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BitVyper: 
The drow and the human were more or less ignoring him now.

Apparently, the two weren't fond of each other, but Dekar really didn't care.

If the map were really the lead he'd been looking for, then he had no need to

remain in 

BitVyper: 
Cogliostro's employ anyway.  If it weren't... well, it was still a

treasure map, and he had no desire to be caught in the middle of a wizard's

duel.  

BitVyper: 
With that in mind, it took the elf barely a fraction of a second

to decide on his next course of action.  He coughed once to draw their

attention back to himself, and upon seeing that he had it, gave a sarcastic

sort of friendly 

BitVyper: 
appgrin and said &quot;ah, good! I feared I'd been affected by

some sort of malicious invisibility curse for a moment.  However, now that I

have your attention, I am afraid I must excuse myself from your...&quot; 

BitVyper: 
he paused for a moment, pointedly appearing thoughtful, as if

looking for the proper adjective.  Finally, he continued &quot;.... company.

Now, if you'll indulge me for just one more moment, I've 

BitVyper: 
been practicing this.&quot;  Without allowing the wizards a chance

to respond, Dekar gripped his cape in one hand and pulled it around himself,

so that his entire body was obscured from view, and melted 

BitVyper: 
into the shadows at the same time.  To the onlookers, it appeared

as though he'd simply vanished into his own garment, which was subsequently

pulled into the same nothing.  In the same moment as his form vanished, the

elf re-emerged

BitVyper: 
from the shadows in an alleyway two buildings over.  That was

quickly becoming one of his favourite tricks.

BitVyper: 
(*grin)

Unclear Presence: 
As he'd given the posturing duo no time to respond, no

replies of any sort followed Dekar to his new locale. However, the memory of

Cogliostro's deepening scowl, and the other figure's own delightedly

sarcastic grin 

Unclear Presence: 
would serve well enough in their stead. While it was

possible that either or both would follow, it seemed safe enough to assume

that the blustering, bickering pair would be otherwise too engaged to do so

anytime soon. Neither did

Unclear Presence: 
Dekar have overly much time to think about the

ramifications of such a possibility, as his newfound solitude was swiftly

interrupted by a figure scampering out of a first-story window not more than

ten paces ahead. Were it not for

Unclear Presence: 
Dekar's enhanced nightvision, all he'd be able to discern

would be a moving pile of rags, but as it stood, he could make out that the

figure was what appeared to be a rather young human wrapped in dirty,

homespun clothing that had

Unclear Presence: 
most certainly seen better days. A moment later he could

tell that the figure was female, as a pair of distressed, doe-like eyes

widened up noting Dekar's presence in the alleyway. Had it not been for a

magically lit streetlamp at

Unclear Presence: 
the far end behind Dekar, the young lass would most likely

not have noticed his silhouette, and hence would probably have bowled

straight into him. As it stood, she pulled up short just as she began to move

in his direction, and 

Unclear Presence: 
offered that frantic-eyed gaze momentarily towards the

window she'd emerged from before turning back to Dekar with a sort of

desperately pleading gaze. "Help...please. He's chasing me...wants to kill

me..." As Dekar was a complete

Unclear Presence: 
stranger in a dark alley in the middle of the night, he

could figure rightly that the girl was indeed desperate, and very, very

afraid of whomever was supposedly chasing her. Despite the plea, the girl

made no real move towards him,

Unclear Presence: 
marking some semblance of sense upon her part at not

trusting the dark-clad stranger known as Dekar overly much at this juncture.

BitVyper: 
Just what I need... Dekar thought to himself.  The elf looked at

her for a moment, weighing his options.  He really couldn't afford a ruckus

at the moment.  Then again, how could he just leave such a little human to

whatever the 

BitVyper: 
city's night had set upon her? It's easy, just turn around and go,

dumbass.  He had to acknowlege the validity of that particular point.  He

looked at the small, helpless, frightened child again... Fuck.  Had to look,

didn't you?

BitVyper: 
Jackass.  So it was that with a frown, and an irritated sigh, he

gave up.  &quot;Alright, alright... just stay close to me,&quot; he said to

the girl, stepping forward and pushing her light form behind him without any 

BitVyper: 
real concern for her feelings on the matter.  Why does this always

happen to me?

