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Unclear Presence: 
[ 14 Eleasias 1372, late evening ]

Unclear Presence: 
Though it had been a while since his last visit, the

Cliffwatch hadn't seemed to change much. Walking from his room into the dimly

though comfortably lit hall, all looked as it had in the run down yet clean

environs. This hallway on

Unclear Presence: 
the third floor was void of life and noise at the moment,

though within a few heartbeats, the sound of muted laughter came up the

stairwell from below. If memory served correctly, it was old Felstan himself

who was issuing the

Unclear Presence: 
mirthful noise. A quick glance to the single window at the

opposite end of the hall would reveal that the sun was still up, though it

would soon be giving way to night's embrace. Despite the fact that Dekar now

had ever reason to be

Unclear Presence: 
wary of every shadow or creaking noise at the moment, the

familiar, homey environs were in and of themselves offering some level of

comfort and

Unclear Presence: 
calmness. That aside, what may be of more comfort was the

fact that two floors below was a man able and willing to help Dekar out in

some more...practical fashions. Obviously there was at least one guest below

chattering with

Unclear Presence: 
Felstan at the moment, but in the past, when Dekar needed

something special taken care of, Felstan was more than willing to drop the

idle meanderings and get to it.

BitVyper: 
All the way to Waterdeep? Dekar wondered just how far his power

might progress.  It seemed as though each shadow came with a host of new

abilities, and yet he was just now beginning to feel their one drawback.

Though he was inside 

BitVyper: 
at the moment, the sun's light seemed to carry an unnatural

weight.  The light felt like some viscous liquid; slowing him down, dulling

his reflexes, and burning his eyes.  Dekar found himself feeling glad that

the sun would be down

BitVyper: 
soon.  Of course, an observer would not have noticed the

difference; for Dekar, sluggish as he was, he still moved with agility and

grace far exceeding that of a normal human.  Detecting the presence of

Felstan below, Dekar quickly 

BitVyper: 
descended the steps, hoping that the man wouldn't inquire as to

just where he had entered from.  He moved with a certain degree of wariness,

as well; the image burned into the wall of the room he showed up in was still

in his mind. 

BitVyper: 
He supposed it could have been meant for someone else.  After all,

he hadn't exactly intended to teleport himself quite that far.  It was too

much of a coincidence to disregard however, especially given recent

circumstances. 

BitVyper: 
The elf didn't really know whether to hope that his late employer

had countermeasures for such an even in place, or not.  The man hadn't done

anything to deserve his ire, but he hadn't done anything to deserve his good

wishes either

BitVyper: 
Indifference it was, then.  Still, the most important matter of

the moment, was getting control back.  He wouldn't become a slave to some

shadow-bitch.  And as the light continued to sear Dekar's eyes, he was

inspired, and that 

BitVyper: 
usual smile that left one wondering just what he was thinking,

crept back on to his face.  It was on that thought, that he reached the main

floor.  Seeing that the man had indeed been Felstan, 

BitVyper: 
he waved, and exclaimed, &quot;Felstan! It's been awhile,&quot;

not bothering to excuse himself for interrupting the conversation.

Unclear Presence: 
Though surprise and momentary confusion erupted on the

aging innkeeper's unremarkable face, there wasn't even the least hint of

irritation at the interruption. In fact, that slightly wrinkled visage

erupted in a wide, warm smile as 

Unclear Presence: 
he simultaneously waved and got up from his plush,

well-worn chair. "Dekar! What a pleasant surprise. Please, come pull up a

chair, I was just chatting with Iregor here. Or rather, swapping a few tall

tales." Despite Dekar's

Unclear Presence: 
momentary reservations, Felstan hadn't asked aloud or

otherwise thus far as to how Dekar arrived, and it didn't appear that would

change anytime soon. Iregor, another older human man

Unclear Presence: 
simply took the interruption in stride and offered a nod

of greeting in Dekar's direction when his name had been mentioned. It didn't

appear that he was in any hurry.

