you.”

They agreed, so I slowly walked through the Mage’s gauntlet of Circles of Protection. Five feet, nothing; ten feet, nothing; fifteen feet, nothing. I saw the next group of Circles: Fireball and Magic Net, but I didn’t trigger them. Twenty feet, nothing; twenty-five feet, nothing. I saw another Circle of Magic Net and another of Inflict Agony. Charming.
I got past all the Circles and didn’t trigger them. There was a stone door at the end of the thirty-foot corridor; it looked like it opened inward, to the next chamber. I gingerly pushed my hand forward. For an instant, a Ward appeared and disappeared. The trigger! An invisible Ward! Damn!
This guy was good, but I now wanted to wring his neck. Try to be a nice guy and see where that gets you. The Magic Nets flew past me. The fireball glanced off of me and caused my magical armor some damage. The Inflict Agony spell hit me. It was like getting stabbed by daggers in each direction. Pain! I heard myself scream. The magical effect was breaking through the defense of the bracers and causing actual damage. I fell to my knees. I tried blocking it using Power Words as mantras. “Tao-Bo”, I repeated (meaning – love, peace, and serenity). I repeated the Power Word between waves of searing pain and screams, until I couldn’t take it any more. Then I mercifully passed out.

I woke up and noticed I was lying next to the waterfall pool. I now felt a pang of sympathy for the firebug that I triggered the Ward on, some time ago, to Inflict Agony upon him. At least, now I know what he went through. 
Singe said. “Now I understand what the worst thing that could happen. That’s what you did to the fireman, isn’t it? Sorry.”

“That’s OK, Singe. I needed to do it and I was just delaying the inevitable. Is everyone all right? How did I get out of there?”

Thalia said, “Everyone’s OK. I used telekinesis to lift you out.”

“Thanks. I’m going back in there. Thalia, can you use your telekinesis to push that door in?”

“I think so.”

“Good. Everyone stay back when she does it. Those Circles are given permanence with those Demon bones, so the trigger on the door is still active and they are just as dangerous as before.”

Thalia used telekinesis to try to push the door in. The walls shook, debris fell from the ceiling, and the door held. “It’s stuck, probably magic.” She said.
“Not for long.” I walked down the corridor, with determination; no longer cautious and just a little pissed. I drew a of Ward Mystic Energy Drain and activated it. I took the card and slapped the door hard with it. I heard a gasp from some behind me; knowing what I just went through, they expected a repeat performance. I hoped this would pay off. It did. The invisible trigger Ward didn’t set off the Circles, in fact, the triggers were all deactivated. Excellent! Hopefully, whatever enchantment that held it fast would be removed as well.
I pocketed the card. “Thalia, blow this door away!” And I stepped back a few paces.

Thalia tried it again and it blasted away into the chamber. She overestimated the force required and the stone door shattered against the far wall. 
I walked in. “Hi, honey! I’m home!” I said with a little sarcasm and ready for a fight.
In a corner was the hermit. He was quaking with fear and mumbling. “Please don’t hurt me.”

So much for the expectation of a Mage’s duel, so I softened my tone. I tried to put him at his ease and asked him questions in a calm voice. His name was Azeroth. He was filthy and appeared to be in his 80’s, wearing a loincloth and an immaculate purple cape. The room he occupied contained objects that looked like those you would find on a ship and from civilization. Goblets, gold items, chests, books, etc.
My empathy clued me in that pretty much everything he said was a lie. Much like a child who knew he was in trouble and he denied doing anything wrong. He had no idea where he came from, other than he arrived on the ship, probably as an infant. The items were from the ship that the T-Rex’s were now occupying.
I asked him if he was a Diabolist. He said, yes, among other things. He was probably a Summoner as well; with his talent for Protection Circles. 

I told him we were stranded here like he was and asked him if he wanted us to take him with us. He liked that idea. We had no idea where was home to him, so anyplace other than here was preferable. I asked if there was anything he wanted to take along with him to our campsite.