Unclear Presence: 
Despite the nervousness that he first saw, and then most

assuredly felt in the form of terrible trembling on the girl's part when he

made contact with her, she had no disagreement with his sentiments,

immediately taking up her

Unclear Presence: 
position on his heels. Whether she meant to do it or not,

she had reached out clasp a handful of Dekar's cloak, apparently not wanting

to be separated from her erstwhile rescuer. Her nervousness hadn't seemed to

abate much despite

Unclear Presence: 
the help, however, as she constantly glanced over her

shoulder towards the window, when she wasn't looking down the alley behind

them, or attempting to peer around Dekar to the front of them.

BitVyper: 
Dekar sighed and tried to ignore how good his conscience was

trying to tell him the act of mercy felt, as he waited for the girl's

pursuer.

Unclear Presence: 
In the next instant, a shadow filled the mouth of the

alley, on the end where the magical streetlamp was located. Though it was

difficult to discern at first as the figure seemed unsure as to whether to

enter the alley or not, it 

Unclear Presence: 
soon became apparent--at least to Dekar's trained and

experienced eye--that whomever it was had more concern for those who may see

him going into the alley, as indicated by virtue of certain looks given to

whatever street was 

Unclear Presence: 
adjoining on that end. Once the shadow gained a few steps

into the alley, a lantern was produced, flooding a small portion of the alley

Unclear Presence: 
with dim light, yet enough to illuminate and reveal the

somewhat portly yet handsome human man holding it. The fellow was dressed in

what appeared to be finely made clothing, though not overly ostentatious,

though the only other

Unclear Presence: 
gear carried aside from the lamp appeared to be a mace of

some sort hanging from his belt. The somewhat imperious mannerisms he

unconsciously displayed in the smallest movements of face and body made it

seem the man might be some 

Unclear Presence: 
sort of noble, despite the fact he was slightly

under-dressed for the part. "You there! Young lady! Come here. Step away from

that man. I must speak to you!" Other than the fact that the girl was told to

step away from Dekar, the

Unclear Presence: 
man seemed to pay no heed whatsoever to the elven wight.

"I tire of this game, girl. I won't hurt you!"

BitVyper: 
&quot;No, you won't,&quot; Dekar said with an almost bored tone,

sizing the man up.  &quot;Talk fast, or go away.  I don't really care, but do

it now.&quot;

Unclear Presence: 
Before the portly man could make any sort of response, a

burly voice called out from the opposite end of the alley. "You there! Halt!"

Even a cursory glance in that direction would reveal that the speaker, and

the four figures 

Unclear Presence: 
flanking his form, were city guardsmen, by the uniforms

that they were wearing. As there had been no light at that end previously, it

stood to reason that one of them had brought a source with the group, though

what exactly it was 

Unclear Presence: 
and where it was located could not be discerned, oddly

enough. "Stay away from that man, Lisa." As his hand was pointed past Dekar

and to the far end of the alley, it wasn't hard to determine who he was

talking about. The pointing 

Unclear Presence: 
finger then moved swiftly to bear down on Dekar. "You,

goodsir! Help me apprehend that scoundrel now, and the city has a 10,000 gold

piece reward for you!" Though the situation was uncertain, and the folk on

either end of the alley 

Unclear Presence: 
hadn't yet really made any moves, it seemed that Dekar's

newfound charge wasn't going to be caught, as he felt her hand leave his

cloak at that moment and the shifting of her feet came to ear as she was

apparently turning back 

Unclear Presence: 
towards the window, perhaps to flee into the spot from

whence she came. So much for trusting in her saviour.

BitVyper: 
There was a flash of steel, and a dagger embedded itself in the

portly man's thigh... or at least it should have, but the weapon clattered

uselessly off the human's skin.  Perhaps he was some manner of wizard.

Before the man could 

BitVyper: 
retaliate, however, the glowing blade of Celphied appeared in his

hand, and the elf prepared himself for whatever the man might do.  He didn't

make any attempt to stop the girl from fleeing, but noted the direction she

took.  

Unclear Presence: 
Apparently angered by the attack, or at least seemingly

so, the man grabbed up his mace in one hand and began to run towards Dekar.

"You foolish, Plane-bound idiot!" Meanwhile, on the other end of the alley,

the captain and his

Unclear Presence: 
retinue of guardsmen began to move in, though the flunkies

were sent forward at full speed towards the portly mace-wielding man while

the captain moved forward at a more appropriate speed for one of his station.

