The Price of Peace
Emilia goes from a glassblower's child, to the apprentice of an aging enchantress, to Queen of Great Arcan.  But the Immortal King has set his eyes on her throne, and with the reluctant help of his genie servant, Solmyr, he comes up with a frighteningly horrible plan to bring peace to the entire world.



Scenario 1: At the Crossroads
Emilia becomes the unexpected leader of a band of refugees who refuse to run from their homes just because a few warlords threaten this region.  They all fight desperately against the chaos that seems to reign over this new land so that they can create a place where their children and their children's children will forever be safe.  That is their dream.

Solmyr ibn Wali Barad:
"I am a student of human history, for I have lived through many of the events of the past millennium.  Certainly, humans are doomed to repeat their mistakes because they are so short-lived, but no other race has produced as many catalysts for change.  That is, a single individual with the will and strength to transform the world.  Emilia Nighthaven is such an individual."


==Emilia==
After the Reckoning, life was hard for me in this new land.  I was still just a child, and I had no family to watch over me.  If not for the kindness of an elderly enchantress, I don't think I would have survived.  Shifina protected me, became like a second mother.  Then age claimed her, and once again I was alone.

Perhaps that is why it was so easy for me to leave Shifina's home when the Barbarians threatened our town.  The destruction caused by Kilgor's murderous horde was still too fresh in our memories, so we all packed up our most prized possessions and left.

It wasn't until I came to a crossroads and really looked at the lost, hopeless expression on everyone's faces that I realized this was wrong.  Why were we abandoning our homes so easily?  Was it because we had felt homeless ever since the destruction of Erathia?  Or were we simply cowards?

I shouted, "Why do we let these thugs rule our lives?"

Before I knew it, I had everyone's attention, so I had to say something or I'd look like a complete fool.

"I'm just like the rest of you - I lost everything to the Reckoning.  This..." I said, waving my arm to encompass the world around us, "...isn't our home.  So why fight for it?"

My audience looked at each other briefly, wondering what I was talking about.

"But if we don't fight for it, what do we have?  We'll never have a home, will we?  We can bend like everyone else, or we can stand up to the chaos and break it before it breaks us!  I don't know about the rest of you, but I would like some sense, no, some order back in my life!"


==Dwarves Join==
One of the dwarves throws his satchel on the ground, bends over and pulls out an old, dented axe.  Likewise, the other refugees draw their weapons from their luggage.  You notice a stern look in their eyes, as if they're finally ready to fight.

"So, where do we begin, little girl?" the dwarf leader asks.


==Halflings Join==
The halflings appear to be a harmless group of refugees, but after your inspiring speech, they step forward to shake your hand.  One of them removes what you thought was a belt but turns out to be a sling.

"We're tired of running.  We just want a home - one that isn't infested with Barbarians," the halfling leader says.

"Yeah!" says another, "One that won't blow up either!"

Within seconds, the halflings all agree to join you.


==Longorton Captured==
Perhaps I was in shock, because I barely remember the battle for this town.  Once it was over, my senses seemed to return, along with a wave of fear that sent me running for the nearest bush to vomit up the contents of my stomach.

Battle is horrible!  The angry shouts, the clashing of arms, and everyone intent on killing everyone else; it leaves a tension in the air so thick that you can feel it in your gut.  I don't want to do this again - not ever!  But I'm not so naïve as to believe that the thugs who loot this land will leave me alone either.  It will be a long time before any of us can rest.


==Gurt==
Refugees from other towns have been flocking to Longorton for its protection.  Although I accept anyone who wants help, I've ordered some of my captains to interrogate everyone about the three warlords who plague this region.  Even I know that to win a battle you must first know your enemy.

One family came from the territory under the control of the Barbarian, Gurt.  They described Gurt as brutal, and not too bright.  Apparently, he storms through villages burning everything, even the grain stores, and then gets furious when there is nothing left to loot.  Sometimes he takes that anger out on the peasants.  When he gets drunk (which is every night), he claims he is Kilgor's successor and the new Barbarian King.  Despite his stupidity and drunkenness, Gurt is still able to attract numerous troops to his army.  That is his strength - numbers.

Well, Barbarian King or not, if I don't strike him first he's bound to march into this area looking for loot.


==Tharj==
A stocky old dwarf approached me today.  At first, I thought he was a refugee like all the others, but then I noticed his muscular arms and calloused hands.  Even though he wasn't carrying a weapon, I could tell that this man was used to war.

"What's your name?" I asked.

"Tharj Orcsplitter," the dwarf said.  "And yours?"

"Emilia.  Just Emilia."

"I thought you might be.  They say you're the one that organized this sorry lot," he said.

"I am," I said.

"Then you'll want to know about that rogue-in-lord's-clothing, Lorne.  I've been watching him and his troops for a week or so."

Lord Lorne was one of the so-called barons who plagued this region.  No one believed he was a real lord, but he was still a great threat to my people.

"What did you learn?" I asked, trying not to let on that this was the single-most important news I've heard in a while.

"The man guards his realm well, but what gives him his true power is his wealth.  His pockets are heavy with gold."

"Is that all?"

"All that's important.  He can do a lot with that gold, and he's willing to spend it too.  It's no secret he's got high ambitions.  He's not interested in sharing this land with anyone else."


==War==
I'm still not used to battle.  I hope I never get used to the violence, and I tell myself that I fight for a time when no one will have to die in combat.

But despite my distaste for war, I've come to realize that I'll need to organize my forces better before I face someone with real leadership skills.  Back in Erathia, I used to organize potion bottles for the alchemist who employed my family.  Every bottle had to be categorized by purpose, volume, and color.  As I sat down for dinner last night, I wondered if I could use those skills to make my army stronger.

I recruit new troops weekly, but they're always the weak link, due to their inexperience.  I've noticed that veterans tend to eat, sleep, and train with other veterans.  Meanwhile, the new soldiers are left to their own devices.  What we need, I think, is to form units within the larger army.  For every six or seven inexperienced soldier, team them up with one or two veterans.  That way, the new ones can learn from the old.


==Over My Head==
I'm in over my head!

I don't know the first thing about leading an army, even one as small as this.  I'm just a glassblower who knows a few magic tricks.  When I look at these dwarves and halflings, I can see that their newfound hope is focused on me.  If I were to tell them that I didn't really want to lead them, they would simply pack up their weapons and flee.  Why should they fight while I look for a safe place to await the outcome?

But can't they see I'm no general?

I guess they can't.  All they want, all they need, is a leader.  Someone to believe in, even if it's the daughter of a glassblower.

So, what do I do now?


==Help==
As I watched some of the veterans running my new troops through their morning drills, a rugged-looking dwarf approached me.  It took me a few moments before I could recall his name.

"Tharj Orcsplitter, right?"

"Yes," he said.  He studied the troops and nodded.

"Not a bad idea, having the old troops help the fresh ones.  Took you long enough to come up with it though."

Despite myself, I felt insulted by his remark.

"I'm doing my best here," I said.  "I've never claimed to be a war leader."

"True, true.  But like it or not, you are one, little girl.  You've been lucky so far, but your own inexperience is going to get a lot of these men killed!" Tharj said.

How do I respond to that?  It was as if Tharj knew my greatest fear, as if he knew I woke in the dark hours with my nightshift soaked through with sweat.

"Take some of your own advice, little girl," Tharj said.

I thought he was going to tell me to step down, and I would've done it too.  It would've been a relief to be rid of this responsibility, and just be plain old Emilia again.

"Get yourself a veteran, someone who knows something of war, to stand by your side.  Ask for help!" Tharj said.

I looked at the dwarf's rough hands and keen eyes, and said, "I need help."


==Joklut's Threat==
Today I received a threat from the third robber baron in this region.  His name is Joklut Jawbreaker, an orc with a taste for murder.  I had better manners than to read the brief, crude note aloud, so I gave it to my new second-in-command, Tharj, for his opinion.

"I've heard of this Joklut.  In the years before the Reckoning, he deserted Kilgor's army after failing to defeat Queen Catherine in battle.  He turned up later as a bandit in Erathia.  He likes to attack people when they're weak."

I added, "I've heard from some of the refugees that he wins his battles thanks to behemoths - no one can stand up to them."

"Yeah, if you ever make the mistake of being in a behemoth's line of sight, you're already dead."


==Gurt's Fall==
I finally put an end to Gurt's brutality today, defeating him on the battlefield.  It wasn't easy though.  His troops attacked with such savagery that they nearly broke through my lines and routed my army.  Tharj says the Barbarian wasn't much of a leader, and that he put little or no thought into strategy.  Perhaps that's why I won.

Ever since I made Tharj my second-in-command, the dwarf has been instructing me on the finer aspects of war.  If not for him, I wonder if I would've been able to stand up to Gurt's ferocity.


==Joklut Defeated==
For the first time, I've felt good about conquering my opponent.  I've heard the stories of how Joklut Jawbreaker treats his prisoners.  Even now, they make me wince.  How could anyone - even an orc - be so cruel?  At least he's not out there anymore.

I've given this warlord more of a chance than he would've given me, more than he even deserves.  Instead of hanging him from the nearest tree, I've ordered him locked up until we can give him a trial - although I can't imagine he will be found innocent of his crimes.

Tharj, on the other hand, thinks it's all a waste of time.

"We could parade half this region before a judge with stories of that orc's guilt," Tharj told me.  "What's the point?"

"The point is justice, and order.  I've come to realize something as we face these robber barons," I said.

"What's that?"

"The reason they came to power in the first place was because of our own state of chaos.  Every town had its own rules, its own rulers.  We were splintered, and thus, we were weak.  When this is all over, if we want to survive we're going to have to establish some kind of order," I said.

"You mean a kingdom, right?" Tharj said.

"Perhaps, although I'd hope for something better than the kingdoms that existed in the old world."

"That's a lofty plan for a glassblower's apprentice," Tharj teased.

"Oh, I don't plan on leading any kingdom!  That would be ridiculous.  No, I'll help everyone get there, but I'm sure there's someone out there more qualified than me," I said.

Tharj walked away, mumbling, "Don't count on it!"


==Quest: Naga's Den==
Proposal
When you knocked on the door of this humble dwelling, you expected to get some directions from whoever lived within, but when the door swings open you find a large naga on the other side.

"Don't worry," she says, "I'm not going to hurt you."

"Thanks.  I was just hoping to learn a few things about the surrounding area."

"That's easy enough.  I noticed your little army though.  If you help me with a little problem, I might be able to return the favor.  How would you like to add eight of my sisters to your forces?"

"Oh, I would!  What do you need me to do?" you say excitedly.  You've heard of the immense power of the naga.  A few of their kind would be a great addition to your army.

"I usually sell my weavings at a Trading Post near here, but some medusas block the way now.  If you clear the road for me, I'll convince my sisters to join you."

"Consider it done," you say.

Progress
You knock on the door but there is no answer.  A good thing, since you haven't killed the medusas blocking the path to the Trading Post.  You don't know what kind of temper a naga has, but with all those arms you certainly don't want to find out.

Medusas
Maybe you shouldn't have pushed your army forward for those extra few hours, because just as the day starts to grow dim, you are ambushed.

Suddenly, more medusas than you can count creep out from cover and attack.  Running would be fruitless.  You must fight!

Completion
When you offer to show the naga the heads of the medusas you killed, she holds a few of her hands before her face and says, "Of course not!  Why would I want to see such a gruesome thing?  I'll trust that you killed them.  Do you want my sisters to join your army now?"


==Quest: Old Lenny's==
Proposal
Old Lenny, the leprechaun, introduces himself as you approach his home.  Catching Lenny would be no challenge since he's older than dirt.

"As you can see from my livin' arrangements," Old Lenny says, "I ain't got any gold left to give."

So, this is what happens to slow leprechauns.

"That's a shame," you say as you prepare to leave.

"There's one thing though," Lenny says, capturing your attention.  "I seem to have lost my magic Leprechaun's Ring.  I need it to get into all the leprechaun gatherings.  If you find it for me, I'll give you six Potions of Toughness."

Considering all the battles ahead, it would be a good trade.

"Okay," you say.

Progress
Old Lenny makes you some tea and tells you a few stories of the good old days when he used to trick knights into believing he was a damsel in distress.

"They would chase me for hours and hours through stinking swamps and never find me!" Lenny claimed.

It takes you a few hours, but you finally get out of there.  Next time, you'll have to remember to bring the Leprechaun's Ring.

The Ring
You stumble upon a pair of leprechauns laughing at their little game as they toss a Leprechaun's Ring back and forth.

"Old Lenny's still lookin' for it, I hear," one of them says.  The other laughs as if it was the funniest thing he ever heard.

You jump forward and try to catch the leprechauns, hoping to get their gold, but they're too fast.  When they disappear down a rabbit's hole, you are left with nothing but the magic ring they were throwing back and forth.


Completion
You toss Old Lenny the Leprechaun's Ring, but it takes some time before you manage to get a word in edgewise and remind him that he promised six Potions of Toughness in exchange.  Finally, Lenny hands over the bottles and thanks you for your help.  Then he steps into his hut and comes out with a large pot of gold propped on his shoulders.  Unfortunately, the little liar escapes into the wilderness before you're able to catch him.


==Fierce Allies==
When you offer to show the naga the heads of the medusas you killed, she holds a few of her hands before her face and says, "Of course not!  Why would I want to see such a gruesome thing?  I'll trust that you killed them.  Do you want my sisters to join your army now?"


==Lorne's Bribe==
A rugged-looking man arrived at the edge of camp this morning just before sunrise.  The perimeter guards brought him to my tent just as I woke.  I wrapped a blanket around my shoulders and stepped out into the cool morning air.

One of the guards approached and said, "He was unarmed, but he had this."

The guard handed me a heavy pouch.  I opened it to find gold.

"One thousand pieces!" the guard pointed out.

I looked at the dirty man before me.  He didn't seem capable of scraping together two gold pieces, much less this small fortune.  I knew even before asking that this man was a messenger.

"Why are you here?"

"Can I give you my message in private?" the man said.

"No.  I don't keep secrets from my army," I said.

"That's up to you then."  The man came slowly to his feet and pointed at the pouch of gold in my hand, "That's for you.  I am a servant of Lord Lorne, and he wishes to offer you a deal so that our two forces can cease our aggression toward one another."

I held the sack out and said, "Is this a bribe?"

"Call it what you want, but if we can come to some sort of peace, my lord will provide you, personally, with ten times that amount each year for as long as you live.  Now, that's a lot better than risking your wealth and your life in a battle, is it not?"

I couldn't believe it.  Lord Lorne was actually trying to pay me off as if I was a stubborn official unwilling to break the law.

I tossed the gold back to the messenger.

"Take it back to Lorne and tell him I'm not interested.  I'll not make friends with a killer!"

The messenger must've realized there was no room for argument.  He tossed the gold back and said, "You keep it.  If I take it back with me, Lord Lorne will think I didn't complete my mission and have me executed.  I'll pass on your message."

If Lorne didn't think he could buy me, then surely he was going to use his considerable wealth to destroy me.  Well, I would be prepared.


==Quest: Lorne's Gate==
Proposal
You would hate to have to fight your way through this sturdy-looking gate, so you arrange a meeting with the captain of the guards.

"What would it take for you to walk away and allow me to pass?" you ask.

He looks at you, attempting to judge how much money he'll be able to take you for.