BitVyper: 
Dekar was almost taken aback by the man's openness.  He'd clearly

been living with drow far too long.  Taking a seat at the bar, he said,

&quot;Tall tales, eh? I have quite a few of my own, but I'm afraid 

BitVyper: 
they'll have to wait; business, you know.  Tell me, what is new in

the city? I've been away for some time now.&quot;

Unclear Presence: 
Taking Dekar's mention of business as a cue, Felstan

kindly excused himself from Iregor's company and walked to where Dekar was

perched. Clapping Dekar amiably on the shoulder--something that may be more

dangerous at the moment than

Unclear Presence: 
the elder innkeeper may think, given the recent events and

circumstances which may have the pale elf on edge--he motioned his free hand

towards the door behind the bar. "Well now, you'll have to give me a few to

sort out the

Unclear Presence: 
juiciest tidbits. Which I'll do on our way to the pantry,

I have something I've been saving up for your return." Hoping Dekar would

take his cue, the proprietor flipped up the simple folding shelf which

granted access to the rear of

Unclear Presence: 
bar and headed in the indicated direction. "Oh, yes, the

Lords actually allowed the Thayans to open up one of their Enclaves in the

city. Personally, I'll never understand why, given their past track record,

but tis not this old

Unclear Presence: 
innkeep who makes such decisions." By that time, Felstan

had disappeared through the doorway.

BitVyper: 
His curiosity piqued, Dekar decided that current matters could

rest for a moment, and followed the old innkeeper.  &quot;Thayans, you say? I

can't imagine why any sane man would allow one of the red 

BitVyper: 
wizards into his home,&quot; he said, conversationally.  Come to

think of it, Cogliostro pretty much fit the bill for one.  Strange that the

elf hadn't noticed it before.  &quot;But, I 

BitVyper: 
suppose gold can overpower even logic in these matters.&quot;

Xullrae Zauviir: 
(Lon on start when ready.)

Xullrae Zauviir: 
*log

Unclear Presence: 
Once they were deep into the back room and out of earshot

of Felstan's previous companion, the aging proprietor muttered a resignated

agreement as he continued to lead them to a chamber that was even further

back in the

Unclear Presence: 
establishment. More of a closet, really, though fairly

large. Dekar knew the man to keep certain 'sensitive' items and the like in

said closet. "Aye, surely the money has a part in it, though I hear tell the

current head of Mystra's

Unclear Presence: 
temple has a large hand to play in it. Can't say that I

care for the gentleman, but again, what's an old fogey like me got to say

about it? Now...." At this point, he reached the closet's door, and pulled a

key from beneath his

Unclear Presence: 
shirt, which was strung on a loop and hung around the

girth of his neck. As he put the key to use, he turned to face Dekar with

something of an excited smile. "Now, it may be nothing, but I remember a lot

of things people share with

Unclear Presence: 
me, one of which are the odd gemstones you spoke to me

about. Some time back, a small group of adventurers had taken up residence

here for several days...a group which recently fled a far off dungeon, only

half of them escaping here

Unclear Presence: 
to the city by means of magic. Anyway, during their stay,

they had gone through what little they had managed to 'salvage' from the

venture, and among the treasures was what just had to be one of them stones

ye told me

Unclear Presence: 
about." Pausing just long enough to scuttle in and allow

Dekar to pass through, he then shut the door behind them and made a minor

motion with one hand to activate the magics of the glowstone that was

situated in the middle of the 

Unclear Presence: 
chamber's low ceiling. "Not having any idea of how much it

was actually worth, coupled with my skills at making my interest level in it

just right, I managed to get it from them for a handful of dragons. Tis

small, but in the deal, 

Unclear Presence: 
I also managed to get a copy of the map they used for

their explorations...." With a certain gleam in his eyes, he deftly set about

opening one of the locked cupboards situated within, using the same key that

the door to the room 

Unclear Presence: 
had been opened with.

BitVyper: 
What remained of Dekar's anger completely vanished upon mention of

the stone.  Had Felstan really come across Everlasting Darkness? It would

certainly be ironic for the elf to have braved the underdark for the gem, and

then found it

BitVyper: 
find it on the surface.  &quot;Interesting...&quot; was all Dekar

could remark as he anxiously waited to see the stone for himself.