Though when the 

Unclear Presence: 
orders are issued, they don't seem quite so appropriate as

his pace. "Rend the flesh from his bones and string him up on that lamp post

by his innards!" For whatever reason, despite the fact that the guard captain

had called the 

Unclear Presence: 
girl by her name and hence hinted at some familiarity, the

girl was frantically trying to scoot back in through the window at this

point.

BitVyper: 
Dekar was about to respond to the man's remarks with another

attack, but changed his mind.  He'd already wasted enough time here anyway.

Time to see exactly what the limits of his recently gained powers were.

Lunging toward the 

BitVyper: 
escaping girl, he easily caught her.  The moment he felt his hand

grasp her shoulder, the elf willed them into the pathways of shadow which he

had so recently grown to know.  The two were swallowed up by the darkness,

reemerging on 

BitVyper: 
the roof of a nearby building.

Unclear Presence: 
After a moment it became apparent that the only thing

which followed was the girl's muffled yelp of panic and surprise. Shaken up

and frightened as she was, she struggled as best as she could to get free of

the one who saved her, 

Unclear Presence: 
but it wasn't as if she could actually get away should

Dekar not choose to let her. Aside from grunts, little growls of frustration,

and meeps born of fear, she hadn't really said much of anything coherent

since she asked for

Unclear Presence: 
Dekar's aid.

BitVyper: 
Keeping a firm, but not tight grip on the girl, Dekar pulled her

close to himself.  &quot;Quiet down!&quot; He whispered.  &quot;Those men

will find you if you aren't quiet.&quot;  He waited a moment for her to get

her bearings, 

BitVyper: 
and hopefully calm down.  Meanwhile, the elf wondered just what he

would do with the girl.  That man wasn't any ordinary thug or rapist, and

those guards had been far too interested in the welfare of a street urchin.

It wasn't 

BitVyper: 
likely that they would let the chase drop so easily, so leaving

her wouldn't be an option.  To be so pursued was something Dekar could relate

to, and he felt a twinge of remorse for the girl.  Seeing that she'd at least

stopped 

BitVyper: 
struggling for the moment, Dekar whispered slowly to her again.

&quot;I will keep you safe from them, but you must tell me why they are

pursuing you.&quot;  This was no stolen apple, and Dekar wanted to know 

BitVyper: 
exactly what he was getting into.

Unclear Presence: 
Though it appeared for a moment that the girl would just

keep struggling and not give an answer, in a few moments it became apparent

that his calm mannerisms had eased the girl's tension. There was even

something of a trusting glint

Unclear Presence: 
in her eyes, as if she believed in him and his promise.

"I-I don't know why, sir...." 

Unclear Presence: 
 Despite what Dekar believed to be newfound trust, he

could tell instantly that she wasn't being very truthful. If at all. Looking

at the girl, he couldn't really see anything on her that they'd want, nor did

she seem to be anyone

Unclear Presence: 
of importance, that they'd want just the girl herself,

what with her tattered, ragged clothing and all.

BitVyper: 
&quot;Neither of us has time for lies right now,&quot; Dekar

responded with a raised eyebrow.  &quot;I'm running too.&quot;  That wasn't

the whole truth actually; he'd mainly just felt a need to get on with his

current lead.  

BitVyper: 
However, the elf did have an urge to vacate the city before two

particular wizards located him.  &quot;Now, if you tell me the truth this

time, I can get us both away from here.&quot;  He did his best to sound

compassionate.

Unclear Presence: 
"I r-really don't...can't...know. Please, just get us out

of here!" Though he could still tell she was being untruthful, it seemed she

regretted it a bit as there were tears beginning to form in her eyes, and she

quickly shifted her

Unclear Presence: 
gaze to the ground. That was until screams of agony,

somewhat muted by distance and intervening buildings, came from the direction

of the alley which they'd fled from. That cause her to body to involuntarily

shudder and her gaze to 

Unclear Presence: 
start dazing around for pursuers.

Unclear Presence: 
*caused

BitVyper: 
It would likely have been easy to coax the truth out of her at

this point, but based on the screams, Dekar likely didn't have much time, and

he was already caught between too many enemies on this night.  It was time to

get moving.  

BitVyper: 
He held on to the girl again and began to focus his mind on a

particular hamlet he'd passed through in the east once.  Once again, he took

hold of his newfound abilities, searching for a pathway through the darkness.