"Ten thousand gold," he says.

"Six," you bargain.

"Nine."

"Eight."

"Deal!" the guard says.  "You can pass for eight thousand gold."

Progress
The guards stare at you menacingly.  Without the bribe of eight thousand gold, they will not let you pass.


==Victory==
We did it!  The land is safe, but the question everyone was asking now is what are we going to do with it.





Scenario 2: An Enemy's Trust
Soon after Emilia is named Queen of Great Arcan, she must defend her country against an invasion led by Solmyr, servant of the Immortal King.  But Solmyr isn't a normal opponent.  He is wise and honorable, and performs his duty almost reluctantly, as if he would rather be friends than enemies.

Solmyr ibn Wali Barad:
"What made Emilia Nighthaven a great Queen, and an outstanding woman, was the absence of hate in her heart.  It was her nature to give everyone a fair chance, even an enemy.  To put aside those natural feelings of revenge and treat an invader with justice and, later, trust takes a rare person indeed."


==Great Arcan==
After my victory over the robber barons, I thought I would get a chance to return to a normal life, but I couldn't have been more wrong.  We realized at the end of our campaign that our communities had to stand together if we had any hope of survival, so the leaders of these towns gathered to discuss a common stance.

They decided to form a kingdom of order and justice, as I proposed, and since it was my idea in the first place and I had already proven myself trustworthy, they chose me to lead this new country.

As the dwarf, Tharj, explained, "You're the only real leader they've had since the Reckoning.  Did you really expect them to trust someone else?"

I think I was too shocked to realize that I could've refused.  Before I knew it, I was the queen of a small country with the grand name of Great Arcan.  And they gave me a new name too - Emilia Nighthaven because apparently they felt that I alone was a source of safety and order when all was dark.

It wasn't supposed to happen like that, was it?  For someone like me to become a queen, I should have been as beautiful as I was poor, and as wise as I was bold.  I was none of these things, except destitute.  And what about the charming prince?  If this was a child's fairy tale, it was a bad one.

But here I was, Queen Emilia Nighthaven of Great Arcan.  As much as it frightened me, this was no story.  This was real.


==Solmyr==
"Queen?"

Even after three months, I'm still not used to people calling me Queen.  The word sounds strange to my ears.  So, it took a few moments for me to realize that the voice coming from the tree was calling me.

"Queen?"

I looked up from my new garden, a hobby I took up recently in an attempt to relieve the stresses of organizing a kingdom and its rules from scratch.  Resting on one of the lowest branches of an apple tree was a brilliant blue parrot.

"You are the Queen of Great Arcan, are you not?" the parrot said.

At first I thought someone had taught the clever bird to speak like that, but then I noticed a keen intelligence behind its dark eyes.  This was no ordinary parrot.

"Yes, I am Emilia Nighthaven," I said.

"Allow me to introduce myself," the parrot said, tipping its head in a sort of bow, "I am Solmyr ibn Wali Barad, the loyal servant of the Immortal King, Gavin Magnus of Bracada.  Do you know of whom I speak?"

"I know of him, sure.  Everyone has heard of the Immortal King of Bracada."

"Good, then you will understand the weight behind my message.  I mean no disrespect, my lady, but you have neither the blood nor the experience to lead a kingdom."

"What?"  Even though a large part of me felt this bird was correct, his words still hurt.  Was it so impossible to believe that a glassblower's servant could become queen?

"My master sent me here to deliver an offer.  He appreciates your efforts to rid this land of ruffians and organize the refugees of the old kingdoms destroyed by the Reckoning - including those from his own Bracada.  Rest assured that you will not go without reward.  But you must recognize that King Magnus is the logical choice to sit on the throne of Great Arcan," Solmyr said.

My breath caught in my throat.  This was no offer.  It was a threat!  Not only that, but it came from the legendary Immortal King.  The only response I could think of at the moment was a silly defensive one.

"Great Arcan doesn't even have a throne yet," I said.  Could anyone be less qualified to be the queen?

"Nevertheless, if you surrender your forces to me now, King Magnus will make you his new wife, and you may sit by his side - that is, after he builds a throne."

Finally, my anger fought its way through my shock.  The nerve of him!  Not only was Magnus assuming that I would hand over Great Arcan, but that I would marry him too.  The arrogance!  I bent over to grab a clump of weeds I had dug up from the garden earlier.

I threw the clod of dirt at the parrot, but it flew away in time to avoid the blow.

"Fly back to your master," I shouted, "and tell him I wouldn't marry him if he was the last man alive!  As for Great Arcan, tell Magnus that he didn't prove himself such a wonderful leader in the last world, so why should anyone believe he can do better here?"

The parrot circled overhead, silent for a moment.

"Then I will return to the army that awaits me on Arcan's eastern border, and I shall look forward to meeting you on the battlefield, my Queen!"


==Going off to War==
Once again, I'm going to war, one that promises to be far more challenging that the last.  I actually considered appointing my military advisor, Tharj, to lead Great Arcan's army.  After all, he has much more experience than I.  But when I suggested it to him, he frowned at me.

"If there's one thing I know, men are far more willing to die for a leader who stands among them than one that stays far behind," Tharj had said.  Those words stuck with me.  I didn't want anyone dying for me, whether I was there or not.

Like it or not, Great Arcan and its people were my responsibility now.  I could've turned them down when they named me queen, but I didn't have the courage.  Or perhaps I secretly liked the attention.  What girl wouldn't?


==Bad News==
Bad news keeps coming from the eastern border.  Solmyr has a strong army, and it's amazingly well organized.

"I've heard of that Solmyr," Tharj told me this morning.

"He's a terrible leader, I hope," I responded.

Tharj grunted and shook his head.

"Just the opposite.  He's got a good mind for strategy, and to top it off, he's a powerful enchanter as well.  He's a genie, you know," Tharj said.

"No, I didn't.  The only time I saw him, he was a parrot."

"One of his many shapes, I think.  Solmyr has been at the Immortal King's side for centuries, ever since Magnus saved his life.  Some say that without Solmyr, Gavin Magnus would've lost the throne of Bracada long ago.  That's your enemy."

"Can we beat him?" I asked.

"Sure we can!  Everyone loses sooner or later," he said.

"That's a pessimistic way of looking at things."

"No, it's realistic."

"Then I'm bound to lose too," I pointed out.

"Sooner or later.  It's my job to make sure it's later."

"That's comforting!  So, do you know how we're going to beat him?" I asked.

"Not yet."


==Quartermaster==
The Quartermaster came to me first thing this morning to complain about our low supply of feed for the horses.  Then the Golem Master approached to complain we were marching too quickly.  Soon after that, the captain of the halflings stated we were marching too slowly.  By the time Tharj demanded an increase in the amount of training for the troops, I had had enough.

"I don't care!" I shouted at the dwarf.  "You're my military advisor, Tharj.  Do what you think is best.  Just don't bother me with every little detail!"

I stormed off to be alone, immediately embarrassed about my outburst.  I was Queen.  It was my responsibility to solve these problems, but that didn't mean I had to like it.  Solmyr was right about one thing.  It was ridiculous to think that the daughter of a glassblower could be a good queen.


==Minotaurs Ahead==
You hear some screams up ahead and immediately rush forward to find a group of farmers being manhandled by a large group of minotaurs.  The farmers have no chance unless you intervene, so you give the order to attack.


==Farmers==
Only when the minotaurs are dead do the farmers come out from hiding.  These thin, ragged people approach you and fall to their knees with tears in their eyes.

"Thank you!  You've saved our lives," they say.

"What did those creatures want with you?" you ask.

"We're runaways," one of them says.

The farmers explain that they were once slaves to the King of the Minotaurs, and that if any of them tried to escape they were immediately put to death.  When you ask where this Minotaur King can be found, they tell you the only way to reach his land is through a tower guarded by medusas.  So far, no one has been able to get past it.

"And even worse, our families and friends are still back there, slaves to their cruel master!"

These people must be helped.


==Quest: Swamp Guard==
Proposal
You make several attempts to approach the tower, but you're repelled each time by some medusa guards throwing large rocks from the parapet.  A chill travels down your spine when you realize the 'rocks' are actually the petrified bodies of those who tried to siege this tower before. 

Something must be done.

Then an idea occurs to you.  Would these medusas attack their own kind?  If you could get some medusas up to the gate, maybe then you could take the tower.

Progress
Only a small force of medusas, alone, can slip into this tower.

Odde Shoppe
A sign hangs above the door depicting a bottle filled with a bubbling red liquid and a bent sword.  Curious, you enter the dim, musty shop to find an elderly woman sitting in a rocking chair in the corner.  The shelves lining the walls are filled with numerous oddities arranged in no particular fashion.

"Have a look around.  Let me know if you're interested in anything," the woman says.

You eye several interesting items, but nothing that seems useful until you come across ten small wooden carvings of medusas.

When you pick one up to admire the amazing detail, the shop owner says, "You have a good eye.  That's one of my best pieces.  You place it on the ground, say the proper word and it'll turn into a real medusa - completely loyal to you, of course."

"Really?" you say.

"Yes.  Your money back if it doesn't work - my vow."

"How much?" you ask.

"500 gold each, or 4000 gold for all ten."

"I'll think about it," you tell the woman.

Odde Shoppe progress
You were in the area, so you stopped by the old woman's shop again to take another look at the medusa figurines, but you don't have the 4000 gold to purchase them all (of course, you want the entire set).  Maybe later.

Odde Shoppe completion
When you enter the shop again, you find a skinny man with beady eyes looking at the medusa figurines you wanted to purchase.  He picks each one up, eyes it curiously.  Great!  You're too late.  This guy looks like he's about to buy them.

He looks to the old woman and says, "Can you hold these for me?"

"Sorry, we don't hold items," she replies, barely looking up from her knitting.

The man exhales testily.

"Well, why not?  You really should institute such a policy if you want to keep your customers happy," he says.

You try to look like you're not paying attention as you study an odd paper tube that turns out to be a finger puzzle.

The old woman puts aside her knitting and looks up at the man.

"Sir, if I went fishing and found out when I got there that I forgot my bait, the fish wouldn't wait for me to return with it, would they?  Well, neither are those pretty little statues going to wait for you to return with your gold.  Good day!"

You grin as the skinny man rushes from the shop, his face red with anger.  Immediately, you produce the 4000 gold.

"I'd like to have the medusa figurines, please," you say.

"I know," the old woman says with a grin.  "They're all yours."

Completion
You watch from the cover of some nearby trees as your medusas approach the tower.  They talk briefly with the enemy, and then the door opens.  Immediately, your medusas attack.  Within minutes, the structure is under your control and you can pass whenever you want.


==Failed Rescue==
Instead of facing the Minotaur King's troops in battle and risking the lives of my own soldiers, I sent a small group of halflings and dwarves to sneak into the minotaur's land and free the farmers.  It seemed like a good idea at the time.  In fact, I had been rather proud of myself for finding a way to avoid a big battle.  That's what a good queen should do, isn't it?

But this morning I received news that my rescue team was captured and executed.  Twenty lives wiped out because I made a mistake!

"It was a nice try," Tharj said to break the silence that had fallen over my tent.

"No, it was a foolish one!" I blurted.  I reached up to the simple circlet of silver I wore while I traveled and removed it from my head.

"So, now we hit this Minotaur King with everything we got!" Tharj said.

"No."

I stood, dropped the crown at the dwarf's feet.

"I won't do it anymore.  This farce has gone on long enough.  Find someone else to be Queen - I won't do it!"

I stormed from my tent, ignoring Tharj's protests, and mounted the nearest horse.  I rode away alone, intent on putting all this horror behind me forever.  Later, when I stopped to rest my horse, I spotted a blue parrot perched on one of the nearby trees.

"Come to gloat, Solmyr?" I said.

"That, too, is not my style," the parrot said.  "I've come to ease your mind a little."

"Nice of you.  Now, go away!"

"I swear to you, Emilia, that I will deal with the Minotaur King myself.  Those farmers should not suffer like this.  Your enemy, I may be, but I still respect decency, and that minotaur is far from it," Solmyr said.

The parrot took to the air again, disappearing into the blue sky, but as it did I thought of my enemy's words.  Solmyr was right.  Being Queen wasn't about leading armies, or conquering your enemy.  It was about protecting those that couldn't protect themselves.  It was about decency.  That's how this all began in the first place.

And perhaps Solmyr could defeat the Minotaur King and rescue those people, but he was still too far away.  I was much closer.  And as the Queen of Great Arcan, it was my responsibility - not his.


==Letter from Solmyr==
When I woke this morning, I found a letter resting at my feet.  At first, I jumped up and looked around, expecting to find someone in the tent.  All was quiet.  Outside, the camp was slowly coming to life.  I reached for the letter.

The blue wax seal was in the shape of a parrot.  Throwing caution to the wind, I snapped it open and unfurled the paper within to find a message written in bright blue ink with such a flourish that it resembled a painting.

"Emilia Nighthaven,

First, I want you to know that I delivered this message myself, and although I stood over your lovely sleeping form and watched you dream, you were never in any danger.  That is not my style.  Enemies often become closer to one another than any man and wife, so I hope that you will come to know the truth of my character, and I look forward to learning yours.

I respect your refusal to step down as Queen of Great Arcan.  It shows tremendous courage.  But I feel it is my duty to extend my master's offer to you once again.  Please, let us avoid the killing.  Hand over your army, and you will still be part of the country you helped create.  Your name will certainly go down in history.  I am a student of history, you know, and the woman behind the throne has often been more powerful than the king who sat on it.

Why do you resist?  Why do you fight?  I have seen your face late at night when you think you are alone, and in it I have seen doubt, anguish, and fear.  You know you don't want to be Queen, so why not let Great Arcan be led by one who not only knows how to lead, but enjoys it?

So long, and I hope we never have to meet on the battlefield.

Solmyr ibn Wali Barad"

As gracious and pleading as Solmyr's letter seemed, I realized it was also a cleverly disguised attack.  It was simultaneously an assault on my confidence and an appeal to my lust for power.  But Solmyr didn't know me as well as he thought.  I don't care about power.  All I want is a place to call home.  And peace.


==Honest Flattery==
With the Minotaur King defeated and the remainder of his troops dead or routed, I was finally able to free the poor people he had enslaved.  We lined them up and cut the chains from their ankles, and each one thanked me personally.

"I don't deserve this," I said, embarrassed by their grateful behavior.

"Accept it.  Take the good moments when you get them, because there will be plenty of bad ones too," Tharj said.

"But it doesn't seem right.  They don't realize just how close I came to abandoning them and Great Arcan itself."

"So what?  You're here now - that's what matters."


==Quest: The Armorer==
Proposal
A fog billows around you, and before long you realize you're alone.  You call out, but no one answers.  Finally, you spot a dark shape amid the thick haze.  You approach to find a quaint hut with a large hearth with a large man standing at the door.  Or is he a knight?

He's wearing a remarkable suit of plate armor.  Every piece has been crafted to perfection, so that the entire suit appears to have been masterfully sculpted from a single piece of metal and polished to a mirror-like sheen.  For the first time, you're thankful for the presence of the dense fog, because if the sun were to shine on that armor it could blind you.

"Greetings, knight!" you call.

"Not a knight, but an Armorer."

Even though his head is concealed behind the ornate helm, you can hear his voice as if he were standing right next to you.