He straightened up and his personality seemed to have changed, more confident and certain. “Yes; only this.” He pulled a cloth off of what appeared to be a table. Instead it was a 200 pound diamond, completely transparent. I drew a Ward of Detect Magic and before I finished activating it, it was triggered. I couldn’t determine its nature, but it was magical.
I asked Thalia to levitate it back to the camp. She did and Azaroth leaped on it and looked around, like he was trying to protect his claim on it. We reached out camp and Thalia placed the diamond in the hut, in a corner. Azeroth stayed with the diamond, protecting it from others.
I left the hut and made my way to the far side of the camp. “Max!”

“Yes, Jack?” He appeared flittering in front of me.

“What’s your impression of our little Mage and his diamond?”

“Very strange creature; he’s human and I don’t trust him. The diamond is covered with some enchantment, but I can’t ascertain its properties.”

“I think he took the diamond from the temple. We may have to return it, whether Azeroth cares or not.”

“Agreed.”

“Tell me about the Spriggand.”

“Well, Spriggands like to work. And they get bored if they aren’t working. And they mostly work with stone. And they are strong, very strong.”
“Very strong.”

“Don’t let his size deceive you. Spriggands don’t like us Fairy’s, because we don’t like to work. They like to work and they are very strong.”

“I wonder how he got here and if he can get out of here. If he can get out of here, can he help us get out of here?”

“I suppose if we had some interesting work for him to do, he may negotiate.”

“I will work on that.”

We saw the roof of our hut tearing away and a black figure with black bat-like wings fly off and away.

“What the hell was that?”

“It looked like a demon or something,” said Max.
I ran to the hut and Azeroth was sitting on his diamond, acting innocent, but failing horribly. I looked at him with suspicion. “What happened? And what was that?”

“I didn’t do anything. I don’t know.” Azeroth said.

An obvious lie; just what we need, a Summoner with a toy in our hut.

“Well, stop it!” I turned and left the hut. “Group meeting, please.”

The others followed me to the other side of the camp.

Tavera asked. “What was that all about, Jack?”

“Our little friend somehow can summon things with his bauble. That looked like a demon. Starting tonight, we will have double shifts. We need one to watch the camp and one to watch Azeroth. I will take first shift. I want to see what the hell he is doing and how.”

We fixed the roof and prepared for sleep. I was in the hut, reclined in the hammock and pretended to rest. He was dangling his arm from the hammock and drew in the sandy ground with his finger. With his other hand, he reached out for the diamond and gently touched it. A wave of a greenish glow emanated from the diamond and through him. He was about to touch the symbols on the ground and I gave him a nudge with my foot. Instead he hit the spot with his head.

“Alright Azeroth, what are you doing?”

“He’s here…” he muttered. And a squirrel came out of the diamond and scampered away. And he rubbed out the markings on the ground.
“Stop it!”

“I’m bored.” He complained.

Max appeared. “Jack, I’ll stay up with him. I won’t need to sleep.”

“Thanks, Max. Wake me if you need anything.”

“Will do, Jack.” 

I nodded off to sleep and dreamed about hordes of animals appearing in the hut.

It was the morning of the eleventh day. A plan had formed in my mind as I drank my allotment of milk and ate bread, coconuts, and grapefruits. No blasted coffee. This is getting old.
I thought that we could get control of the boat and get rid of the T-Rex’s without a battle. Thalia could levitate the nest of eggs out of the boat and to another place away from any area we would work. The T-Rex’s would hopefully follow the eggs and not see us.

The others thought it sounded reasonable. I insisted that Azeroth came with us, to keep him out of mischief. He balked, but I explained that if we all went, there would be no one to bother the diamond and it would be safe. Somehow he got that and agreed. 

We left camp and made our way to the ship. There was only one T-Rex with the nest; the other must be looking for food. Thalia lifted the eggs and they floated in the direction we wanted; the T-Rex was confused but followed the eggs. We moved the eggs a good distance away until we encountered another raptor.
A raptor appeared in front of me. I activated my bracer and readied my crossbow. As I shot, I was bowled over from one who struck me from the side. I was sprawled on the ground and it was on top of me, pinning me down. I fire two shots straight up at him and he fell over. Tavera and Singe took care of the other two.
We worked together to upright and inspect the ship from stem to stern. It was that moment I realized that Randal was Thalia’s brother; the owner of the Raven. He gave it a look over and determined that we could salvage parts from the Raven to repair this ship. It would take about a month. When I could use the ring again, Randal and I could go out to the Raven and he would instruct me about which parts I could teleport over to this ship and where they would go.