Finally,

BitVyper: 
he and the girl were once more consumed in its grasp.

Unclear Presence: 
When they stepped out of the folds of darkness, they did

so almost literally, as he'd moved far enough east that the night was

progressed into the gray twilight of pre-dawn. It was still enough to work

with if he needed to, but he'd

Unclear Presence: 
have nary but an hour or so before the sun crested the

horizon in this part of the world. That fact didn't distract Dekar enough,

however, to cause him not to notice the dagger-like lump he felt as the girl

stumbled into him after

Unclear Presence: 
the teleport, which was hidden beneath her outer shirt.

Nor did the fact she had some sort of egg-shaped, stone-like object tucked

higher up inside the shirt. Perhaps neither was a concern, but it was

something he noted nonetheless.

Unclear Presence: 
It appeared the girl was quite unused to translocational

magic, as her shudders of fear were quickly replaced by mixed wonderment and

nausea, which left her doubled over and gagging.

BitVyper: 
Dekar himself was slightly disoriented, both by the long journey,

and the sudden light.  Quickly steadying himself, the elf looked around to

see exactly where he'd come out, and whether or not anyone had noticed him

and the girl.

Unclear Presence: 
Thanks largely to the odd hour, Dekar couldn't see anyone

lingering about that would have noticed them. Nor did he understand quite why

they ended up in this particular part of town, just outside of an outhouse

which was perched

Unclear Presence: 
near a small cobbler's shop/house. Something subconscious

perhaps, tied into a memory that wasn't quite forming at the moment. At any

rate, he could tell that there were one or two very early risers in town, who

were preparing for 

Unclear Presence: 
breaking the night's fast, by virtue of fires coming to

light in a couple of the houses across the way. The hamlet was fairly open

and spacious, with not more than a few buildings clustered together in any

particular location, so it

Unclear Presence: 
was easy enough to see from one end of town to the other

in just about any direction. The girl seemed to get her bearings, or at least

to have shrugged off the worst of the nausea, and was now staring around a

tad dumbfoundedly

Unclear Presence: 
whilst wiping the back of her already dirty sleeve across

her mouth.

BitVyper: 
&quot;Well, I suppose that should put enough distance between us

for now,&quot; Dekar said to no one in particular.  &quot;Are you

hungry?&quot; He'd not felt hunger in so long himself, that he often forgot

that others 

BitVyper: 
required sustenance.  However, there was no doubt in the elf's

mind that this urchin hadn't eaten well in some time.  If he wanted

information from her, it might just be easier to be kind.  Seeing her look

warily about the area, he 

BitVyper: 
answered the girl's unspoken question: &quot;They are miles away

from us now.&quot;  Depending on how things turned out, this village might

not be a bad place to leave her.  However, he first needed to discern just

how 

BitVyper: 
determined her pursuers were.  He didn't want to be burdened by

the girl any longer than necessary, but he didn't want to just leave her for

the wolves either.  Frankly, he just wanted to leave her to begin with, but

by now he

BitVyper: 
was all but ignoring that voice.  Damn girls...

Unclear Presence: 
She still seemed a bit wary, but took some heart that they

had gotten away for now. Nodding emphatically as her stomach growled pretty

much on cue, she absently patted at the spot where Dekar had felt the stoney

lump, then began to 

Unclear Presence: 
look around for a place to get out of the open. Other than

the outhouse. It seemed that the thief in her was beginning to bring her back

to her sensabilities, and that fact was expounded upon as she began murmuring

whatever plans 

Unclear Presence: 
were forming in her head aloud. "I need to keep

moving...wizard will find me...where to go...where to go...?" As she was

speaking very softly, Dekar could guess that she wasn't actually asking him.

But neither was she any longer

Unclear Presence: 
trying to keep some things overly secret.

BitVyper: 
Dekar kept quiet for the moment.  He'd resolved not to question

the girl immediately.  He'd let her eat first.  Spying a nameless tavern that

the locals tended to gather at, he took her toward it.  If anyone asked, he'd

just make

BitVyper: 
up some story about the girl.  If there was a wizard chasing after

her though (which he had no doubt of now), then things might get a little

tricky.  If it were the one from town however, he could likely just kill the

man and be 

BitVyper: 
done with him and the girl.  It would probably be better to find

out exactly what was going on first though.