"My life has been spent crafting this Armor of Order," says the Armorer, "and it is meant only for the one who can prove to me that they are a good leader.  Return here when you have defeated the Asylum towns to the south."

Soon, the fog rolls away and you are no longer alone.  Did you dream it all?

Progress
Once again, as you approach the Armorer's home, a fog rolls in from out of nowhere and surrounds you.  But this time, you are unable to find the hut no matter how long you search.

Completion
The fog surrounds you and the Armorer's house appears.  But this time as you approach the door you find the Armor of Order empty, and resting just inside the doorway.  There's no sign of the Armorer anywhere, so the Armor is yours for the taking if you want it.


==Parlay==
A messenger from Solmyr arrived asking for a parlay before our two armies meet.  Although Tharj was suspicious of the offer, I accepted.  I knew, by now, that Solmyr wouldn't dare betray me.  As he was so fond of saying, it wasn't his style.  So, with Tharj and one of my best mages at my side, I made my way to the top of a nearby hill.

Solmyr was waiting alone.  This was the first time I had seen him in his true shape.  He stood taller than a man, handsome in his fancy white robe.  His skin was every bit as bright as the feathers of his parrot-form, and his hair was as black as tar. 

"I am pleased that you decided to come, Queen Emilia," he said, bowing slightly.

"It's good to finally see your true form," I said cordially.

"Ah, the shapes we see with our eyes are merely illusions.  Our true form cannot be seen except in our actions, and in the truth of our words.  Do you not know that?"

"I do," I said.

"Yes, that is why I have known since the first time I saw you that we would one day meet in battle.  Nothing would make you abandon Great Arcan.  Believe me when I say that it brings a tremendous sadness to my heart," Solmyr said.

"Why?"

"Because I like you, Queen Emilia Nighthaven.  You lack confidence in yourself even though your heart possesses a great thirst for justice.  A humble Queen - who would've thought it possible?"

I think I like Solmyr as well.  Surprisingly, I trust him more than most of my own troops.

"You're all talk, Solmyr!" Tharj interrupted.  "You proclaim such great sadness, yet your army continues to march toward us."

"That is true," Solmyr responded with a hint of regret.

"It is his duty, Tharj, just as protecting Great Arcan is ours," I spoke for my enemy.  Then to Solmyr, I said, "Is there any way we can both fulfill our duties without going to battle?"

"Sadly, I think not.  My master has ordered me to capture you, Queen Emilia.  I can do no less," Solmyr admitted.

"Then what's the point of this parlay?" Tharj asked angrily.  I don't think the dwarf shared my respect for Solmyr, but I wondered if he would feel differently if he knew it was Solmyr himself who convinced me to return to the throne of Great Arcan.

"The point," Solmyr said, "is to set some rules, and to give you one more chance to surrender, Queen Emilia."

"You could always surrender to me," I suggested.

Solmyr chuckled at the thought and said, "I have no choice, unfortunately.  We shall meet in battle at the earliest opportunity.  I will ask that we respect the lives of our troops - no unnecessary killing, and if someone asks for mercy it should be given freely.  Do you agree?"

"Of course," I said before Tharj had a chance to speak up.  Sometimes, a Queen had to make decisions on her own.

"Good luck to you and your army, Queen Emilia Nighthaven," Solmyr said with a deep bow.

"And good luck to you and yours, Solmyr ibn Wali Barad."


==Quest: The Wizard==
Proposal
An old wizard lives in this modest home with his twenty wives and fifty-seven children.  How so many people live in such a tiny house is a mystery to you, but after the wizard invites you inside for some tea, you discover that the inside is much larger than the outside.

"How did you do it?" you ask, amazed.

"Sorry, but in the wrong hands this is a dangerous magic.  I will, however, give you my Wand of Haste if you'll do something for me."

"A Wand of Haste, eh?  I might be interested.  What do you need?"

"I need some troops to protect my home.  I've put a little thought into this, and I think 40 dwarves would do the trick."

"You know, Great Arcan protects this land now," you say.  "You shouldn't have anything to worry about."

"Great Arcan, ha!  I've seen nations come and go.  I never thought it possible, but I've even seen a world crumble!  Well, not anymore.  No, thank you, I'll take care of myself," the old wizard insists.

Progress
You don't have the 40 dwarves the wizard asked for, but you stop by anyway and try to convince him that Great Arcan can protect him and his huge family.  The wizard just shakes his head as you talk.

"Can the troops of Great Arcan be everywhere at once?" he asks.

"Well, no, of course not."

"And what about those troops on the border right now?  Could you protect the towns there?  No!  Give me my dwarves and I'll be happy."

Completion
You march 40 dwarves up to the front door of the old wizard's odd home and knock on the door.  No answer.  You knock again and again, practically beating down the door before a little girl answers.

"Hi!" she says.

"Uh, greetings.  Is your father home?" you ask.

She looks at you for a long time, then at the rows of dwarven soldiers in formation behind you.

"Daddy!  The short men are here!"  Then to you she says, "You know, Daddy wants dwarves because they're really short.  He wants to put them four to a bedroom, and we only got ten rooms left."

"Ten!" you say.  You knew this house was larger on the inside than the outside, but not that large.  "How many rooms does this hut have?"

"Hmm, let me see...101."

Before you can respond, the old wizard arrives and insists on inspecting the dwarves.

"They appear strong enough.  It seems a fair trade for my Wand of Haste.  Would you like to trade now?"


==Solmyr Defeated==
When I approached his cell, I found Solmyr resting on the cot with his large arms behind his head.  He smiled up at me.

"You're still here?" I asked.  At any moment, Solmyr could transform himself into a parrot or a gust of wind and simply fly away.  So, why didn't he?

"I promised myself that if I were to lose, I would remain your prisoner for seven days.  Then I must return to my master."

"Why seven days?  Why not just leave now?"

"Seven days gives you plenty of time to decide if you want to have me executed or not," Solmyr said matter-of-factly.

"I can't do that," I said.  "Your behavior has been perfect.  Even the people you conquered admit you treated them with nothing but fairness.  And since you have no choice but to follow the orders of your master, how can I blame you for what you have done?"

"Some would find that I was at fault - your military advisor, for instance."

"He's not the Queen."

"No, he would look silly in the dress," Solmyr said.

I couldn't help it.  My hearty laughter echoed through the prison as the image of Tharj in a dress and a tiara filled my mind.

"Well, Queen Emilia, if you're not going to kill me, feel free to drop by any time.  You have seven days, and then I must return for my master's punishment."

I nodded, knowing that I would visit him each day, perhaps eat my meals with him as well.  I could probably come up with a magical way to trap him here in my prison, but that wasn't my style.





Scenario 3: The Servant
Solmyr is desperate to make up for his failure to conquer Great Arcan, so without question he immediately embarks on another quest for his master.  Even though Solmyr worries about his master's newest allies, the mysterious and violent Red Dwarves, he must focus on his mission to return with the bones of the Black Dragons so that Gavin Magnus can create a new, powerful weapon.

Solmyr ibn Wali Barad:
"We genies are compelled to keep our word.  It is not only our sense of honor that binds us to our master, but also part of the magic that created us in the first place.  Long ago before humans walked the land, we were the servants of the gods.  We lived to serve.  But we have always envied a human's freedom of will."


==Failure==
I circled my master's castle a couple times to summon the courage to face him with my failure.  I have seldom failed him over the centuries, and never have I made such a large blunder.  Taking a deep breath, I floated through the window to my master's main hall and found him addressing a group of laborers.

"Tear it apart!  Rip up the floor - the whole room is a mess!" Magnus shouted.  He pointed at the ornate pillars and said, "The diameter of this column is half an inch shorter than the rest, and the floor is tilted two degrees higher on the southern side of the room.  This castle may be built on a hill, but that's not an excuse for my throne room to be sloped like one!"

No human's eye was that keen.  For that matter, neither was a genie's.  More clues toward my master's strange origin.

While Gavin Magnus ushered the laborers from the room, I noticed a wide-shouldered dwarf with fiery red hair standing in the shadows behind my master's ornate throne.  Now, he was new.  He didn't look like the other dwarves who had sworn loyalty to my master, yet he acted as if he belonged here.  

My master returned quickly and sat on his throne, ready to receive me.  He took no notice of the dwarf standing behind him.

"Greetings, Master!" I said with a deep bow.  As is proper, I remain supplicant before him.

"I must say, Solmyr, I never believed you would fail me in this.  You have always been so good at leading my armies in the past," Magnus said.

He certainly had a point.  How did Emilia and her troops defeat me?  Did I go soft on them because I am fond of their queen?  Did I want to lose?  I wish I could be certain that my loss had been due to bad fortune rather than my own inability.

"I think I underestimated her, Master."

"Well, I haven't the time to worry about that now.  I must build another army.  Fortunately, I planned even for this absurd possibility.  While I take care of things here, I have another task for you - one that must succeed!  Do you think you are up to it?" Gavin Magnus said.  I cringed.  It was going to take a while to earn back his trust.

"Yes, Master!"


==Exploration==
I did some scouting of my own last night, flying around the countryside in my parrot shape, and discovered that some unsavory refugees from the old world have settled here.  And somehow they all know about my presence.  I've seen them preparing for war and strengthening their fortifications.  My master is testing me, or else he would have allowed me to bring a stronger army.  Gavin Magnus believes in being prepared, and if this quest was as important as he said it was, then he would have made certain I had the resources I needed.  So, this is a test.  Only this time, failure will most likely cost me my life.


==Dragon Golems==
Winter will come soon, and I find myself here in this remote land with a small town and an even smaller army at my disposal.  My mission is absurd!  He actually wants me to find the place where the Black Dragons bury their dead, so he can use their bones to construct a new creature called a Dragon Golem.  Not even I, who have lived for thousands of years, have heard of such a beast.  So, where did he get such an idea?  From that red-haired dwarf, perhaps?


==Suspicion==
I have tried to carry out my mission faithfully, but my master's erratic and obsessive behavior of late has me concerned.  I must know about these Dragon Golems and why my master wants to build them, but more importantly, I must know the identity of that odd red-haired dwarf who has gained my master's ear.

I knew just the person who could help me too.


==Eddwil==
Today, I met a scrawny halfling smelling of yeast and flour at a local inn.  There was nothing exceptional about this little man.  In fact, he was quite unremarkable, but I knew him to be one of the best eavesdroppers in the land.  He was also rumored to be an excellent baker.

"I trust by your appearance, Eddwil, that you agree to help me?"

"Spying on the Immortal King is no laughing matter," Eddwil said nervously.  "You're a Genie, couldn't you do it?"

"My master has all sorts of magical protections around his castle.  Some of them, even I don't know about.  I need someone to do it without magic.  Can you?"

"For you, Solmyr, yes.  What do you need to know?"


==Answers==
I slipped from camp in my parrot form shortly after second watch began and soared magically to a tiny village only a few miles from my master's castle.  There, I assumed my true form and waited for my halfling spy, Eddwil, to arrive.

Meanwhile, I tried to ignore the itching at the back of my neck.  Something was wrong, or something terrible was going to happen.  My neck only itched that way when the strings of fate were beginning to come together in some tremendous event.  The last time I felt this way, the Reckoning came and the world was destroyed.

Eddwil arrived late, but I was too interested in what he had to say to be upset about his tardiness.

"I haven't heard much about Dragon Golems," Eddwil said, "but I've learned a little about that dwarf who's been hanging with his Kingship.  He's a grouchy fellow with few manners.  The other dwarves don't even like him, and I found out why."

"Let me guess.  He's a different kind of dwarf," I said.

"Smart guess!  They call him a Red Dwarf.  Apparently, his people are a secretive lot who live deeper underground than all the other dwarves.  They never ally themselves with anyone for long - which is why no one trusts them," Eddwil explained.

"What's his name?  Why is he here?"

"Koelox.  He's here as an envoy because King Magnus has made an alliance with the Red Dwarves."


==Musing on the Golems==
The process of creating a golem is rather simple.  The Golem Masters didn't want you to think so, but enchanting an inanimate object with just enough magic to make it move and follow simple commands is an old art.  Even some non-magical beings have been known to construct golems.

But the Dragon Golem is still a mystery.  As far as I know, no one has constructed one before.  Why use so much metal to construct a Dragon-sized Golem when you could make twenty normal golems?  It's not economical.  So, something about the Dragon Golem must make it far more powerful than twenty Gold Golems.  But what?


==Lord Bloth's Message==
Today, a letter came from one of the sorcerers who dwell in this area.

"Dear Solmyr of Bracada,
The name of Solmyr is almost as well known as that of your master, King Gavin Magnus.  I have no interest in testing my magical abilities against your own, and especially not against the likes of your master.  But I also do not wish to surrender even one acre of land that is rightfully mine.  This is important to me, and to the Black Dragons.
So, I propose a deal.  Turn your sights toward another region and forget about the Black Dragon graveyard.  If you do this, I will give you my full support in your battle against that upstart kingdom, Great Arcan.  Yes, I know of your recent defeat.  With the help of my Black Dragons, I can assure your victory.
As an offer of friendship, I am also willing to provide you with 10,000 gold.  Please take this offer to your master.  I am hopeful that this will be the beginning of a profitable relationship for us both.
Lord Bloth, The Hatcher"

Although I already knew the answer, I folded the letter and sent it on a magical breeze to my master's hands.  Magnus would refuse, of course.  Whenever he sets his mind to a certain task, he never departs from it.  That is his way.  Fortunately, by the time Lord Bloth realizes his bribe has failed, I will be ready to face him in battle.


==Dragonscales==
Even though this suit of Dragon Scale Armor just came out of the frozen ground, it is warm to the touch!  This armor might just prove useful in your battle against the Black Dragons.


==More Answers==
I received Eddwil's letter and agreed to meet with him again.  Late at night, we stood together at the edge of a farmer's field where no one could identify us even if they saw us.

The halfling explained that four wagons of Red Dwarves had arrived a week ago.

"They've started construction on something I can't make much sense of.  It's big, whatever it is!"

"Why have they come?"

"To build his Kingship's Dragon Golems once you return.  Koelox has been training his men pretty hard, barely giving them any rest.  When they do have time off, those Red Dwarves become a rowdy bunch.  I tell you, no one is happy about them being around."

"Why do they need the Black Dragon bones?" I asked.

"It's what gives the Dragon Golem its strength.  They crush up the bones and mix them with the metal used to forge the creatures.  It all sounds rather complicated to me, and whenever those Red Dwarves are talking to one another, they speak in some language I can't understand.  I think this is about as much as I'm going to get out of Koelox and the others."

I clapped my little spy on the shoulder and smiled.

"You've done plenty, thank you.  Now, return to your kitchen and hope for the best."


==The Lich==
I approached the necromancer's cell cautiously, because defeat was still fresh in the lich's mind.  You never know what these fiends are capable of.

"So," the lich said with an ugly, decaying grin, "is this when the torture begins?"

I shook my head.  What a disgusting being!

"No," I replied.  "This is where I give you the chance you probably do not deserve.  Tell me what you know about Lord Bloth, and I will make your time in my prison a comfortable one at least."

"Just how comfortable are you talking about?"

"You are neither a Vampire nor a Wraith, so you do not need to take a life to survive.  What I am talking about are books, a soft bed, and a room with no windows."