Since I could now move 24,000 pounds of material; that would be no problem. 
As we discussed our options, we were attacked again by another three raptors. I lined up a shot and expected the same bushwhack style as before; and I was able to dodge the second raptor when he attacked. They are good but getting predictable.
As I was fighting my bushwhacker, I felt a hot breeze at my back. I was picked up by T-Rex, I felt the hard teeth trying to bite through my magical armor and it threw me like a rag doll. I landed into the foliage, which softened the impact.
I looked at the scene. Others were backing away and trying not to attract the attention of the T-Rex. The T-Rex faced off against the raptor and bit it in two.
The T-Rex howled and we heard a quieter echo of its mate, where we placed the nest. It then lumbered off to look for its mate, ignoring the rest of us.
Max flew off to look for more raptors

We hear something that sounds like it is dragging the forest with it. We move further out of the range and see a 20 foot tall worm that is 80 foot long. Shortly a buffalo appeared. I look around for Azeroth, who isn’t here. Damn!
We went back to the campsite. I was ready to put a bolt into Azeroth, but I had a better idea. In Elvish, I told Thalia. It’s time to go to the temple. I would like to take the diamond there, with or without Azeroth’s approval. Can you carry it that far telekinetically?”
She thought so and she lifted it up. Azeroth jumped on it again to guard it. It was just the four of us, Max was hovering around somewhere.
“Azeroth, we are going on a walk and I don’t want any more animals to be summoned. So, we are taking you and your diamond along with us.”

He grumbled about it, but was somewhat happy as long as he was with it.

So, three hours later, we were at the temple. We saw the Spriggand carrying a stone; he was underneath it. It was a fifteen foot cube of stone. It was to go in a hole in the pyramid. I motioned for us to hold back, until he was done; so we wouldn’t startle him.

Too late; he looked around and saw us. The stone quivered and fell. It looked as though it buried the Spriggand into the ground. A moment later, the Spriggand walked through the stone.

“Didn’t I tell you all to leave?”

I stepped forward. “As a matter of fact, yes, you did. I wanted to check on something. Does this belong in the temple?” I stepped aside so he could see the diamond. Azeroth was taking a hiding position behind the stone.

“Yes, it was stolen. Where did you get it?”

“Azeroth had it in his cave.”

“You! You little shit! I knew it was you. I ought to break your little neck.”

Azeroth cowered behind Tavera.

“We would like to leave this island and I was hoping the answer would be here in the temple. We are rebuilding the ship below. We will leave this diamond with you; Azeroth has been summoning creatures with that damned thing.”

The Spriggand was angry with Azeroth. “Where do you think the raptors and T-Rex’s came from? And don’t even get me started about the giant talking beavers!”

“Well, there was a black demon, a squirrel, a buffalo, and some giant worm summoned too.”
“Azeroth, you little scumbag! Well, thanks for returning the diamond to the temple. The owners will be pleased.”

“Who?” I started.
“That, I cannot say. Now if you please excuse me, I have lots of work to do. Come back in a month and all will be revealed.”

“Very well. Come on, Azeroth, you heard the nice Spriggand. We have to leave.”

He cried and howled with frustration, but had no choice. If he tried to stay, the Spriggand would deal with him. Thalia would carry him back as she did the diamond on the way to the temple. We went back to the campsite. Along the way, we encountered three more raptors. I attacked one and killed it. Thalia lifted the other with telekinesis and held it in the air. It thrashed helplessly and I had crossbow target practice, until it died.
Azeroth huddled under the third raptor; then he backhanded it and knocked it away and into unconsciousness. I finished it off with a shot from my bow.