OnlineHost: 
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Xullrae Zauviir: 
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Unclear Presence: 
Another, louder grumble of her stomach stopped any

protests the girl may have had about going to the tavern, so she obediently

shuffled in that direction. Not without sparing a few glances in various

directions along the way. Though

Unclear Presence: 
the establishment wasn't officially open, they both noted

that the proprietors had already risen for the day and had the kitchen fires

burning. The open shutters revealed that fact as they rounded the building,

just as their own 

Unclear Presence: 
presence was revealed for the same reason, with the

slightly rotund middle age fellow that had been stoking the fire heading

towards the front door after

Unclear Presence: 
noticing the pair. If either of them had bothered to watch

his progress, they'd note that the man grabbed up a heavy iron skillet on his

way out of the kitchen. No doubt strangers in this town at this particularly

odd hour of the

Unclear Presence: 
morn raised some suspicions. Despite that, the man already

had the front door open for them when they finally reached the main doorway,

with a jovial enough smile put into

Unclear Presence: 
place, which even managed to touch his somewhat wary eyes.

Most likely it was the girl's presence that softened the man up. "Well Met,

travelers...."

BitVyper: 
As they approached the door, several potential stories to cover

the girl's presence pass through Dekar's mind.  He chose the most plausible,

and continued on.  &quot;Good day!&quot; He responded to the owner's

greeting. 

BitVyper: 
with a wave.  &quot;I apologise for the early hour, but we are

tired and hungry,&quot; he continued, entering the establishment with the

girl in tow.  &quot;A hot meal and a place to put up our feet for the 

BitVyper: 
moment is all we seek.&quot;

Unclear Presence: 
Apparently, a little friendliness went a long way. Funny

how different it was here than down Below with the drow. With only the

shortest of pauses to consider, the man nodded and pointed them to a table

nearest to the central room's

Unclear Presence: 
hearth. "Think nothing of the hour, goodsir. Luckily, the

Lord's Man will be in town today, so we had to rise early and start

preparing. I'll have the wife bring ye some eggs, potatoes, and beef just as

soon as possible. Would ye 

Unclear Presence: 
like a warm mead...or cider...in the meanwhile?" That last

part was added after glancing at the girl. At least these backwoods folk took

care not to have drunken children running amok, it seemed. Though they hadn't

seen the wife as 

Unclear Presence: 
of yet, the sound of a door opening and closing somewhere

in the far recesses of the kitchen gave evidence that someone else was indeed

there. As for the girl, she tentatively walked over and took a seat, huddling

into the seat 

Unclear Presence: 
nearest the flames, saying nothing.

BitVyper: 
&quot;Ah, yes; some mead for myself, and cider for my ward would

be appreciated,&quot; Dekar responded with a smile.  A lord was coming? Well,

he might as well find out what was going on; had to get his bearings anyway.

BitVyper: 
It would help the elf

BitVyper: 
decide what to do next.  Pulling out a chair from a table, he

motioned the girl over, indicating that the seat was for her.  &quot;You will

have to excuse her,&quot; he said as the girl brushed past their host.  

BitVyper: 
&quot;I suppose you can tell from her appearance that fate has not

treated her well.&quot;  The elf did his best to take on a more serious

expression at this point.  &quot;But lets not speak of such things right now.

BitVyper: 
You said 'the lord' is coming.  I've been on the road so long, I

seem to have lost my bearings.  Would you be so kind as to tell me where it

is that I find myself now?&quot; He took his own seat and looked up at the

human with

BitVyper: 
eager eyes.  It certainly was nice to be among company that wasn't

attempting to stab him in the back.  Dekar had been in the Underdark for a

good deal of time, and had almost forgotten what it was like.

Unclear Presence: 
Though a momentary concerned look crossed his face, the

man let any possible issues about the girl go for now, as bidden. A light

chuckle escaped his lips as considered Dekar's misinterpretation, and the

question which followed. He 

Unclear Presence: 
wiped off the table Dekar chose, more out of habit than a

need to do so, as he answered. The girl had moved to the seat Dekar indicated

to her without more than a slightly scared--or irritated--glance in his

direction. "Ye find 

Unclear Presence: 
yourself in the bustling metropolis of Carvellsfield on

this budding more, kind sir. And tis not the Lord himself, just his

damna--er, unlikable tax collector coming through on his normal rounds." The

man's face reddened slightly at

Unclear Presence: 
the unintentional vulgarity that nearly slipped out in

front of the lass, but he did his best to cover by turning round and stepping

quickly to the bar in order to get their drinks.