"And if I refuse, you'll place me in an eastern cell with plenty of windows so I can catch the sunrise each morning, right?" the necromancer said.

I let him believe I was capable of such a deed.  A creature like this could imagine a far greater torture than I ever could, so I remained quiet.  Even though I never intended on exposing the Lich's Undead skin to sunlight, he didn't know that.

"Very well, you have a deal," the necromancer said.  "I have no love for Bloth.  But if you plan to attack him, you're a bigger fool than I thought.  His strength lies in the Black Dragons he cares for like children, and there is no tougher creature alive or dead!"

When I asked about the location of the Black Dragon graveyard, the Lich just shrugged.

"That's something Bloth would know about," he said.


==Bloth Defeated==
It was difficult to take Bloth alive.  The man was fanatically devoted to his dragons, so he fought harder than I expected, and he's refused all my attempts to deal with him.  Now, he refuses to talk at all.  

There didn't seem to be a way to find the graveyard I seek until several of my scouts reported sightings of Black Dragons all over the countryside.  Each one was heading in the same direction as if they were gathering at a single point.  And why wouldn't they be?  Now that their protected had been defeated, they had to fight for themselves.

It was my hunch that they were gathering at the one place they could all find instinctively - the Black Dragon graveyard.  So, I gave the order to march again.  Soon, we would be there.  

Then it occurred to me exactly what I was about to do.  Has it come to this?  Have I sunk so low as to become a common graverobber?  Their evil nature aside, the Black Dragon obviously respects the dead.  Am I doing the right thing robbing their bones from this sacred place?

But then what choice did I have?  I can't fail my Master again.


==The Black Dragons==
Although I could not see them, I sensed the angry souls of the Black Dragons who have died here flying around me, through me.  I did not want to proceed.  Where is the honor in robbing a grave?  Alas, I had no choice.





Scenario 4: The Rainbow Crystal
As it turns out, the Red Dwarves and their dragon golems are harder to control than Gavin Magnus expected, especially after a riot caused the destruction of all that he had built.  So, Magnus sent Solmyr to bring back a giant Rainbow Crystal from an ancient underground ruin now populated by the undead.  What Magnus plans to do with this unique crystal, however, is a mystery.

Solmyr ibn Wali Barad:
"I fear that no one but myself will ever understand that my Master, Gavin Magnus, was not an evil man.  I hate to call him misguided, or misunderstood - those words seem so cliché.  He was a man who had lived too long, who had seen too much war and pain, who had witnessed the destruction of a world.  After so much horror, wouldn't you want to put an end to it too?"


==The Riots==
Even after being around them for a couple months, I still didn't know any more about the Red Dwarves than I did the first day I met them.  They are a tight-lipped bunch when the subject turns to their kind.  Otherwise, when they are not working they drink and brawl.

The riots broke out shortly after we built the fiftieth Dragon Golem.  My master already had an army capable of conquering the world, but in his usual fashion he wanted one hundred, just to be certain.  Unfortunately, some unknown dispute between their leader, Koelox, and another of the Red Dwarves escalated into a full-scale riot.  Instead of fighting with fists and bottles like before, the rugged Dwarves mounted their Dragon Golems and attacked each other - destroying half of the castle in the process.

Magnus and I managed to subdue most of the Red Dwarves before they destroyed everything, but the result of their infighting was nothing short of a disaster.  The Red Dwarves were locked safely away in the prison, and Koelox was found dead beneath the wreck that used to be his Dragon Golem.

When we found him, Magnus spat on the ground and said, "This is what I get for dealing with riff-raff!  They are everywhere - his type.  They are like the termites in a dying tree.  Something must be done!"

Soon after he said these words, my master locked himself within the library where he now sits studying every book in his vast collection from cover-to-cover.  He takes no visitors and accepts no interruptions, leaving me to oversee the repairs and try to rebuild the Dragon Golem Factory without the Red Dwarves' designs.


==The Rainbow Crystal==
Then the day came when my master stepped out of his chamber and ordered me to this frozen northern land.

"The Rainbow Crystal!" he said.  "I need it immediately, Solmyr."

"But what is it, Master?"

"I don't have the time to explain!  Some adventurers discovered it while exploring this wild land.  I've managed to employ their only survivor as a guide.  He will meet you when you reach your destination," Gavin Magnus explained.

"This is puzzling, Master," I said.  Gavin never had a problem trusting me in the past, so, why did he keep secrets from me now?

"I've selected your troops for you, Solmyr.  They are preparing as we speak.  By my calculations, you must leave immediately if you are to meet with your guide in time," Magnus ordered, departing without another word.

And so, I am here in this bitter, uninhabited land waiting to meet this mysterious guide.


==Meeting the Scout==
A pair of guards escorted a skinny, jittery man into my tent this morning.  The stranger's clothing dangled from his body, too large for his wiry frame, but there was plenty of fabric to keep him warm.

"He says he's looking for you," a guard said.

Could this be my guide?  Upon closer inspection, the man's skin seemed leathery as if he had spent most of his life in the outdoors, but he did not appear strong enough to survive even a week in the wild.

"I'm looking for a Genie named Solmyr," the skinny man said.

"You have found him.  I am Solmyr ibn Wali Barad.  And you are?"

"Holman."

"Well, Holman, my master said you can lead me to the Rainbow Crystal.  Excuse my urgency, but we must begin immediately.  My master is in a hurry," I said.

"Well, there's a problem with that.  I've been looking around and the way is blocked."

"Blocked?"

"Well, you see, this giant crystal is deep beneath the ground, and someone has walled up the only entrance into those old tunnels.  It might've been Dreggar the Undead King."

"Are you sure it's blocked?" I said.

"It's walled up pretty good.  No one is getting through that, so you might as well pay me now and go back to your master," Holman said.

I stared around at this wild land, imagining my master's reaction if I returned to tell him that the Rainbow Crystal could not be reached.  He wouldn't be pleased, and in his present condition I don't think he would react well.

"There must be another way to reach the Rainbow Crystal," I said aloud.  "I'm not leaving without it."

I stepped forward and placed a hand on Holman's shoulder, flashing him my largest smile.

"And you, sir, do not get paid until I find it.  I guess we are stuck with each other."


==Bozilast's Diary==
As Holman and I sat down to dinner, the guide pulled a worn book from beneath his thick clothing and handed it to me.

"I took this off a skeleton soldier.  It's my partner's diary," Holman said.

"Your partner?"

I flipped through the many handwritten pages.

"His name was Bozilast - a wizard.  He wrote everything we did down in his little books.  He thought he was going to be famous some day and everyone would want to read his memoirs.  Well, he was wrong, wasn't he?"

"Is there anything interesting in it?" I asked.

Holman shrugged and said, "No idea.  Bozilast bored me to death when he was alive.  I can't imagine what his writing is like!"

When we finished dinner, Holman returned to his tent and I lit a candle to read some of Bozilast's memoirs.  It didn't take long for me to realize that my guide wasn't exaggerating.


==Quest: Witch's Farm==
Proposal
The door opens before you can knock and an old woman appears with a broad grin on her face.

"Come in," she says, waving you inside.  "The tea is brewing, and I've made your favorite lemon cookies."

"But how did you know I like lemon cookies?" you ask as you step inside.

"I'm a seer, silly!  Sit.  Eat!  We've got much to talk about."

You have a dozen or so of the best lemon cookies you've ever tasted, and then you turn your attention back to the Seer.

"You said we needed to talk?"

"Yes.  You don't know it yet, but to complete your quest you must first visit the Red Keymaster's Tent.  I happen to know the Red Keymaster well, and unfortunately he travels around a lot.  That's why he lives in a tent."

"So, how can I find him?"

"I can tell you where he's going to be, but do you think you can do me a favor first?"

"If I can take some of these lemon cookies with me, sure!" you say.

As the Seer packs up a few dozen of the delicious cookies, she tells you that a harpy recently stole her Cap of Knowledge.  If you retrieve it for her, then she will tell you where to find the Keymaster's Tent.

Progress
"You came back for more cookies, didn't you?" the Seer says as you ride up.

"Uh, yes!"

"Well, here's a batch I baked for you, but you'll get no more until you bring me my Cap of Knowledge.  You might want to look around for one of those Harpy Crags.  Maybe that will help."

Completion
While you shovel lemon cookies in your mouth, the Seer examines her Cap of Knowledge.  She frowns at a rip in the fine fabric probably caused by a Harpy's talon.

"A needle and thread and it'll be as good as new," she says, placing the Cap on her head.

"Now, as for the Red Keymaster's Tent, I happen to know that you will find it when you are ready," she says mysteriously.

"When is that?"

"Soon, I think.  Now, don't worry about it, and take this bag of lemon cookies with you.  There's plenty there, so you can share with your army too.  Okay?"

"Sure.  Thank you."

But as you leave the Seer's home, you're already thinking of a place to hide the bag of cookies so you can have them all to yourself.


==Quest: The Sapper Brothers==
Proposal
When you enter this small cabin you expect to be greeted by the warmth of its hearth, but there is no fire.  No wonder the two Dwarves who live here are bundled up so tightly.

"Aren't you freezing?  It's colder in here than outside," you say.

One of them throws his big feet up on a coffee table.

"Ah, we can't be having any fires around that!"

The dwarf points to a nondescript barrel stacked in a corner.

"What is it?" you ask.

"A special concoction - our own creation.  That's why you came to us, isn't it?  It's the only reason anyone ever visits us."

"Yeah," says the other dwarf, "what do you want us to blow up?"

"That's right," says the first, "we can blow up anything you want - walls, buildings, anything!  All we ask for in return is 6,500 gold and 20 mercury."

Progress
You bring the Sapper Brothers detailed drawings of the wall blocking the entrance to the subterranean tunnels, but unfortunately you don't have the entire payment.  The Dwarves won't do the job unless you pay up front.

"But you can do the job, right?" you ask.

"Of course!  Give us enough time and supplies, and we could blow up the world!" one of them brags.

"Been there," you say.  "I'd rather not see it again."

Completion
One Sapper Brother counts out the gold while the other measures the mercury.  When they've determined that there is enough, they shake your hand.

"It's a deal," the first brother says.

"We'll have that wall out of the way before you even get there," the other promises.


==Entering the Underworld==
I stood with my back to the clammy stone wall as my troops marched down the narrow tunnel into the subterranean world.  With some time to kill, I opened Bozilast's memoirs and flipped to one of the entries toward the back.

"As I entered the gloomy underground, I was reminded of my battles with the Beholders of the Tunnels of Terror and the time I spent spying on the Dragon Queen in the caverns of Nighon itself.  Few of my race are as experienced with the under-realms as I.
NOTE TO SELF:  I should write a book on subterranean survival.  Possible title?  Caves, Tunnels, and Lairs - Another Bozilast Survival Guide.
To continue, these tunnels are no different than any other I have explored.  The air is bitter and dank, and there is a faint scent of decay in the soft breeze.  Undead, perhaps?  Or has some ancient Dragon died here?
NOTE TO SELF:  Consider finding another partner.  Holman may be good at surviving in the wilderness, but there must be someone out there who shares his skills but not his sour disposition!"

I looked up to where my guide, Holman, was holding a finger to one nostril and rudely blowing snot out the other.  As nihilistic as Bozilast was, he had one thing right.  Holman was no charm to be around.


==Dreggar==
During a short break in the march, I pulled Holman out of earshot of the rest of the army.

"I finally finished your partner's memoirs," I said.

"You must have a cast iron will," Holman said.

"One of his last entries is interesting.  Listen to this."

I flip to the dog-eared page and read.

"The lich calls himself King Dreggar.  With each new attack, the undead soldiers call his name.  My own army has dwindled to half its original size.  We're tired, scared, and lost.  We can't find our way out since Holman disappeared..."

I looked into Holman's eyes and saw a hint of guilt.

"Where did you go?" I asked.

"We argued.  The fool wanted to march right into some ruins.  He thought he was invincible!" Holman said.

"So, you left him and returned to the surface.  I wondered how you were the only survivor," I said.

"No, I didn't run away!  I stayed with him because I thought we were friends.  I convinced myself we were invincible and we walked right into that old town."

"What happened?"

"Nothing at first.  It seemed abandoned, but we should've realized something was wrong.  We faced several small bands of undead along the way, and they were too organized to be on their own.  We were stupid, marched right up to the fountain at the center of town.  Bozilast was fascinated by that giant crystal - the one he dubbed the Rainbow Crystal."

"Bozilast's entry about the crystal is short.  He describes the glittering colors, its beauty, and the magical glow.  That was all," I said hoping Holman could add more.

"Bozliast probably didn't have much time to write after that.  You see, the Rainbow Crystal was already working on us even before we entered the town.  Suddenly we were attacked from every direction.  It was horrible!  One second we were alone in the silence, the next an army of undead was standing among us, attacking!  It was pure chaos!"

"They were invisible?"

"I don't think so," Holman said.  "There were too many of them.  I think the Rainbow Crystal TOLD us they weren't there and we just believed it."

"And in the chaos..."

"I escaped.  Bozilast ordered the troops to line up around the fountain to protect that blasted crystal!  He was a fool!  So, I ran as fast and as far as I could.  I don't regret my decision either.  If I had stayed, I would've died.  Nothing would've changed.  It was hopeless."

"I can see that," I said.


==The Rainbow Crystal's Power==
I think I finally understand why my master wants this Rainbow Crystal.  It is obviously a powerful magic capable of hypnotizing large groups.  Unless I miss my guess, the Lich King Dreggar used it to make Bozilast and the others think that the town was abandoned when it was really inhabited by an army of undead.  And even when they saw the truth, perhaps Dreggar was able to use it to keep Bozilast in the area until it was too late.

Such a device in my master's hands could be used to control the Red Dwarves, and thus the Dragon Golems.


==Tricks of the Mind==
If I hadn't been warned about the hypnotic powers of the Rainbow Crystal, I might not have sensed the subtle fuzziness invading my thoughts.

"Halt!" I shouted to my army.

We were about to be attacked - of that, I was certain.  Turning to my troops, I said, "Everyone face the soldier on your right.  Good.  Now, slap him!"

I had to threaten them all with hangings to get them to follow the order.  Then I reached up and slapped my own face as hard as I could.

Through the tears collecting in my eyes, I saw a Vampire running, no, gliding toward me.

"Attack!" I shouted.


==Dreggar Defeated==
Just to be sure that King Dreggar and his undead legion were dead, I ordered my troops to throw the bodies into a huge bonfire at the edge of town.  Meanwhile, some dwarves carefully chipped the Rainbow Crystal from the fountain in the town square.  Even with no one to control it, the Crystal still used its magic on the unwary.  Perhaps that is why King Dreggar and his poor followers remained here to protect it even after their deaths.

I watched my workers to make sure the same didn't happen to them.  Every few minutes I had to slap them out of a hypnotized stupor and remind them that they were under my command.

Then one of my halfling scouts approached to give his report.

"We followed Holman to the surface as you instructed.  He is well," the halfling said.

Holman abandoned us shortly before the battle with King Dreggar.  The man may have keen survival instincts, but he was a poor businessman.  He forgot his payment.

"You left the gold where I told you?" I asked.

"Yes, sir.  We buried it beneath the snow and built a campfire right next to it.  Used wet wood too - plenty of smoke."

"Hopefully, he'll come close enough to investigate the smoke.  If he hasn't claimed the gold by the time we make it back to the surface, divide it among the troops.  They deserve it."