We discussed how many raptors we had encountered and Max said that there were seven left on the island. He flew around and counted them all. Tavera decided to go hunting tonight; alone.
Max decided that he would talk with Azeroth all night to occupy him and make sure he didn’t run off.
It was day twelve. Tavera returned from hunting, having killed all the raptors.

We spent the day carrying everything from our camp to the ship using a Magic Net and set up a new campsite at the ship. We securely anchored the ship and went to breakup the dam.
At the waterfall, the giant talking beaver was joined by his mate and they planned to stop us. “If you break up the dam, we will have no shelter from the raptors.”
“The raptors are finished. My friend here, Tavera, went out and finished the last seven last night. And she doesn’t like to be told no.”

The beavers looked at Tavera and were genuinely impressed.

I continued. ”The only creatures still about are the T-Rex’s, but they are now beyond the riverbank. If it is flooded, they will not be able to return. When the ship is removed, we will help rebuild your dam. We do not wish your harm, just the water.”

“Very well, then.” The beavers conceded, aware that they really didn’t have a choice.

Thalia used her telekinesis to remove a few boulders and the dam came down. The riverbank was starting to flood.

So, we spent our days setting up camp and worked on the ship.
On the fourteenth day, Randal and I started recovering parts from the ship. The first priority was the masts. They rowed us to the Raven in the longboat. I teleported myself, Randal, and as much of the Raven I could, to the other ship. Randal helped guide them into position and we worked them into place. We walked to the beach, they rowed us to the Raven again and we teleported back. I used all three teleports to move as much as possible. The total weight we brought back was nearly 24,000 pounds. 
We continued working on the inside of the ship. The sails were gathered, sewn up, and refitted onto the mast. 
A month had past and when the construction was finally completed, I teleported all of Azeroth’s belongings to the ship. Max cast a spell of a milk jug and we used it to christen the ship, the Raven II. Speaking of the milk, there was enough time to learn the spell ‘Create Bread and Milk’ and convert it into a Ward.
Randall and Parker made the final adjustments to the ship and they moved the Raven II into the harbor. We made, what we hoped, was our final trip to the temple. The waterfall was on the way, so we checked on the beavers. Thalia used her telekinesis to rebuild the dam and within three hours, it was in place. They thanked us, we wished them well, and we continued our walk.
We reached the temple and it definitely looked completed. I prepared a “Protection from Evil’ Ward, not knowing what to expect. In the entrance was the diamond. We walked past it and saw the interior of the temple.

In the center was an altar. It had three curved posts that emerged from the slab, as though it was meant to hold something. Beyond the altar, there was a huge throne made for a giant. The interior walls were covered in etchings, mostly in Elvish and an Old Elven language that I couldn’t recognize.
It told of the battle of good versus evil and the coming battle. And there was a need for sanctuary and faith. Not much more I could comprehend. There was no one around. 
I touched the altar. Nothing. I went over and touched the throne. Nothing.
I called out in Elvish. “Is anyone here?”

In human tongue, there was a reply. “Yes, Jack. I am here.”

I recognized the voice. I had heard it give me a warning about Singe being in danger.

“Hello. I suppose we are here for a purpose. Has it been completed?”

“Almost. There is one thing more to do.”

“And that is?”

“It is your task alone and it is your privilege to complete it.”