Unclear Presence: 
* morn

BitVyper: 
Carvellsfield... he remembered the town vaguely from his travels

in the east.  That new ability of his had proven to be very effective indeed.

&quot;Ah, taxes,&quot; he chuckled at the man's slip of the tongue.

&quot;Well, 

BitVyper: 
perhaps a generous tip is in order for my hosts this morning, in

that case.&quot;  Dekar had planned to pay the man in gold pieces anyway, and

he'd always disliked tax collectors.   Perhaps though, this would 

BitVyper: 
prove advantageous for him.  &quot;Actually,&quot; he said,

catching the man before he could leave.  &quot;We may be able to help each

other.  I only wish to rest at the moment, however, this child requires

clothing, 

BitVyper: 
and a good pair of boots.  I am also seeking a horse if one can be

found here.  If you would do me a favour, and see that these things are

arranged while I eat, I could pay you in gold pieces.&quot;  It would

certainly make things 

BitVyper: 
easier for him; not having the make a show of eating knowing that

he would inevitably have to disgorge the food later.  Besides, if they were

alone, it would give him a chance to speak to the girl about other matters.

Unclear Presence: 
Though there was a moment's hesitation, considering how

difficult it may be to do such things at this early hour, the mention and

prospect of gold erased any such notions quickly and completely. Offering a

hearty nod, he quickly

Unclear Presence: 
shifted his gaze to the girl, most likely gauging what

general size she would be. "Generous indeed! And of course I will take you up

on the offer, though it may take a while longer than your meal. We've but one

man that sells horses

Unclear Presence: 
in the area, and his farm's half an hours travel outside

of town." He patted his apron as his gaze shifted from one to the next, the

excitement within scarcely contained. "I'll have the farmer bring a few of

his finest horses here 

Unclear Presence: 
as soon as possible, as I've not much knowledge of them

myself." He nearly stumbled as he got back to acquiring those drinks, a

little too quickly. "Oh, yes, and I'll have someone run a selection of

clothes and shoes here, can stop 

Unclear Presence: 
there on me way out of town. Trudy will be happy for the

business." On he rambled as the drinks were swiftly brought to the table. "If

there's nothing else, I'll tell the wife to hurry with that food, and set out

straightaway." He 

Unclear Presence: 
did manage to actually stop at this point and wait for an

answer, if somewhat eagerly. Perhaps to Dekar's surprise, the frightened girl

actually smiled a bit at the humorous prospect of it all.

BitVyper: 
Dekar simply smiled at the man's antics.  He'd also forgotten how

used commonfolk were to accepting so little.  &quot;That would be

perfect,&quot; he said, still giving the man a friendly smile.  Producing a

small satchel of 

BitVyper: 
coins from one of his many pockets, he slid it across the table to

the man.  &quot;Take this for now, and we shall see where the day takes

us.&quot;  He thought it funny that he would do this now, when a decade or

more ago, he would

BitVyper: 
have hung tightly on to every coin.  Undeath had changed the elf a

great deal.  Over time, he'd realised that he had little use for gold

anymore, outside of purchasing equipment that is.  The lack of needs had not

only caused him

BitVyper: 
to become more generous, but, he realised, had taught him to truly

appreciate his trade.  He'd always enjoyed the hunt, of course, but he'd only

truly become passionate about it in death.  He chuckled as the man moved to

pick

BitVyper: 
up the coins, thinking it terribly ironic that undeath had caused

him to feel more strongly.

Unclear Presence: 
Even without looking, the man already knew it was a

staggering--to him, at least--sum. Certainly not rude enough to open it in

front of Dekar, he nodded an emphatic thanks and offered a hearty smile. Just

before he rushed back into 

Unclear Presence: 
the kitchens. "Many thanks, kind Goodsir! I shall leave

immediately!" After a quick, hushed exchange back in the kitchen, Dekar could

swear he'd heard a squeal of delight, and a thump. Perhaps the old woman

fainted. In any event, he

Unclear Presence: 
heard another door, one which must lead out the back

somewhere, open and close, meaning the man had indeed set out. As for the

girl, she remained quiet, and apparently not so paranoid just now, as nothing

nor no one came to attack

Unclear Presence: 
her so far. She eagerly drunk of the large mug of cider,

which seemed to quell some of the stomach growls. Perhaps the repeated

raising of mug to her lips was a way to avoid the questions she was sure

would come.