Unclear Presence: 
It took a few moments of sifting through papers, small

boxes, pouches, and the like to find it, but soon enough he produced a closed

up scroll tube. Quickly uncapping it, he first tilted it to allow the stone

to roll down onto his 

Unclear Presence: 
palm. "Like I said, its not large, and it's roughly cut.

If it's even cut at all. From what those adventuring folk had said, this was

just a fragment of what must have been a larger stone. They saw some other

fragments laying

Unclear Presence: 
nearby, but the dung hit the windmill fan before they

could gather any more." Holding the gem up to the light, Dekar could easily

tell that it seemed to be of the same type of those he'd found in another

dungeon recently, while on a

Unclear Presence: 
venture with a certain drow bladesinger. As mentioned, it

was extremely rough, almost to the point of appearing to have been shredded

apart from a larger piece, if such were possible. It was quickly proferred to

Dekar, with Felstan 

Unclear Presence: 
now trying to shake the map from the tube with one hand.

BitVyper: 
Taking the gem lightly, and holding the gem up to the light, Dekar

examined it for a moment.  Not the one he was looking for, but still, the map

would definitely be worthwhile.  Another treasure to hunt! A ruin to explore,

and

BitVyper: 
who knows what else to find.  His accidental teleportation had

clearly been a stroke of great luck.  Who needed Cogliostro anyway.

Unclear Presence: 
Rolling out not one sheet of crisp, fresh parchment, but

three, Dekar could see now there were two partial interior maps, of differing

levels to the ruin, and one of what could only be the surrounding area on the

surface, with 

Unclear Presence: 
notes including nearby towns. Felstan had not caught

Dekar's look as of yet, so wrapped up in the doing was he. "Here, on this

one, ye can see the nearby towns. Its pretty far to the east. As I said, they

used magics to whisk 

Unclear Presence: 
themselves back here. But all the same, it's an

opportunity to take up when ye can." Offering a smile to Dekar now rather

than the map, his gaze then went to the stone. "Is it one of what ye're

lookin' for"?

BitVyper: 
&quot;As always, Felstan, I am glad to have chosen your

establishement,&quot; Dekar said with gratitude.  Frankly, the elf just

didn't feel like feigning disinterest at the moment.  

BitVyper: 
&quot;The jewel itself bears some similarity, but provides little

more than a clue,&quot; he answered honestly.  &quot;I would like to see this

ruin for myself however.  

BitVyper: 
What would it take for you to part with these, my friend?&quot;

Dekar hadn't been able to guess the gem's worth from his brief look, but

judged that it might be important in the ruin, since the jewels seemed to be

important for 

BitVyper: 
providing magical conduits.

Unclear Presence: 
"Pah, a few tales of your latest adventures and we'll call

it even. Though we'll have to get to that later, as I've someone special to

go meet right about now." Offering a conspiratorial wink and a humored grin,

he handed the maps

Unclear Presence: 
and case to Dekar, then set about closing up the cupboard.

"After I clean meself up a bit." It then occured to Dekar that he could

faintly hear bells outside slowly chiming the eight o'clock hour. Which in

turn reminded him of the

Unclear Presence: 
slight time difference between the region he'd been in as

of late, and here on the coast. Not that it mattered much.

BitVyper: 
Dekar grinned back at the man.  &quot;I've enough tales for an

epic by now,&quot; he boasted.  &quot;You have my gratitude for these,&quot;

he continued sincerely.  &quot;Enjoy your evening then.  It seems I have my

own affairs 

BitVyper: 
to put in order now.&quot;  With that said, the elf stood, placed

the two items into one of his cloak's many inner pockets, and strode out of

the room in a much better mood than he had been upon 

BitVyper: 
entering.  Still there was a voice at the back of his mind

cautioning him that certain actions could not go unchecked.  Fortunately,

Dekar had already thought of a way to deal with the sword.  