"Thank you, sir," the halfling said.  "We also mapped the way to the surface as you asked.  No way we can get lost now."

"Good work," I said.  "The Dwarves have stopped working again.  Will you slap them awake for me?  My hand is beginning to hurt."





Scenario 5: An Unusual Betrayal
Lord Landrew used to be one of Emilia's strongest supporters, but word has reached Emilia that he has raised an army against her.  All attempts to contact him have been rebuked.  What is going on?  Emilia was compelled to find out why, and to make matters worse, one of Solmyr's captains has entered the territory intent on causing trouble. 

Solmyr ibn Wali Barad:
"I was once forced to judge a soldier responsible for burning and slaughtering an entire village.  He insisted that he was innocent because his commanding officer ordered him to do the crime.  I still judged him guilty.  All men are accountable for their actions.  He should have disobeyed that order, just as I should have disobeyed my master."


==Betrayal==
To my great surprise, I received three separate reports that one of my most loyal supporters, Lord Landrew, is raising an army against me.  I tried several times to confirm these reports over the last few weeks, but none of the messengers returned.  I can only imagine the worse.

But still I can't imagine why Lord Landrew would raise arms against me.  I have eaten several meals with the man.  More than most, he was committed to the idea of an orderly and just leadership for Great Arcan.  He swore his life to my kingdom and to me.

And he was a handsome man, friendly and charming.  I had hoped when all this business with King Magnus was over that we might be able to sit down to dinner with each other once again.

Now, I am being told that he is a traitor, and my mortal enemy.  Why?


==Miranda and Oliver==
I've come to this part of Great Arcan to settle the mystery surrounding Lord Landrew's stunning betrayal.  Unfortunately, when I met with the other nobles in this area to make some sense of Landrew's sudden change of heart, I learned nothing.

"He's a traitor, my Queen!  Just when we were about to put things back together, Landrew is trying to destroy it.  He's as bad as the bandits and pirates who used to plague this land!" said pompous Lord Oliver.

"I don't think we need to go that far, Oliver."

"That's not far enough, my Queen," shouted Lady Miranda.  "Landrew needs to be strung up by his neck as an example to those who wish to threaten us in the future!"

""I don't think we need to go that far.  Landrew was a trusted friend.  I'm willing to give him the benefit of the doubt at least until I find out why he is building this army!"

But Oliver and Miranda would hear nothing more.  They returned to their respective lands to raise an army of their own and to personally bring Landrew's head to me.  I can't blame them really.  They feel betrayed, as do I.  But a cool head is needed at a time like this.

Due to their actions, I have been forced to split my forces.  Before Oliver and Miranda return home, my troops will capture and imprison them until this is over.  Even though it leaves their homes without leadership, I just can't have them out there fighting Landrew until I know what happened.  Landrew must remain alive until I can learn why he's turned against me.  I must know what I did to make him change so suddenly.

Oh, during times like this I wish I were still a common alchemist's assistant!


==Genie Scout==
A genie scout spotted some troops hidden in a forest this morning.  They wore the colors of King Magnus, which troubles me.  How did they get into this land without me knowing about it?  And where did they go?  When I sent someone to deal with them, Magnus's troops couldn't be found.  It was as if they had disappeared!

Tharj suspects they have a secret way into this land, whether through magic or a hidden tunnel.  Either way, if the Immortal King's troops can just march right into my land, I must watch my back closely.


==Asp Isle==
My military advisor, Tharj, brought a rugged-looking man before me today.

"He's a fisherman looking for some coin.  He has an interesting story to tell," Tharj announced.  Then he shoved the sailor forward.

The fisherman dropped to one knee and bowed his head.

"It is a pleasure, my Queen!"

"Please stand," I said.

"Tell your story and be quick about it," Tharj grumbled.

So the fisherman told me how he was out late one afternoon because the pickings had been small that day.  He saw a pair of genies flying through the air holding a young man between them.  That was odd enough, but then he noticed the young man's hands were bound behind his back.  He was their prisoner.

"Odd," I said.  I hadn't sent any genies flying over the ocean with a prisoner.

"Where were they headed?" I asked.

"I watched them all the way to Asp Isle.  I would've tried to help the lad after they left, except no ship, or boat for that matter, can land there.  It's completely surrounded by treacherous rocks!" the fisherman said.

I asked one of my assistants to pay the fisherman for his story.  Once the man was gone, I turned to Tharj, who was frowning deeply.

"Who do you think took the prisoner to Asp Isle?" I asked the dwarf.

"Could be anyone?  Landrew, Oliver, Miranda - even Magnus.  My wager would be Landrew though," Tharj said.

"Mine too, but why?" I said.   Then to no one in particular, I said, "I think I would like to have a conversation with this young man."


==A Passionate Distaste==
Tharj and I sat down today during the mid-day break to discuss the actions of our enemy.

"Landrew's captains are taking as much territory as they can, but they don't seem too concerned with garrisoning troops along the way.  They're more concerned with taking land, not keeping it.  We can take advantage of that!" Tharj said.

"What about the towns and villages he's taken?  How has he treated the people?"

Tharj spat on the ground before he answered.

"Landrew locks them all up, and those he can't throw in the prison cells he throws shackles around their hands and feet and puts them to work in the fields and mines.  He's no better than a slaver!"

It was still difficult to believe that one man could change so much in such a short time.  And with no warning!

"We must put a stop to it, Tharj, but no matter what crimes Landrew has committed, I still don't want him killed needlessly.  Do you understand?" I said, knowing that like the nobles Oliver and Miranda, my military advisor fostered an intense hatred for Landrew.


==Note from Solmyr==
I woke up last night with the sensation that someone was touching my cheek, but there was no one there.  A dream.  But just as I was about to settle back into bed I noticed a weight on my lap.  It was a letter sealed with a blue wax parrot.

Oddly, I found myself excited.  I hadn't heard from Solmyr in quite a while, and even though he was my enemy I have missed him since his escape from my prison.  So, after I lit a candle, I tore open the letter and read.

"Fair Queen Emilia,

It is out of respect for the connection between us that I plead with you to surrender Great Arcan to my Master, Gavin Magnus, or at least take yourself quickly from its borders.  I know it sounds like nothing else comes out of my lips, but be warned that Solmyr ibn Wali Barad is no longer in control, but his master the Immortal King.

I would tell you more, but my tongue is bound by my oath.

May we never meet again.  This time, I truly mean it.

Solmyr ibn Wali Barad"


==Miranda Defeated==
"A letter from Lady Miranda," Tharj says, handing me the note.

"What does it say?"

"I don't know.  I didn't read it."

So, I open the letter and read aloud:

"My Queen, Emilia Nighthaven of Great Arcan,
I do not understand.  Why do you imprison your loyal subjects while traitors like Lord Landrew run free?  How can you do this?  Has Landrew placed some sort of spell over you?  Please, let me help you.  Please!
Lady Miranda"

Tharj grumbles beneath his breath.

"What is it?" I ask.

"There goes an ally, my Queen!  She would've done anything to help us fight this Landrew!"

"That's exactly why I locked her up.  She is a danger to herself and to me.  She feels righteous in her actions, which means Lord Landrew would never have a chance for a fair trial - and that isn't what Great Arcan is about!"


==Oliver Defeated==
Tharj brought me a letter from Lord Oliver just before we started our march this morning.

"Do I need to ask what it says?" I said.

Tharj shrugged.

"At least he didn't use any foul words.  Needless to say, he's furious with you for locking him in a jail," Tharj said.  I could tell by the dwarf's tone that he sympathized with Oliver.


==Thieves==
As you approach the inn, you notice a commotion outside.  A man screams that someone stole the food from his satchel.

"I demand justice!" he shouts as you ride up.

"But, sir, no one saw anything!" the innkeeper says.  "I'm very sorry, but we've been having problems with a thief in these parts lately.  We haven't been able to find him.  I'd be more than willing to replace that which has been stolen."

"I should say you will!" the angry traveler yells.  "You could at least warn us that thieves walk this land."

"Not 'thieves', sir!  Just one thief..."

You ride on, deciding not to get involved.


==Arcania's Fall==
A rider on a half-dead horse approaches your army.  Even the rider is close to collapse, but he insists on delivering his message before resting.

"My news is most urgent," the messenger says.

"What?"

"A massive army marches on Great Arcan as we speak.  The Immortal King rides at its front.  But even worse, our own armies betray us!  Each time they face Magnus, they join him instead of fighting.  No one can stand up to him, my Queen.  It's hopeless!  We are lost!"


==Gord's Discovery==
Tharj and another dwarf approached with large grins on their rugged faces.  Something was up, and it seemed to be good news - something I could really use right about now.

"My Queen," Tharj said, "Allow me to introduce Gord.  He's a miner who recently came into our service.  I've had him working on a special project of mine - one that's paid off!"

It was a little disconcerting that Tharj hadn't told me about this idea before now.

"So, Gord, what is it?" I asked, giving the man permission to speak before his head exploded.

Pacing around excitedly, Gord said, "I have found the secret lair of our enemy, my Queen!  You see, General Tharj here suspected that the enemy was nearby, perhaps underground.  So, he had me search for tunnels.  After many weeks of hard work, I finally found one and dug an entrance into it."

"We can finally put an end to the harassing attacks from Solmyr's agents," Tharj boasted.

Indeed, it would be a relief not to have to worry about attacks from the rear.  But is it worth it to split my forces now?


==Landrew, Lifeless==
The faint smell of wood smoke is in the air, but there is no settlement in the area.  So, you dismount quietly and follow the scent toward a stand of trees.  There you find a lone figure crouched over a tiny flame heating a mug.

"Greetings!" you call.

The figure jumps to his feet suddenly, and you catch his deep blue skin and white hair - a genie!  And you recognize him too.  He is one of Great Arcan's messengers, one who was last ordered to deliver a message to Lord Landrew.

"Wait!" you call before the genie can fly off, "I fight for Great Arcan too."

The messenger pauses long enough to get a good look at you, then approaches quickly and throws his arms around you in a happy embrace.

"Thank the storms!  A friendly face at last!"

"What happened?  Why haven't you returned?"

"Lord Landrew's troops have been hunting me.  I've had no opportunity to escape.  Oh, it was horrible!"

The genie tells his story slowly, obviously distraught.  He entered Landrew's territory and got as far as the outer wall of Landrew's castle without any trouble.  That's when he saw the faces of Landrew's troops.

"Blank as a golem, they were!  I called to them, but no one answered.  Soon, the doors opened and Lord Landrew himself rode through the gates dressed in his armor.  When he threw up the visor of his helm, I saw that his face was as emotionless and...and heartless...as the rest.  I could see in his eyes that he was about to kill me!"

"Horrible!  Could they have been under a spell?" you ask.

"A powerful spell indeed, if that is possible.  Every person I saw, from the lowly farmer to the Landrew himself would've been under it.  I shudder to think of a being with such a power!"


==Quest: Salty Dog Shanty==
Proposal
From the outside it appears to be a normal home, but when you enter you find half a dozen old sailors sitting around on a bench drinking.  To your surprise, it's a pub!  You sit down and order a drink from the innkeeper.

After an hour in the pub, you learn that one old sailor would like nothing better than to meet a beautiful queen.

"When I die and go before the Lady of the Waves, I'd like to be able to say I was kissed by a Queen!" the old man says.

"You're crazy!  Why would some prissy queen wanna kiss an old, toothless geezer like you!" says one of the other sailors.

The old man points at his head and says, "I still got some useful stuff up here.  A man doesn't sail the sea for more than fifty years and learn nothin', does he?"

You wonder if he knows a way to land on Asp Isle, and if a kiss from the Queen of Great Arcan will do.

Progress
"Ha!" says the old sailor.  "You don't have a bit o' royal blood in ya!  Stop wastin' my time!"

The other sailors laugh at you until you are forced out of the small pub.  Well, it was worth a try.

Completion
Everyone's mouth drops at the sight of you.  Even in your travel clothes, they can tell by the crown resting on your head that you are royalty.

"Will someone get Queen Emilia Nighthaven of Great Arcan some wine?" a dwarf in the back, one of your soldiers in disguise, announces.

Immediately, the place comes to life as several of the men rush to find a wine bottle.  One of them wipes some scum from a dirty glass, and another cleans one of the stools with his shirtsleeve.

"Thank you," you tell them all.

Then you see the old sailor who wants to be kissed by a Queen and say, "Good sir, can you help me?  I need to know how to pass through the rocks around Asp Isle."

"I'll draw you a map, my lady!" he says, asking the others for paper and ink.

Soon, he draws Asp Isle and places an "X" near the shore of the small island.

"The rocks in this area are magic, my Queen.  You see, they're not real!" the old sailor says.

"Really?  Illusions!  How clever!"

Then you bend forward and kiss the old man squarely on the lips.

"Thank you, good sir."

The old man blushes as his friends stare in shock.  Sometimes, it's good to be Queen.


==Reed==
The young, malnourished man can barely walk but he insists on walking from his prison on his own power.  He squints up at the blue sky, takes a deep breath, and then introduces himself as Reed, assistant to Lord Landrew.

"I thought I would die there," he says.

"You're safe now," I say.

"No one is safe.  Not anyone as long as the Immortal King lives!"

"What happened to Landrew and the rest?" I ask.

Reed takes a moment to summon the courage and strength to speak.

"I returned late from visiting my family, so it was all over by the time I rode into town.  I saw my Lord Landrew standing stiff before our enemy, the genie known as Solmyr.  The genie was seated in a wagon, and standing in the back of the wagon was a giant pendulum with a massive crystal swinging back and forth.  I sensed the powerful magic that was at work even from a great distance.  Then I saw the death of my lord's spirit.  He became like a golem - without a will of his own!"

So, now I understand how such a loyal supporter could turn traitor - a powerful enchantment!

"I ran," Reed says guiltily.  "I turned and ran instead of attempting to save him!  I am a coward!"

I try to comfort him, but the young servant won't hear any of it.


==Lord Landrew Defeated==
I may have defeated Landrew, but my victory is a hollow one knowing that Gavin Magnus is set to conquer Great Arcan.  I made a tragic error in focusing my attention on Lord Landrew - it brought me far away from the defense of Great Arcan.  I could march my present army against the Immortal King, but the reports I am receiving state that Magnus's army is nearly ten times larger than my own.  And apparently he has the full support of the people of Great Arcan.

Have they abandoned me so quickly?  Or have they been enchanted like Lord Landrew's people?

I watch with an ache in my heart as my soldiers march hundreds of people - farmers, craftsmen, and nobles alike - into makeshift prisons.  The sounds of hammering and sawing fill the air as my dwarves hurry to construct more jails for the entire population of Landrew's land.

"Bring him forward," I order Tharj.

Lord Landrew, his hands bound behind his back, walks forward but I see no sign of the man I once knew in his face.  His eyes didn't look at me, but through me.  There was no expression on his face - no anger, no fear.  If he hadn't been standing in front of me breathing, I would have thought him dead.

"Have the mages had any luck?" I ask Tharj.

Tharj shakes his head and says, "This is not right!  What has Magnus done to these people?  Every single one of them is like this, not just the soldiers.  Even the golems don't react to anything, and they don't have brains!"

"Take Landrew away please.  Lock him up with the others, but tell the guards to keep them all well fed.  Treat them right.  What's happened to them, it's not their fault," I command.