I looked around and I didn’t understand. I went to the throne to get a different perspective. As I sat on the throne, I saw the altar with its prongs upright and beyond, the diamond. Of course! I got up and nearly ran across the room. I picked up the diamond and I felt a burst of energy pour through me, making me feel stronger! I easily lifted the 200 pound diamond and carried it over to the altar. I sat the diamond in place upon the three prongs, like a ring setting. 
As the diamond was set upon the altar, a blast of green energy erupted. Line by line the Elven characters set into the stone altar began to glow green with energy. Suddenly the rubbing of stone on stone could be heard as the altar began to spin upward. Slowly it made its way up until the diamond was lifted through the hole in the top of the temple. As I looked up through the magic ceiling, I could see clouds beginning to swirl in the heavens. Suddenly a blast of green light came crashing through the clouds and struck the diamond. The light was the refracted and was sent shooting into point all along the inside of the pyramid. As these beams of light hit the wall, all the Elven characters in the temple began to glow that eerie green hue of magical energy.
As this happened, what was once an empty, black interior began to glow white. The barren walls unraveled to show great tapestries. I could smell roses all about. The temperature began to rise. Music could be heard in the background. Where the stone altar was, it became a beam of green light.
From the beam of green light could be seen a murder of ravens off in the distance. They flew closer until they burst out of the light. They then flew over to where the stone throne was. As they landed, they all came together and took the form of a giant man. It appeared to be an ancient man clad in black armor, sword resting upon his lap. He remained completely still as he whispered out to you, "come closer."
As we walked closer I could see that, despite the now bright surroundings, the old man is hidden in shadows. I couldn’t make out his face, but only an outline of his long hair and shoulders.
We stopped about fifteen feet from the throne. As we did this, Azeroth, with perfect grace of movement and a new air of strength about him, walked past us and knelt before the old giant. He bows his head and places his hand upon his heart. "Welcome, my master."
"Thank you old friend, it is good to be back. How have our champions faired this age?"
"They did well, though they have yet to become one with their new vessels. This shall pass in time, though. I have no doubt of that. And they are a bit boring at times. Not like in ages past."
"This, too, shall pass, my friend. Do you believe them ready?"
"I believe that they must be, for we are running out of time."
"Indeed. You have served your purpose here. Now go, find the others."
"It shall be done. Farewell."
"Farewell my old friend."
With that, Azeroth stood, turned towards us, and bowed. Without a word, he flew off into the clouds.
"Jack, Thalia, how have you been? I imagine you may have some questions at this point. Feel free to ask what you will, for I have few secrets from you."
“It was you that warned me that Singe was in danger. Forgive my impudence, but I want to show the proper respect. By what name should we refer to you?”
“Yes, it was me. You may call me Raven.”

“Thank you, Raven. You must forgive our confusion, for there is indeed much we don’t know. I am certain that we have been doing as you have directed for some time. And I trust that our service has been satisfactory.”

“Quite satisfactory, Jack.”
“I have met the Ghost, or perhaps his projection, just before our journey.” Thalia looked at me strangely. “And I thought that some day I would be called upon by his masters.”

“Yes, Ghost is a servant of mine. But I would prefer we remain friends.”
“What is to be our role in these events you direct? Perhaps if we understood the situation, we may perform our tasks more effectively.”

“How you walk the path laid before you is indeed up to you.”
“Where are we?”

“This is one of my many home worlds; apart from yours.”

“How may we return to our home world? Do we make the journey by the ship we rebuilt?”
“I will open a Rift back to your world and you will take the ship back through it. Before you leave, I wish to do something for you. Name your hearts desire and I will try to grant it.”

“You know my career as Diabolist and Detective. I search for knowledge to do my work more effectively. I have studied and searched for that knowledge and I think I have grown stronger from it. That diamond seems to have given me additional strength. This search, as you are aware, is a dangerous business.”

“Indeed is it. And you have survived this far.”

“Just barely, occasionally I have fallen short. In doing so, I may have failed along the way. That could jeopardize any mission I may be on.”

“That is correct.”

“Then I need to be able to endure and survive more severe hardships. Is there a way to increase my endurance, to survive ordeals for longer periods of time?” I heard that Thalia asked for immortality, but it was something he couldn’t grant yet.
“Jack, what you ask will be granted. But remember, everything has its price. I wish to give these items to you. If you should desire to return to this island, they will deliver you here. Just will it.” He handed us some medallions that hung from chains. They closely resembled the Runic Medallion that we disposed of in the temple. They may have been designed by the same crafters. They were covered with runes along the outer edge and some runes were charged with Permanency. Potent magic was contained in these devices.

We thanked Raven for them. And we talked further until it was finally time to leave and we said farewell.

We went back to the cave. After a bit of experimentation with the Mystic Energy Drain, I saw the ‘Invisible Ward’ and made a note of it. I collected all of the Demon bones and then I teleported us to the boat. We sailed out for about 1000 feet and a Rift was opened and the ship was sailed through it.

We continued out journey to Phi and then to Lopan.
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