BitVyper: 
With that in mind, he would set off for the wizard's guild, in the

tower of order.  He would require a number of scrolls from them.
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Unclear Presence: 
Though Dekar wasn't intimately familiar with the central

headquarters of the Watchful Order of Magists and Protectors, it was a

building that stood out well enough that he could find his way there with

ease. It helped that the

Unclear Presence: 
building was in the same Ward as the inn he was 'staying'

at. Despite the fact that the sun hadn't completely given way to nightfall,

it was now low enough, and the surrounding buildings tall enough, that Dekar

was traveling through

Unclear Presence: 
a comfortable level of gloom. There were still people

scuttling about and lighting what street lamps did not come about of their

own accord magically, so now would perhaps be the darkest he'd see it all

night. The first few blocks

Unclear Presence: 
of travel were pretty straightforward, a simple matter of

following along the outer wall. Scarcely more than a block into the city

proper after finally turning, something did manage to rouse him temporarily

from thoughts of his

Unclear Presence: 
current mission. At first, he couldn't be sure why, as it

was more a subconscious thing, and he was merely passing yet another building

in this fancy district that had statuary displayed in front of it. A full

look at the statuary--

Unclear Presence: 
or rather, at one particular part of a very large statue,

there being some dozen people in all depicted in the gargantuan

sculpture--revealed just what it was. Though not the tallest nor broadest

figure in the lot, it stood out to

Unclear Presence: 
him because of it's familiarity. And it's relevance in

reminding him of the bald, tattooed human he'd unwittingly run afoul of

earlier in the eve. Yes, closer scrutiny revealed that it was a very good

likeness of the blonde haired

Unclear Presence: 
man that was proclaimed to be Cogliostro's son. Dekar

couldn't even really remember meeting the man in person, but somehow, that

knowledge was there all the same. Someone must have pointed the man out from

afar, or perhaps in a

Unclear Presence: 
portrait at the Vengeful Weave during idle or overheard

conversation. Whatever the case, here in his newfound refuge was a direct

link to that he was trying to avoid for the time being. To top it off, as he

stared at the depiction, 

Unclear Presence: 
a passerby opened one side of the large, double doors

leading into the place, and Dekar got a glimpse of the elderly lady that he

saw bustling about Cogliostro's kitchens a time or three. Kail was her name,

if memory served. Just as

Unclear Presence: 
the door closed behind the unknown patron, Dekar could

swear the old lady turned and gazed directly at him, though her expression

had been unreadable. A slight wind then blew through the street, causing the

sign above the doors to

Unclear Presence: 
sway and hence catch his attention. "The Raven's Loft", it

read. No relevance to anything Dekar knew of. Nor was the place, necessarily,

aside from somewhere to either investigage...or avoid with utmost haste.

Unclear Presence: 
*investigate

BitVyper: 
&quot;So, the wizard really was a Thayan...&quot; Dekar remarked

as he examined the statue, realising that his life may have suddenly become

much more complicated.  &quot;Important one, too.  Damn.&quot;  

BitVyper: 
Upon noticing Kail, the elf remained still, watching to see if the

woman would do anything.  It was entirely possible that she did not know what

had happened to the wizard yet.  When she left, Dekar turned, and continued

onward.  

BitVyper: 
Best just to keep his distance from the place, at least for now.

He still planned to return to Sshamath when all was said and done.

Ironically, he would probably have fewer problems with the red wizard there,

that is, if they even

BitVyper: 
knew of what he had done.  However, Dekar never trusted any wizard

not to know of something.

Unclear Presence: 
That in mind, he couldn't quite shake the feeling of being

watched after passing by the establishment where the old woman had

momentarily locked gazes with him. Again with the damnable wizards. All the

same, no amount of trying to

Unclear Presence: 
detect anyone would prove fruitful, and as it was the rest

of his short trip to the Tower of the Order was quite uneventful. One thing

of note was that the streets were swiftly thinning of traffic, as this Ward

was primarily a

Unclear Presence: 
residential one. His return trip would have to be via

magic or under concrete false pretenses, as he'd most likely rouse the Watch

if they happened by each other. Despite the hour being a tad late for normal

business, the place was 

Unclear Presence: 
not technically closed for the eve just yet, so he was

allowed in readily enough. Not without a dark glance and some mutters to his

back, to be sure. Apparently the day had been long, and the minimal staff at

least wanted to wrap

Unclear Presence: 
up. A robed youngling, most likely an apprentice of some

sort, came out to greet Dekar not more than a few moments after he'd entered

the entry foyer. The male had a bit of haughtiness to his stance and gait,

despite rather young 

Unclear Presence: 
years, but it didn't show through when he spoke. "Well

met, Goodsir. How may we assist you this evening?"