"Sure, my Queen," Tharj says, "but what do we do after that?"

"Hide.  Regroup."

As Tharj walks away with the blank-faced Lord Landrew, I lower my head into my hands and sigh.

Is this what awaits us all?





Scenario 6: Slave to Fear
Solmyr finally turns against his insane master when he learns that Gavin Magnus plans to establish order in the world by controlling the minds and wills of every creature with the Crystal Pendulum.  Solmyr must stop him, but alone he doesn't have the power.  His only hope is to find his former enemy, Queen Emilia.

Solmyr ibn Wali Barad:
"Will there ever be peace?  For as long as I have lived, and for as long as anyone knows, there have been wars.  Even the gods fight each other.  Conflict, anger, murder, hate.  They are all as much a part of us as love and kindness.  So, I ask you, is any price too high to obtain everlasting peace?"


==Solmyr's Regret==
I take pen to paper now in these dark hours to record a horror that I am at least partially responsible for, and for which I want to sincerely apologize.  I admit that my courage nearly faltered even now and I almost threw away this pen, but I happened to glance at the single candle I write by.

Before my eyes, the tiny flame flickered and almost died, reminding me of the souls of the poor people of Arcania, capitol of Great Arcan.  We came to Great Arcan as a conquering army.  For a moment, I felt proud of my Master for he succeeded where I had failed.  But even then my feelings were mixed.

It was the Crystal Pendulum that bothered me.  My Master placed the Rainbow Crystal I rescued from the undead King Dreggar as the centerpiece for a great magical pendulum, and when he set it to spinning any person who came within a certain distance of it fell under my Master's will.  Perhaps our long relationship is the only reason Magnus protects me from its sorcery, and now I betray that trust.

"I thought you were going to use this on the Red Dwarves only," I said.

"I have come to realize, Solmyr, that I have been thinking too small.  This Crystal Pendulum will finally bring a perfect peace to the world.  Imagine that - order for all!" Gavin Magnus said.

"How?" I asked.

"Come on, haven't you noticed?  It draws away the will of any creature, including those who have none, and place them under my command.  Free will, my old friend, is what brings chaos to this world.  This way, there is only one will - mine - and with it will come a perfect and, because I am immortal, eternal peace."

Nothing was immune to the effects of the Crystal Pendulum.  My Master has become like a god.  No force could stand up to him.  He has won battles without spilling a drop of blood.  He found Arcania's citizens ready to defend themselves, but there was no defense against the Pendulum.  Within seconds, they became his slaves - as I have been his slave all these centuries.

So, now I depart from my Master for the first time since I made my oath.

"I shall serve you for as long as your feet walk this planet," I had promised hastily when Magnus freed me from my prison.  I didn't know then that he was immortal.

But the Reckoning has brought both of us to a new world.  I find it ironic that I gain my own freedom only after I helped my Master enslave the world.  I hope that I can rectify my mistakes.  I shall leave this record in a secret place in case I fail, and please understand that I am deeply sorry for the role I played.

Solmyr ibn Wali Barad


==Seeking Emilia==
Alone, I would not last a second against my former master.  So, I seek the ever-resourceful Emilia Nighthaven.  She defeated me when I thought I had beaten her.  Perhaps she can do the same against Magnus.

Ever since my former master conquered Arcania, Emilia and the remnants of her army have been in hiding.  The best information I have suggests she's in this region, but I can't be sure.  Emilia has been raiding nearby supply lines, never killing the poor mindless soldiers who guard them.  That's why I seek her.  Even when she is at her lowest, she sticks to her beliefs.  She gives me hope.  But alone, her chance for victory is miniscule.  I wonder what we can accomplish together?


==Magnus==
Why has my Master...no, I am no longer his slave!  I must remember that.

But why has Gavin Magnus not come for me himself?  I would have thought he'd be furious at my betrayal, but he seems unconcerned.  Is he so confident in the power of the Crystal Pendulum that he fears nothing?

And why shouldn't he be?  He used a form of magic to create the Pendulum that not even the eldest of my race can identify.  The Crystal Pendulum is like poison - without the identity of the poison, you can't administer the correct antidote.  We are helpless, and I'm afraid Magnus knows it.  Unfortunately, my former master is capable of great patience.

He does not chase me because he knows I will return to try to defeat him.  And he knows I will lose.


==Letter to Gavin==
During a moment of self-doubt, I composed a letter to my former master.  I owed him that much, didn't I?

"Gavin Magnus, King of Bracada,
I feel I must explain my actions and hope that you will understand.  I cannot follow the path you have taken.  I escaped in the night because I was afraid you would use the Crystal Pendulum on me if you thought I would betray you.  Now that I am safe, I beg you to destroy that evil device!  Yes, I say evil because to rob a man of his independence is no better than slavery.  I know.  I have been your slave for a long time.
And although you were never a cruel or unreasonable master, I was still not free.  Can I convince you to abandon this idea of controlling the world?  Tell me, if there was ever an ounce of friendship in our relationship, will you trust me that the Crystal Pendulum is an aberration and must be destroyed?
Please, end this now before it is too late!
Solmyr ibn Wali Barad"


==Gavin's Reply==
The Dwarf standing in the middle of the road had that same blank expression that all Pendulum-possessed people have, but he was unarmed and he held a rolled piece of parchment in his outstretched hand.

As I approached, I noticed he must have been standing there for a long time because there was a light dust of snow collecting on his body.  It is remarkable how completely the Crystal Pendulum controls a person's mind.  The moment I took the letter, the Dwarf started walking directly toward Great Arcan's capitol, Arcania.

I opened the letter.  Although written by hand, I noticed the script was perfect.  Every letter was exactly the same size, every line straight as an arrow.  I instinctively knew that if I extracted two A's from different places in the letter they would have been identical.

"My former servant,
I admit it was a surprise to learn that you did not support me.  I was enraged, yes, but I soon realized that you - like everyone else - only fear that which you do not understand.  Trust me, Solmyr.  I have never been more certain that I am on the right path.  I am talking about peace - everlasting peace!  How can you resist being part of the paradise I plan to create?
Come back to me, Solmyr.  Come back and I promise there will be no punishment.

With all sincerity,
Gavin Magnus the Peaceful,
Immortal King of Great Arcan"


==Second Letter to Gavin==
I had only one last card to play with Magnus, so I wrote him another letter and sent it attached to the foot of a bluebird.

"King Magnus,
If I cannot appeal to your human sympathy, then I must appeal to your sense of honor.  You don't remember, but the blast that tore a crack in our old world also destroyed you.  I only escaped because I traveled to the Plane of Air at the last second.  When I returned, I found you whole again, naked and conscious.  I do not know how - that must be connected to your mysterious immortality.  You would have died again and perhaps forever if I hadn't lifted you up and taken you through one of the last remaining portals to this new realm.
So, as you can see, I saved your life.  I hope that you still have the honor to repay your debt.  If we were in the old world, I would have asked for my freedom, but I already have that.  So, I ask you, as payment for your life, to give me the freedom of this world!  End this insane plan of yours and destroy the Crystal Pendulum!
Your former servant,
Solmyr ibn Wali Barad"


==Gavin's Second Reply==
A Halfling with a sheepish look approaches me.

"My lord, I've made an error," he says.  He holds out a limp bluebird.

"I was hunting for some lunch.  I took it for a pheasant and let my stone fly, but I was too fast, sir.  I saw too late its color.  I am so sorry!"

I sent this bird out long ago, so it probably already delivered its message.

"Was there a letter?"

Slowly, the Halfling pulls a rolled paper from his pocket.

"Yes, my lord.  I wouldn't think of keeping it," the Halfling says.

"I realize it was a mistake, but try to be careful in the future," I tell the Halfling as I take the letter.

"I will, I will.  Don't you worry about me!"

I dismiss the Halfling so I can read the letter.  Again, the perfect lettering of my former master's handwriting.

"Solmyr,
You have placed me in a difficult position.  Do I repay the debt I owe you, or do I seek my destiny?  Fortunately, I have been King for a very long time.  I have grown used to difficult situations where no answer is a good one.
So, I must refuse.  I wish that I could give you the boon you requested, but a greater plea to my honor must be attended to first.  If I do not follow my destiny and bring peace and order to this world, then I will doom everyone and every future generation to a life of pain.  You must understand this is for the greater good.
Please don't think ill of me because I refuse.  Ask anything else, anything within my power, and it is yours!
Gavin Magnus the Peaceful,
King of Great Arcan"


==Solmyr Enlists Genies==
They were my people - genies.  But I still wondered which side they would support in the war for Great Arcan.  They had taken an oath to uphold the order of Great Arcan, but who would lead them?  Magnus, who wants to unify the world and bring it everlasting peace by taking away free will, or Emilia Nighthaven, who believes in a country capable of justice for all.

I stepped inside the Altar of Wishes, alone and somber, and bent to one knee.  The air split with the crack of lightning and a dozen elder genies appeared before me.

"Name?" asked one.

"Solmyr ibn Wali Barad," I said, and then I came to my feet.  "I've come seeking your help."

"We suspected as much, but the choice you ask us to make is a difficult one.  On the one hand, no one before this day has had the opportunity to bring peace to the world," said another genie.

"But on the other hand," continued a beautiful young female, "that peace comes at a sacrifice.  Are we prepared to surrender the self for peace?"

I took a step forward, my hands held palms upward in a pleading gesture.

"Have we become so cynical that we are ready to give up on ourselves?  Who says we cannot achieve peace AND have free will?  Will it not be that much sweeter if we do?" I said.

"But what if you are wrong, Solmyr ibn Wali Barad?  What if this is our last chance for peace?" said the eldest genie.

Peace and order.  A world with no war, no suffering - it seemed so alien that I could barely imagine it.  But there was one thing I could picture.  I could see the vibrant faces of people with exciting dreams for the future.  I have seen those faces turn slack like a zombie as they became the mindless slaves of the Crystal Pendulum.  That was Gavin Magnus' perfect world.

"What good is peace if we no longer have the will to appreciate it, or even realize that we have it?  Do not call that peace!  It is slavery - slavery to our fears!  And I will not be party to it.  Will you?"

Perhaps my thunderous reply was disrespectful, but the faces of those poor humans were still fresh in my mind.

The genies seemed to come to a mutual, silent decision, and then the eldest stepped forward taking my outstretched hands.

"We will help you where we can," said the eldest genie.


==Emilia's Helper==
Proposal
A stone skips off the ground and zings past you before you can even approach the small hut.  You spin in circles, uncertain where it came from.

"I mean no harm!" you shout.

"How do I know that?" someone shouts back from inside the house.

"You could take my word for it?"

"Ha!"

"Then how do you suggest I earn your trust, good sir?" you ask.

There is a long pause, and perhaps even a whispered conversation from within the cabin.

"Show me that you're not one of those brainless servants of the Immortal King!  When Magnus came through here, he captured my hometown.  If you recapture Cauldron Hill, that'll prove you're on the right side!"

Progress
Unfortunately, you haven't recaptured Cauldron Hill yet, so any attempt to approach the cabin is met with a hail of stones.

Cauldron Hill Taken
Unfortunately, the people of Cauldron Hill are still under the powerful control of the Crystal Pendulum.  I'll have to place them under guard until I find a way to defeat Magnus - if that is possible!

Completion
You walk slowly up to the cabin, surprised that no one has attacked, and knock.  The door opens a crack, revealing only a portion of a halfling's face.

"I want to thank you for helping my people," the halfling says.

"My pleasure," you respond.  "Don't you want to return home?"

"Not yet.  I'm trying to help Queen Emilia battle that mind-stealing fiend, Magnus!"

"Magnus is no fiend, although I admit he may be as mad as one," you say.  "I was wondering if you could help me find Queen Emilia?  I want to join her forces."

"Well..."

Sensing the halfling's hesitation, you say, "I may know how she can defeat the Immortal King."

"Well, all I can tell you is she sometimes visits a Woodcutter's Cottage in the woods to the far north.  It's well hidden though!  You'll never find your way through the forest without knowing the way.  Visit the Window of the Magi outside and it'll show you.  Meanwhile, you'll have to find one of the Queen's followers before you can meet with her.  Maybe they can arrange a meeting."


==Quest: Brookside Gate==
Proposal
You've been talking with the guards in the tower for nearly an hour trying to convince them to let you pass, but they just won't believe that you no longer support King Magnus.  You don't blame them, considering your past, but there must be a way.

Finally, the commander of the tower says, "We've had a lot of trouble with the troops from Brookside.  If you want to prove you've switched sides, then defeat that town and maybe we'll let you through!"

If it's the only way...

Progress
No amount of begging or pleading will convince the guards to open the gate until you conquer the town of Brookside.

Brookside Taken
Today, I witnessed something that convinced me I have made the right choice in fighting King Magnus.

No one can control the chaos of battle, and unfortunately a fire started as we swept through the town of Brookside.  I noticed one of the burning homes had an infant child sleeping by the second floor window.  Instead of saving the child, however, its mother charged my army instead.  Certainly, if she still had free will she would've tried to save her baby first!

I had to drop everything to rescue the infant, but how many more will die needlessly before I can destroy Magnus?

Completion
Knowing how suspicious the guards are of your loyalty, you wave the captured flag of Brookside as you approach.

"The town is mine now, and the troops are locked away.  They are no longer a threat," you say.

Reluctantly, the guards open the gates and their commander steps out, taking the tattered flag.

"I hope I haven't made a mistake," he says.

"You have not, sir.  I only wish I joined your fair Queen Emilia earlier," you say.


==Quest: Rendezvous Point==
Proposal
You divert the direction of today's march and visit this out-of-the-way hut.

When you arrive, you find a scowling dwarf standing by the front door, his battle-axe held across his chest.

"That's close enough!" the dwarf shouts when you dismount.

"I am..."

"I know who you are," the dwarf cuts you off, "I am General Tharj of the army of Great Arcan!  I've come on behalf of Queen Emilia!"

So, this was Tharj, the dwarf who taught Emilia how to lead her troops.

"I must speak with Queen Emilia!" you say.

"Do you really expect her to trust you?"

"I hoped that she already trusts me.  I swear I am no longer the servant of Gavin Magnus, and that I now wish to defeat him as much as she does!"

"Easy to say, hard to prove," Tharj says.  Then reluctantly, he says, "I have been asked to make you an offer.  Bring me some reinforcements - real troops!  Say, 50 genies!  Bring them and I will arrange a meeting with Queen Emilia."

"It is done!" you say.

Progress
You return to the place where you met General Tharj, but the dwarf is not there.  He must know you haven't gathered the troops he needs.

Completion
"As you requested, General Tharj," you say as you approach the hut.  Following you are 50 of your brethren who have agreed to join the dwarf in the battle against Magnus.

Tharj frowns suspiciously, and then approaches to stare in the eyes of each and every genie.

"They appear to still have their wits about them," he says, as if surprised.

"I get my meeting with the Queen, do I not?"

"Yes," Tharj grunted.  "I'll send word ahead.  She'll be waiting for you in the north near the Woodcutter's Cottage our halfling friend told you about."

"My thanks," you say as you begin to ride off.

"One more thing, genie," Tharj calls to you.  "If you hurt that girl, I will personally feed you to my dogs.  Understand?"

Your only response is a deep bow.