BitVyper: 
Once the man had gone, and Dekar was confident that his wife would

not be disturbing them soon, he turned his attention back to the girl.

&quot;Now that you and I have a moment alone together, let us discuss exactly

what I am going

BitVyper: 
to do with you,&quot; he said with a casual tone.  &quot;I believe

the first thing you need to understand, is that you cannot lie to me.&quot;

Dekar tapped his ears as he said this, as if indicating the fact that he was

an 

BitVyper: 
elf would be enough to explain this.  If the girl were as

inexperienced with other races as many were, it could work to his advantage

in getting the truth out.  After allowing her a moment to digest this, he

continued; &quot;I 

BitVyper: 
can help you, so that you do not have to run anymore, but I can

only do that if you tell me exactly what it is that man in Waterdeep wanted

to 'talk' to you for.&quot;  He intentionally spoke in a slow,

non-threatening voice, 

BitVyper: 
hushing almost to a whisper when he reached the part about

Waterdeep.  It was unlikely that the woman would hear them anyway, but he

preferred to be certain.

Unclear Presence: 
There was a pause as the girl considered, and Dekar could

tell she was still quite uncertain about where things stood. And that she was

also still frightened. His demeanor and deliberate calm must have worked,

however, as she nodded

Unclear Presence: 
once and leaned in, speaking in hushed tones herself.

Partly out of shame, and partly out of not wanting anyone else to overhear.

"I...I stole a man's purse yesterday afternoon. I think he was a wizard, from

the way he was dressed 

Unclear Presence: 
and the funny trinkets he carried. The fat man was working

for him. At least I think so. He chased me around the city for hours before I

ran into you. I could always stay a few steps ahead, but I couldn't lose him.

Must be

Unclear Presence: 
magic...."

BitVyper: 
It wasn't quite the epic story he'd hoped for, nowhere near it, in

fact.  Still, something didn't add up; the man chasing her had been wanted.

Wanted a great deal it seemed, based on the huge reward the guards had been

willing 

BitVyper: 
offer for him.  However, the girl seemed to be telling the

truth... or at least as much of it as she knew.  The elf scratched his chin

thoughtfully before addressing the girl again.  &quot;Well, that's not so

bad,&quot; he responded

BitVyper: 
with a reassuring smile.  &quot;What did this wizard look

like?&quot; He asked the girl.

BitVyper: 
(Please remove &quot;he asked the girl,&quot; if it's not too much

trouble)

Unclear Presence: 
( sure thing)

Unclear Presence: 
Noting that he didn't berate her, or even strike her, she

was a bit more at ease. "He wore them funny robes, like the ones that comes

in on those ships from the Far East...Kara-te-something. And long whitish

hair like all

Unclear Presence: 
wizards. But he didn't look like an old geezer. His face

didn't, at least. No wrinkles. Sorta pretty, in a handsome manly way. Tall

and lean, not fat like his underling." With that, she shrugged, as if she

really didn't recall 

Unclear Presence: 
anything else of note.

BitVyper: 
&quot;I see,&quot; Dekar replied thoughfully.  &quot;You should

take care when taking something from a wizard.  They often place spells upon

their belongings causing them to explode in the faces of would-be

thieves.&quot;  He 

BitVyper: 
watched her expression carefully as he said this.  &quot;I would

like to see these trinkets that you took, so that I can insure that something

similar does not happen to us.  Wizards of the far east are infamous for 

BitVyper: 
turning thieves into toads.&quot;

Unclear Presence: 
Despite gulping loudly at the prospect of being turned

into a toad, or having herself as the centerpoint of an explosion, it became

apparent to Dekar soon enough that she wasn't being overly compliant with his

request. "It--there 

Unclear Presence: 
wasn't really any trinkets, just some coins, and I lo-lost

those when the fat guy was chasing me." He could sense that one part of the

response was true, but that the rest was a blatant attempt at covering

something up.