BitVyper: 
&quot;Good evening,&quot; Dekar replied with a friendly nod.

&quot;I a require a few scrolls and other trinkets at the moment, and of

course, I was directed to your fine establishment,&quot; he continued,

listing off the 

BitVyper: 
names of a few spells that he needed.  &quot;Do you have any of

those on hand at the moment?&quot;

Unclear Presence: 
The man's eyes widened slightly at the mention of one of

the higher level spells. "Of course. However, you'll need to excuse me a

moment, as one of the senior officers will have to help you with...some of

the more powerful

Unclear Presence: 
enchantments you seek. Please, have a seat." Whereupon the

man indicated one of the plush chairs situated along the walls of the sizable

foyer. In that same instant, the outer doors opened behind Dekar, and a man

strode

Unclear Presence: 
in. Or rather, a mountain in man form. Easily the most

broadly framed and muscled man Dekar had ever seen, in fact. The long,

braided beard he sported over gleaming silver plate gave him the appearance

of gigantic dwarf. Though in

Unclear Presence: 
truth, the man barely stood six feet. It wasn't that fact

that caught Dekar's attention, but rather that this figure--or rather, a

representation--had been standing right next to Cogliostro's son in the

statue outside the Raven's

Unclear Presence: 
Loft. Prying eyes indeed. Without glancing at Dekar, and

giving the apprentice little more than a glare, he mountainous fellow rumbled

some words as he strode on by and past them both. "No need. Give the man what

he wants, on my

Unclear Presence: 
authority." Pausing a moment before disappearing into one

of the three archways leading out of the foyer, he half turned to glance at

Dekar briefly. "Sell to him at the member discount. He'll be needing every

copper at his command 

Unclear Presence: 
soon enough, I'm feeling." With that, he dwarfed giant

turned and stepped away, leaving the apprentice stammering somewhat. A

belated nod and murmur of approval was made to the armored one's back, then

the apprentice turned and

Unclear Presence: 
bowed his head to Dekar briefly. "Will there be anything

else you'll be needing before I set off to retrieve your desired goods?"

BitVyper: 
Dekar had to think about that for a moment.  Originally, he had

intended to either speak with a senior member, or secure an appointment with

one so as to discuss sponsorship of his latest quest.  However, if that man

had any idea

BitVyper: 
who he was, or what he had done, it might be best to keep his

information to himself until he was prepared to submit a full report on his

findings.  &quot;No, that will be all, thank you,&quot; was his reply, 

BitVyper: 
and decision regarding that matter.  When the apprentice had gone,

Dekar's mind drifted to the stones as he waited.  He hadn't heard of anything

like them before.  It was possible that none had done any extensive research

on them as

BitVyper: 
of yet.  Inwardly, he began to muse as to just what he might call

them.  &quot;Nether stones,&quot; had a nice ring to it.

&quot;Dekkite,&quot; was another possibility, but perhaps a bit to cocky even

for him.  

BitVyper: 
He chuckled out loud at the next idea to enter his mind.  It might

be worth it, just to see how the drowess would react to having a stone named

after her family.  As the time passed, he continued musing over names and

such, 

BitVyper: 
occasionally chuckling to himself at one or another.  Of course,

it was entirely possible that the stones were already named, but for now, it

was at least amusing.