==Solmyr Meets Emilia==
I wanted Emilia to trust me, so I approached the meeting spot alone with my hands clasped in front of me.  To my surprise, she came alone as well.  She was dressed in heavy winter clothing with her hood pulled up over her head.  The only sign that she was anything but a common peasant was the simple gold circlet holding back her long hair.

I dropped to one knee, lowered my head.

"Greetings, Queen Emilia Nighthaven!  I, Solmyr ibn Wali Barad, am your humble servant.  That is, if you will have me," I said.

Emilia paused for a moment, saying nothing.  I did not look up from the snow-covered ground, but I wished I knew what expression was on her face.

"I will not!  I don't need a servant, Solmyr.  I need someone to tell me how to defeat the Immortal King," Emilia said.

Finally, I looked up into her deep brown eyes and smiled.  Although she was still young, she looked older now.  The innocence was gone.  She was no longer a girl, but a leader of men.  I could only imagine how badly I would've lost if this were the Emilia Nighthaven I had met in battle!

"I can help, maybe.  But I must first warn you our chances are quite slim," I said as I came to my feet.

Emilia extended her hand and I took it.

"Well, slim is better than my chances were yesterday," she said.

"Then let us talk about how we're going to make you Queen of Great Arcan again."

Emilia and I walked back into the cover of the trees where her small army waited.





Scenario 7: To Slay an Immortal
Emilia and Solmyr embark on separate quests hoping to learn how to defeat Gavin Magnus.  First, Emilia leaves the borders of Great Arcan to an area overrun by chaotic creatures in search of the Sword of the Gods.  One story about this powerful weapon suggests that a great hero used it to kill an evil god.  If it worked on one immortal being, perhaps it will work on Magnus.  As for Solmyr, he enters the underworld again looking for someone who can tell him the origin of the Crystal Pendulum and hopefully a way to resist its enchantment.

Solmyr ibn Wali Barad:
"When an immortal dies, a ripple of sorrow flows throughout the Universe.  It is no small matter to slay such a being.  Even the hunter who puts his arrow into the last of a species of animal knows he has done something irreparable, something that has scarred the fabric of time and space.  So, it was with heavy hearts that Emilia and I embarked on such a hunt."


==Immortals==
Sitting on the back of my horse, I inspect the land stretched out before me.  I have left the borders of Great Arcan behind and come to another region overrun by thugs and murderers.  But this time I haven't come to bring order and justice.  I've come for a sword.

Before Solmyr and I departed (each of us on our own quest) the genie told me an ancient story about the Sword of the Gods.

"You must understand, my Queen, this is a long shot.  We do not know if the Sword of the Gods will kill Gavin Magnus," Solmyr had said.

"Yes, I understand that we are desperate."

"Well, here it is.  The hero's name is long forgotten, so he is known only as the Warrior of Light.  The brutal God of Sacrifice was slaughtering entire towns for his own twisted pleasure, and no one could stand against him.  But the Warrior of Light, only a boy then, set out alone to put a stop to the murders.  He traveled far away, battling dragon and demon, until he came to Paradise.  There he forged the Sword of the Gods under the watchful eye of the gods of good.  When he returned, he faced the God of Sacrifice in a battle that lasted a year and a day.  Finally, the Warrior of Light and the God of Sacrifice exchanged blows - each dealing the other's death."

"I hope that tale is true, Solmyr," I said.

"Me too.  It stands to reason that if the Sword of the Gods was capable of killing one immortal being, it can kill Magnus as well," Solmyr said matter-of-factly.

"If it exists, I'll find it.  Your task is much more difficult, I think."

"I found the Rainbow Crystal in the underworld.  Logic suggests that the answers we seek will be found there as well."

"Yes, but sometimes the world doesn't work logically, Solmyr.  Good luck to you," I said, taking the genie's strong hand.

"And to you, my Queen!" he said.

Now, I'm on my own again.


==Solmyr's Start==
All reason tells me that this is a long shot, but what choice do we have?  Emilia is searching for a sword that might be nothing but the imaginings of an old bard, and I have come here to the underworld at the request of a dream.

What would Emilia think of me if she knew I trusted our success to a dream?  She would probably think me crazy.  I already do.  But in all my life I have never had a dream like this one.  It was so real!

Even now, as I stare at these stone walls, I recognize them.  I have never been here before, but I know these walls.  Somewhere out there is the answer I need.  I just hope I find it in time.


==The Party==
It was my choice to leave my army behind and enter this rugged land with a small force of volunteers.  I don't want to attract either Gavin Magnus's attention, or the curiosity of the robber barons who rule this region.

So, my military advisor, Tharj, was the first to volunteer even though he argued against such a risky tactic.  Completing the small party are two dwarf brothers hand-chosen by Tharj as the best fighters in Great Arcan's army.  Their names are Onoven and Roeven.

For speed and ranged weapons, I have the halfling woman Fridilok, and the human archer, Kodge.  Finally, I asked one of the enchanters to join us as well, a learned man by the name of Taddevan.

This way, should I fail, only a few other lives will be lost.


==Quest: Decaying Tower==
Proposal
A decaying old tower blocks the tunnel ahead.  Its gates are locked and no one answers your calls.  So, instead of forcing your way through you transform into your favorite shape - a blue parrot - and fly up to one of the open windows hoping to open the gates from the inside.

Alone, you walk through the dark halls, brushing aside cobwebs.  Twice skeleton guards attack but they are no match for your magic.  Finally, you find the wheel and crank that will lift the tower gates, but as you reach for the handles a spiritual woman appears before you.

You fall back, raising your hands before you.  Has this ghost come to claim your life?

"Wait!" the spirit shouts.

You come slowly to your feet, eyeing the spirit closely.  Her aura is strong, lighting up the entire room, and you notice she was a beautiful woman once.

"I've come to help you, genie," the spirit says.

"How is that?"

"I know about the Rainbow Crystal - that which the Immortal One used in his Crystal Pendulum.  I can help you, if you will help me."

Something about this woman makes your insides tighten.  You know you shouldn't trust her, but what choice do you have?

"What do I have to do?" you ask.

"Well, first you have to get through this gate, and I can tell you the winch is broken - has been for centuries.  No one can pass, unless you bring down the entire thing."

"As old as this structure is, it is still sturdy.  It will take my men a week to tear it down."

"Yes," the spirit says with a gleam in her dark eyes, "but there is an Earth Portal near here.  It is a gateway to the Elemental Plane of Earth.  Eight of those elementals can crumble this tower in seconds!"

Again, you feel reluctant to deal with the ghostly woman, but she has a point.

"Then I shall return soon," you say.

Progress
Your instincts about the ghostly woman in the tower tell you that she is not to be trusted, so you return here silently in your bird form and make your way once again to the winch room.  You throw every ounce of your strength behind the aged mechanism.

Nothing.

"See?  It's broken," a familiar voice comes from behind you.

You turn, feeling stupid, and the ghostly woman says, "Now do you trust me, genie?  We can help each other, but first you must bring eight earth elementals to destroy this tower."

"Very well," you say, and leave.

Completion
The earth elementals surround the tower, prepared to tear it to the ground upon your command.  Do you want to destroy the tower now?


==Solmyr Joins Daeraphena==
There was no sign of the ghostly woman until the Earth Elementals brought down the tower in a thundering crash.  It wasn't until I passed through the rubble that she appeared floating before me.  I looked nervously around at my soldiers, wondering how they would take such an image, but apparently I was the only one who could see her.

"So, now can we talk about the Crystal Pendulum?" I said.

"Do you still mistrust me, genie?" she asked.

"The name is Solmyr ibn Wali Barad," I answered, avoiding the question.

"And I am Daeraphena."

"Beautiful name," I said politely.  "So, what can you teach me about the Crystal Pendulum, Daeraphena?"

She wagged a long finger at me and said, "Uh, huh!  Not yet.  It seems that we have not yet earned each other's trust, so I must insist that you help me first."

"Maybe I'll leave and not bother with you?"

"If you think you have that luxury.  Perhaps you can return after the Immortal One has enslaved the world?" Daeraphena said.

She knew too much about what was going on.  She knew I was desperate for a way to defeat the Crystal Pendulum.  She had all the control, and from the gloating expression on her face she was enjoying it too.

"Very well!  What do you want of me?" I asked.

"All I ask, Solmyr ibn Wali Barad, is for you to rescue me.  Rescue my body from its prison so that I can be whole again.  Is that so bad?"

I shrugged.  I knew I would regret it some day, but now was not the time to argue.


==Orc Attack==
A pack of orcs discovered our camp in the middle of the night, but thankfully Roeven spotted them seconds before their ambush.

"Attack!" Roeven shouted, waking us all.

I jumped to my feet, preparing a spell.  I was amazed at how quickly the others reacted.  Before the orcs reaches us, the dwarven brothers stood back-to-back at one edge of the camp - Onoven with his axe and Roeven with a greatsword taller than himself.

"Circle up!" Tharj ordered.

I had just enough time to step behind the bowman, Kodge, before the howling orcs attacked.  It was a bloody, short battle.  Taddevan and I supported the others with our spells.

Somehow, one of the larger orcs broke through our defenses.  With a backhand blow he slammed Taddevan to the ground, and then the orc swung his giant axe over his head.  I cringed, knowing in the next second that weapon would split my skull.

But the orc grunted and fell under the blow of Onoven's axe.  Then Roeven was there too, ending the creature's life with a swing of his greatsword.

"My Queen!  Are you all right?" Onoven asked.

The battle was over, but I couldn't stop shaking.

"My Queen?" Onoven asked again.

"Thanks," I mumbled, "I'll be fine."

I sat down while the others dragged the bodies away and tended to their wounds.  Taddevan had a large knot on his head where the orc had hit him, and Kodge had a cut on his arm.

Roeven sat next to me and took a cloth out to clean his weapon.

"It's over," he said, "but when you become Queen again, make it a law that everyone has to take regular baths.  I don't think I'll ever get the stink of that orc off my sword."

Despite myself, I laughed.


==Snark==
After more than two weeks together we have settled into a routine each night at camp.  Onoven builds a fire while Tharj, Roeven, and Fridilok pitch the tents.  Kodge, the bowman, does all the hunting and cooking.  His roasted rabbit is the best I've ever had, so I've asked him to become my cook if I ever become Queen of Great Arcan again.  He agreed.

Although Tharj and the others still treat me like their Queen, I insist I do my share of the work.  But I usually end up mending torn clothing or helping Taddevan place protective spells over the camp so we're not discovered.

When we settle down for the night and the order of the night watch has been chosen, Tharj, Taddevan and I sit together to plan our actions for the next day.  Inevitably, Tharj brings up the foolishness of our quest.

"I feel like I'm hunting snark," Tharj blurted.  Nearby, Kodge chuckled openly.

"What?" I asked.

"Snark," Kodge said, "no such animal, my Queen.  It's a hunter's joke.  Fathers send their sons out into the forest to find a snark as sort of initiation into manhood.  It's usually described as a six-legged critter with the head of a pig and the body of a cat.  The son stays out all day and night and comes back the next morning thinking they have failed.  My own father laughed at me for more than an hour.  It's an old joke."

"Yes, and this Sword of the Gods is a damn snark!" Tharj said.

"I believe it exists, Tharj.  If we're ever going to defeat Magnus, it has to exist."

"How long are we going to wander around looking for it?  Months?  A year?"

I stood up, suddenly unable to deal with my advisor's bad temper.  Ever since I allowed Solmyr to join us against his advice, the dwarf has been completely disagreeable.

"Well, Tharj, I'm not ready to go back and become Magnus's slave yet.  Are you?"

I stormed away, but there was a part of me that wondered if Tharj was right.  He has given me such good advice in the past, and I really didn't have any solid proof that the Sword of the Gods was anything more than the clever creation of a good storyteller.


==Soldiers Think Solmyr is Crazy==
After some time with the ghostly Daeraphena at my side, I have gotten used to her presence if not her personality.  My soldiers, however, are beginning to wonder if I have gone insane.  As hard as I try not to talk to her in front of them, I have been caught having a discussion with thin air on several occasions.  The rumors have spread, and I'm afraid there is nothing I can do about it.

As I sat down with a glass of wine before bed last night, Daeraphena suddenly appeared next to me.  She eyed the drink hungrily.

"Wine!  I miss it most, that is, after the warmth of a man in my arms.  Does it taste good?" she asked.

"Can't exactly have the best while on the road, but it has a good bouquet," I said.  I put the wine aside, suddenly feeling uncomfortable drinking it in front of this troubled spirit.

Daeraphena stared at me, and slowly she lifted a hand to touch my cheek.  It felt like a cool, light draft against my skin.

"So, how did you come to be in this condition?" I asked, pulling away.

Daeraphena prostrated herself on my cot and played with her hair as she spoke.

"Well, I won't tell you how long ago it was - a lady never reveals her age.  But I will tell you a man is responsible.  He loved me desperately, and although I was flattered by the attention he gave me I never led him to believe that I felt the same.  Besides, he was ugly and pale, and he rarely bathed.  How could a woman love such a man?"

"So, what did he do when he finally realized you did not love him?" I said, predicting the direction this story would soon take.

"Needless to say, he was very jealous.  He killed the man I truly loved, and used a powerful magic to turn my body into a statue of ice.  Thankfully, I possessed some magic of my own.  I was able to separate my spirit from my body the moment before he transformed me," Daeraphena explained.

"And ever since you have wandered the underworld looking for someone to free you.  Tell me, does this jealous lover still live?" I asked.

Daeraphena grinned and said, "He's not exactly dead, but he's not alive either."

Undead.  So, that's what I was up against.


==Removing the Curse==
"What is the name of the undead suitor who imprisoned you?" I asked Daeraphena one night.

She came to me every night now, insisting that we talk.  She seemed bored, almost desperate for the company of another.

"Mazellian," she said.  She leaned back on my cot, playing seductively with her hair.  I tried not to look at her.

"Oh, he's so creepy!  Sometimes, I sneak into the prison where he keeps my body - you know, to check up on myself.  Every day, Mazellian spends hours talking to me; only he's not talking to me.  He's talking to a block of ice that looks at me."

"Obsessed," I pointed out.  He would have to be to still carry an infatuation for her after all this time.

"Creepy, I say," Daeraphena said.  "Sometimes he kisses me in a way that would normally get his face slapped...that is, if I were still in my body!"

That sent a shiver down my spine.

"So, how am I supposed to change you back?  I haven't even heard of such magic before!"

"That's the easy part," she said.  She sat up and looked deeply into my eyes.  "It's an old-fashioned curse.  Someone who cares for me, really cares for me, must give me a kiss."

"A kiss?" I said.

"Yes," Daeraphena said, grinning mischievously, "and I must admit I'm looking forward to it."


==Nearing Mazellian==
Soon, I will face Daeraphena's captor in battle.  My quest is almost over, although it has been some time since I've actually thought about Gavin Magnus and the Crystal Pendulum.  I have Daeraphena to thank for that.

Each night we talk for hours.  She asks me questions about my life, and since I have lived for quite some time I have a lot of stories to tell.

Then she asked, "What's it like being a genie?"

"I don't know.  What's it like to be a spirit?"

"Lonely.  Cold," she said somberly.  She reached out to my face and once again I felt her airy touch.

"Lonely beyond belief, Solmyr.  You don't know how badly I want to know how your blue skin feels," she said as her hand fell to my shoulder and then over my bare arms.

"Touching - that's what I truly miss most!"

"Soon," I promised.

The prison where Mazellian held her icy body was near.  Only the necromancer stood before us now.

"Yes, soon, but do you care for me Solmyr?  Do you care for me enough to remove the curse?" she asked.  I knew by her tone that she didn't expect an answer.


==Entering the Crypt==
"I'll go first," Tharj said, "followed by Onoven and Roeven.  You bring up the rear.  All right?"

I nodded.

I was holding a pair of unlit torches while the halfling, Fridilok, tried to light some tinder with a knife and a piece of flint.  Each time she failed to light the tinder, she rubbed the flint three times on her dark hair and tried again.

"What's that all about?" I asked her about the strange custom.

"For luck," Fridilok said.  "If you start the fire without brushing it on your hair first, the torch will go out at the precise moment when you need it most - like in the middle of battle or something."

"Ah, I see," I said.  I looked up at Taddevan, who was watching us, and saw him roll his eyes.

Finally, Fridilok got the torches lit.  She kept one for herself and handed the other to Tharj.

"Okay, all ready?" Tharj said.

Everyone answered except the halfling.

"Wait a minute," she said.

She turned in a circle to the right three times, then three more times back the other direction.  Everyone stared at her, waiting.

When she finished her ritual, she looked at me and asked, "What?"

"I'm not even going to ask," I said.  "Let's go find the Sword of the Gods."


==Bone Dragons==
Poking from the decaying walls of this dusty chamber like giant stone roots were ancient coffins.  Some of them had fallen apart and spilled their rotten contents on the floor.  One such sarcophagus in the rear dropped a mummified warrior clutching a shining blade as perfect and clean as the day it was forged.  That must be the Sword of the Gods!

Then you hear a clattering like a thousand drummers approaching from an alcove to your right.

"Weapons ready!" Tharj shouts.

The first bone dragon dips its great skull to enter the chamber.  It stretches its skinless wings and raises its head toward the ceiling in the manner of a real dragon, but the sound that fills the room is more like a soul-chilling shriek than a threatening roar.  Now, you know why no one has recovered the Sword of the Gods before now.


==Sword of the Gods==
When I brought the Sword of the Gods into the light of day, I could feel its power vibrating in my hands.  In that moment, I believed for the first time that we could actually defeat Gavin Magnus.

I turned to those who accompanied me, people that I now considered friends.

"I want to thank you all," I said.

"Magnus doesn't know how much trouble he's in," Roeven said.

"All this is pointless unless that genie can find a way to defend us from the Crystal Pendulum," Tharj said.

"He will," I said.  If there is a way, I know Solmyr won't rest until he's found it.


==The Mind Shield==
Resting in an unlocked cell like an ornate sculpture was Daeraphena's body of ice.  Carefully, I ran a finger along its smooth surface.  It didn't make sense that a simple kiss would turn this statue of ice to flesh, but I bent forward and pressed my lips against her frozen ones.

Suddenly, I felt them kissing me back.  Daeraphena caught me in her embrace and kissed me longingly.  Finally, we parted and I took a step back.  She was whole.  Flesh and blood.  Beautiful!

"Thank you for the kiss, Solmyr," she said.

Then I remembered why I was here.

"Now it is your turn," I said.  "Tell me about the Crystal."

Daeraphena stepped uncomfortably close to me and placed a single hand on my hip.

"It is said that the Crystal was cut from a cave deep inside this world long, long ago.  But they also say that two Crystals were brought out of that cave, each from opposite sides of the cavern and thus their powers were opposites as well.  One became the Rainbow Crystal, and the other was cut down into smaller pieces," Daeraphena said softly.

"These other pieces, what became of them?"

"They were distributed to the most powerful wizards of the land to do with as they wished, and I will tell you what they did, but you must first promise to give me another kiss."

I nodded.

"One of the Crystals was used to forge the Mind Shield.  Wear it and it will negate the power of the Crystal Pendulum.  You and your army will be safe," she said.  She leaned so close that I could feel her warmth melding with my own. 

I lowered my head and kissed her slowly.

Now, I finally know why I have never felt comfortable around Daeraphena.  Men die for such a woman.





Scenario 8: The Price of Peace
The desperate final battle has come.  If Emilia and Solmyr can't find the Mind Shield before Gavin Magnus catches up to them, the world will likely become slave to the Crystal Pendulum.  So, General Tharj valiantly volunteers to fight a battle he can't possibly win in the hope of distracting Magnus long enough for Emilia to mount a proper defense.

Solmyr ibn Wali Barad:
"Stand on the edge of a precipice with your toes poking into thin air.  Feel the chill wind whip against your face, tug at your clothing, push at your shoulders.  This is how close we came to losing.  This is how close Magnus came to enslaving the minds of the entire world...forever!"


==A Student of Human History==
It is now my duty to pick up pen and ink and record the events that happened during these early years of Great Arcan.  Queen Emilia Nighthaven says she thinks my writing is both beautiful and honest, and she wants me to document what has happened because historians will find it difficult to accuse me of bias.

We returned to Great Arcan with the Sword of the Gods and information about the Mind Shield.  Unfortunately, I had hoped that Daeraphena, the woman who told me about the powers of the Mind Shield, would accompany me as well but after a week together she slipped out in the middle of the night and I haven't seen her since.  Perhaps she wasn't ready to face someone with the power of Gavin Magnus.

If we had any chance at victory, someone had to distract Magnus while the others searched for the Mind Shield.  Because of my past with the Immortal King, I volunteered for the task.

"It is time we faced each other," I said.

But then General Tharj spoke up.

"You know nothing of tactics, Solmyr," Tharj said.  "Obviously, I should be responsible for distracting our enemy.  Emilia needs you to help her find the Mind Shield more than she needs me to lead her army.  Everyone knows that the person who faces Magnus is guaranteed to lose if they don't have the Mind Shield.  I am more expendable!"

Emilia placed a hand on the dwarf's bulky arm and said, "No, Tharj, you are not expendable.  No one is expendable!"

"Doesn't change the fact that I am the best for the job."

The brave dwarf departed the next morning, taking a position in the west far from us.  I had no doubt Tharj would buy us the time we needed, but a gloom had settled over us, especially Emilia.  It was suddenly apparent how desperate our position was if we were sending our friends to their doom.


==Emilia Musing==
Emilia Nighthaven was distraught when she learned that the friends who helped her find the Sword of the Gods had fallen to Gavin Magnus and the Crystal Pendulum.  Onoven and Roeven, the dwarven brothers, Fridilok the halfling, and Taddevan the enchanter: all were part of a skirmish unit who tried to harass Magnus and his troops.  Somehow, Magnus figured out where they were hiding and caught them all.

"It's going to get worse before it gets better," she told me.

"Yes," I said.

"I shouldn't have sent them."

"They knew this would happen.  It had to be done, and these brave souls agreed."

But Emilia was inconsolable.

"What kind of Queen am I, sacrificing my friends just to get my throne back?" she asked no one in particular.

But this wasn't about the throne of Great Arcan.  This was about freedom.  If only Emilia could understand that.


==Disconsolation==
I almost didn't record this incident, but then I remembered Queen Emilia wanted me to compose these records as honestly as possible.

Not long after we received word that Tharj had succumbed to the Crystal Pendulum, I found Queen Emilia alone in her tent.  She was well intoxicated.  When I entered, she threw her crown at me.

"What's this mean?" I asked.

"I got rid of that thing once," she slurred.  "I never should've taken it back!"

"Emilia," I said, sitting on the cot beside her.

"I love that grumpy, old fool!  I love him and I sent him to the wolves!"

Before she became too upset, I took the bottle away and grabbed her hands.

"You cannot stop being Queen," I said.

"Watch me, Solmyr!"

"No, I will not allow it!  You are Queen.  You suffer now because you care so much, but you don't allow those emotions to make poor decisions for you.  Don't you see?  That's what makes you a great Queen!  You always make the decision that is right for everyone, not just yourself.  Tharj and the others - they had to sacrifice themselves so you and I could find the Mind Shield.  Otherwise, Gavin Magnus would have marched directly toward us and the world would be his - forever!"

"But what if we fail?" Emilia said through her tears.

"Then we fail," I said.  "But I must tell you, right now, Tharj has given us a greater chance of defeating Magnus than I ever thought possible.  I, for one, believe we will win!"


==The Assassin==
In the darkest hours of the night, a lone, stocky figure entered our camp.  He talked his way past the night watch because he was familiar to them.  This unexpected visitor strolled slowly among the tents, giving no hint of his true mission until he reached the largest of the tents, the Queen's tent.

Then he drew the longsword strapped across his back, tightened his grip on the familiar hilt, and entered.

Sometimes, when Queen Emilia can't sleep, she reads until she gets tired.  That night had been such a night.  The candle she read by was still lit.  It saved her life.

An arrow pierced the fabric of the Queen's tent and struck her assailant the second before the sword fell.  A moment later, a young archer entered and threw himself on the short figure.

"My Queen!" the soldier said, "Are you all right?"

Emilia had crawled out of her bed and wept when she saw the face of her would-be killer.

"No!  I didn't know!" the young soldier said when he saw who he had shot.

I arrived seconds later and stared down into the still eyes of Emilia's former military advisor, General Tharj.  He was dead, an arrow through the heart.  I was confused.  It wasn't like Magnus to use assassins.  So, this must be a statement.  Or perhaps a tactic?  Could he be trying to destroy our morale?


==Mourning Tharj==
It took some time for Emilia to calm the troops after the death of General Tharj.  The dwarf had been highly respected among the soldiers, and the way Magnus forced Tharj to become a common assassin angered them greatly.  It was a great dishonor.  That is when some of the officers insisted we drop the search for the Mind Shield and immediately attack Gavin Magnus.

To Emilia's credit, she refused regardless of her feelings for Tharj.  She wanted Magnus dead as much as anyone - more perhaps.  The quest for the Mind Shield continued, although I think I saw something in Emilia disappear that day.  She finally accepted that Great Arcan was as much a part of her as she was a part of it.


==Titans Approach==
A chill wind whips through the mountain pass.  You pause when you hear the thunder.  Should you look for cover?  But then you realize that's not thunder - it's too regular.  You stare toward the bend ahead, knowing what you're about to see but unprepared when the titans appear.  They march toward you, intent on battle, so you raise your arm and order the attack.


==To Victory==
The night after we won the Mind Shield, I entered Emilia's tent with a bottle of fine wine I had been saving for just this occasion.  I poured a glass for us both, handed one to her.

"To victory," I said, raising my glass.

"And to those who fell to get us this far," Emilia added.

"Tharj will forever be remembered," I said.

"I know."

Emilia finished her glass in thoughtful silence before she spoke again.

"Solmyr?  Does a Queen have to lose all her friends to lead her country?"

"It's true, a king or queen usually has few friends.  As you know, sometimes you have to order your friends to their death.  It takes someone of great character to do that and stay sane," I said, intending it to be a compliment.

"I wonder if it's worth it to lose all your friends for a stupid ring of gold," Emilia said, removing her diadem.  She dropped it unceremoniously on the ground.

"Well, I do not know if it is worth it.  That is for you to decide.  But I do know that the best kind of Queen is a woman who doesn't want to be one.  Besides, who says you have to give up friendship?  You are still young by human standards, Emilia.  And I know you - you will forever be wealthy in love and friendship!"

"Are you one of those friends, Solmyr?" she asked.

"Of course!"

Emilia's gaze fell to the Sword of the Gods and the Mind Shield resting on a small table near her cot.

"I hope so.  You know, if those work as they are supposed to, I am going to kill Magnus?"

"Yes," I said.  It was still hard for me to imagine my former master dead.

"Just so you know."

"My Queen," I said, "I will be by your side the entire time."

Emilia poured herself another glass of wine, took a sip.

"I want you to know, Solmyr, that I consider you my friend as well."


==Freedom==
Before I record those last seconds of the battle against my former master, Gavin Magnus, I must state again that I had no choice but to take this course.  It was the world, or Magnus.  He forced me into such a position, yet I still feel pity for what this once-great man has become.

Thankfully, the Mind Shield nullified the effects of the Crystal Pendulum.  I saw the confusion on Magnus's face when he realized his will-stealing device wasn't working.  Then the real battle began.  I won't record the specifics of combat for I take no pleasure in the deaths that resulted - even the deaths of my enemy.  It is enough to say that Queen Emilia Nighthaven and I somehow managed to outmaneuver our enemy.  Perhaps that is when Magnus realized that in the past he often relied on me for war strategies?

The battle ended when Gavin Magnus fell under his many wounds.  The day was ours.

Or so we thought.  If in the past the Sword of the Gods killed the God of Sacrifice, the weapon was still not powerful enough to put an end to the Immortal King.  Emilia and I were discussing the best way to dispose of the Crystal Pendulum when Magnus groaned and lifted himself up from the ground, his wounds healed.

"Traitor!" he screamed.

Magnus picked up a sword left on the battlefield and struck at me before anyone could react.  Anyone, that is, except for Emilia.

Oh, I wish she had been slower!  Emilia stepped in front of Magnus and took his sword through her belly.  The blade exited her back and still had enough force to punch a few inches into my stomach as well.

Then Magnus stepped back, preparing a spell.  I knew he was going to shatter the Mind Shield.  If he destroyed it, victory would be his when the Crystal Pendulum subjugated all our minds.  In one blow, he could turn defeat into victory.

I didn't have time to be gentle with Emilia.  I pushed her away, allowing her to drop to the ground with the sword still through her belly.  Energy coursed through my body as I summoned a Lightning Bolt.  But instead of directing the bolt at Gavin Magnus, I threw it at the Crystal Pendulum.

The Crystal exploded, showering shards all over the battlefield, but the only sound I could hear was the ear-piercing screams of my former master.  Magnus clutched at the sides of his head with both hands and fell to his knees, shrieking like a banshee experiencing a hundred thousand tortures at once.

I shall never forget the sound.

Finally, the battle was over.

Emilia Nighthaven survived, barely.  The healers say the blade severed her spine and that she'll never walk again.  When she recovers enough to go out in public, the people of Great Arcan plan to hold a parade in her honor ending with a second coronation.  They will accept no one else as their Queen and protector.  And then Emilia will bless General Tharj's newly built tomb.

Thankfully, everyone who came under the spell of the Crystal Pendulum has returned to normal.  Only Gavin Magnus seems changed.  Apparently, to control the magical device he must have magically linked his mind with it.  When I destroyed the Pendulum, I destroyed his mind as well.  I'm afraid he will never recover.

Even as I write this I sit in Gavin Magnus's warm cell.  He stares out the window without seeing, without even knowing where or who he is.  Catatonic - for all eternity.  I hope, at least, that he is at peace.

As for me, I am left with picking up the pieces and recording all that happened.  I am a free man now, and it feels wonderful!  May all who read my words know what it is like to be your own person, to make your own decisions.

And may you have the strength of will to find peace as well, but at a much lesser cost.

Your humble friend,
Solmyr ibn Wali Barad


Solmyr ibn Wali Barad:
"A human’s free will isn’t the only thing we genies envy.  Sometimes, I long for the blissful ignorance of a short life.  We all pay for the wrongs we do, but for a genie we have an eternity to live with our regrets.  Such is our fate."