Unclear Presence: 
How long those thoughts went on before being interrupted

was unknown, but couldn't have been more than half an hour. The male

apprentice had a partner of sorts in tow, this time, who swiftly brought the

folded stand he was carting

Unclear Presence: 
around to Dekar's side, and just a quickly set it up. That

done, the second man stepped back and waited silently, while the first

apprentice laid out two items. The first was a rolled up case, which Dekar

could assume held the

Unclear Presence: 
scrolls within. The second was a small, elongated box,

which revealed a wand held within it's velvet lined depths. Once the case was

set down and into an open position, the scroll case was unraveled and pushed

forward, so that Dekar

Unclear Presence: 
could look at the contents for himself.

BitVyper: 
After examining each of the items in turn, Dekar nodded in

satisfaction, and turned his attention back to the apprentice.

&quot;Excellent,&quot; he said.  &quot;Now, how much would you like for the

lot of them? 

BitVyper: 
Your senior said something about a 'member discount?'&quot;

Unclear Presence: 
Casting a brief glance to his companion, apparently to

assure himself of something, the apprentice then answered. "As instructed, we

are to offer the lot to you for 14,500 gold. City notes, and all forms of

city currency are

Unclear Presence: 
accepted. Gems may also be accepted, though you'd have to

oblige us while one of our staff appraises them."

BitVyper: 
&quot;Well, unfortunately, I am just passing through, and have

only gemstones at the moment.  However, I have the time to wait if you have

the time to appraise them,&quot; Dekar replied, producing two, 

BitVyper: 
large emeralds, and a slightly smaller ruby from within his cloak.

Unclear Presence: 
"Of course. I shall wait with you, while my companion

fetches one of our house appraisers." With the barest of nods, the second

apprentice was on his way. And returned almost as swiftly. Apparently, one of

the appraisers had been

Unclear Presence: 
nearby. This fellow was far older than the others, though

nothing seemed decrepit about him. It was this older man who addressed Dekar

next, as he moved uninvited to take up the stones one by one and begin his

assessment. "Please 

Unclear Presence: 
forgive the fact we are conducting our business here in

the foyer. The rest of the facilities are already closed to the public, but

we always take pains to help last minute customers and emergency walk-ins as

we are able."

Unclear Presence: 
After peering through both a mundane inspection glass, and

a magical one, the elder man offered a polite smile and a nod to his fellows.

"I believe we will actually be owing you, Kind Sir. Unfortunately, we can

only offer City Notes

Unclear Presence: 
at his late hour, or credit for future use at our

facilities. If you really desire hard coin, we can have it delivered to your

current place of residence first thing after opening in the morn."

BitVyper: 
&quot;Not a problem at all, my friend.  I should apologise for

imposing on you at such a late hour.  Your time is much appreciated,&quot;

Dekar replied to the man's first apology.  It was never a bad idea to treat 

BitVyper: 
the wizards and sages here with respect, especially when there was

a good chance that he would be dealing with them again in the near future.

When the appraiser had finished his job, and explained what he could provide,

Dekar 

BitVyper: 
nodded, and replied, &quot;city notes will suffice.&quot;  They

wouldn't be of much use to him, but perhaps the elf would simply leave

Felstan a large tip for his assistance.

Unclear Presence: 
Smiling a bit more warmly this time, the senior

guildmember reached into the folds of his robe and produced a writ of some

sort, whereupon he jotted some numbers in the appropriate places, signed and

dated the bottom section, then

Unclear Presence: 
stamped one of his ornate rings to the paper, leaving an

official guild mark upon it. The amount was for 500 gold on the dot. Handing

it over to Dekar, he offered a reverent half bow and departed, leaving the

apprentices to finish

Unclear Presence: 
up and see the pale elf to the door.

BitVyper: 
His business here finished, Dekar thanked the apprentices, placed

both the scrolls, and the wand inside one of his magical pockets, and left

the tower.  He supposed the guard would be out now that it was late, but it

wouldn't be 

BitVyper: 
terribly difficult for one of his skills to evade their notice.

When night had fallen, the elf had felt the darkness fill him with new

vigour, like a breath of fresh air.  With his shadow powers returned, Dekar

employed the shadow 

BitVyper: 
stride to quicken his trip back to the inn.
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