BitVyper: 
Dekar simply gave the girl an amused smile.  &quot;Now, didn't I

tell you that you cannot lie to me? Everything will be alright; I only want

to make sure that the items you took will not harm us.&quot;  That was at 

BitVyper: 
least partially true, but what Dekar really wanted, was to see if

she had picked up anything interesting.

Visage Obscured: 
&quot;The item won't harm either yourself, or the girl, or

anyone else ever again for that matter, if she finally stops running and

hands it to me. However, if these foolish shennanigans continue, I cannot say

that it

Visage Obscured: 
will not indirectly bring harm, by way of my

ministrations.&quot; The words began before a body formed from which to flow,

but when the presence was made known to them, it was easy enough to

recognize--the fat man who'd

Visage Obscured: 
been chasing her back in Waterdeep. The wizard's lackey, if

they surmised correctly. He looked none too happy, and more than a tad

disheveled right now, with scarcely contained frustration and self-righteous

fury lingering

Visage Obscured: 
in his gaze. The evident anger aside, the man was not

brandishing any sort of weapons or items in their direction, nor was he

rushing forward to pounce upon either of them. He merely stood and waited

some ten feet away

Visage Obscured: 
from their table, waiting for some reason or another.

BitVyper: 
Not too terribly surprised by the man's appearance (wizards had

been following him everywhere lately), Dekar stood up calmly to meet him.  Me

made a brief glance toward the girl to make sure that she would not run, 

BitVyper: 
and then turned his gaze back toward the newcomer.  &quot;The item

*is* dangerous then? What reason do I have to believe that you will not use

it to harm us? The guards of Waterdeep certainly seemed to believe you a

dangerous man. 

BitVyper: 
What fate befell them, anyway? I am sure that someone like you

could have escaped without harming them.&quot;  The question was more or less

rhetorical; Dekar was quite certain he knew what had been done to the guards,

and while he 

BitVyper: 
had no feelings of remorse for them, he could use this to prolong

the conversation, and hopefully learn something about the item his companion

carried.

Unclear Presence: 
"Guards?! They were nothing more than unwitting dupes in a

battle the scale of which your feeble mortal mind couldn't possibly

comprehend! Now enough of this banter. My patience has already been worn

quite thin by the young lady

Unclear Presence: 
(whoops, posting on wrong name, edit later)

Visage Obscured: 
there, not to mention your attempts at helping her.&quot;

Turning his gaze from Dekar to the girl, in something of a dismissive,

end-of-that manner, he let the full fury of his glare fall upon her.

&quot;Young one, I have

Visage Obscured: 
no desire to harm you, but if you do not comply and hand me

the Eye here and now, I will have no other choice than to take it by force.

Too much is at stake for me to waste any more time with mortal and moral

Visage Obscured: 
proprieties!&quot; Verily, the spittle flying from his

mouth nearly reached them at this point.
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BitVyper: 
Not one to be ignored, Dekar interposed himself between the man

and the girl.  No longer maintaining his casual, the elf matched his glare.

&quot;You justify murder by hiding behind a cause,&quot; he began, in a much 

BitVyper: 
harsher tone than before.  &quot;You refuse to divulge your

purpose, but you expect us to believe you will leave peacefully when there is

no reason to remain.  You certainly didn't give the guards that treatment.  

BitVyper: 
Perhaps this girl has done the world a service in ridding you of

the eye.&quot;  He was acting it up a bit; playing the hero so he could have

a chance at grabbing the gem for himself, but Dekar's words weren't without

genuine 

BitVyper: 
feeling.  He despised men like this; they sounded just like

priests, hiding behind a purpose that allowed any actions they wanted because

it was just so important.  Confident that he could respond to any attack

easily enough

BitVyper: 
Dekar turned his back on the man, kneeling down to the girl's

level, and subtly pulling a small jewel from one of his robe's pockets in the

process.

OnlineHost: 
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Visage Obscured: 
Whether it was Dekar's moralistic speech or not, the

glowering merchant paused momentarily. However, when he did speak again, the

words were no kinder, and they were accompanied by the man swiftly taking

Visage Obscured: 
his mace into hand. &quot;You were warned,

heathen....&quot; It was soon apparent that the man had no intention of

carrying on the conversation, as evidenced by the fact he then took his first

step towards the duo. Or more

Visage Obscured: 
specifically, towards the girl. Dekar's trademark

unlikabilty just didn't seem up to par this morn.

BitVyper: 
Dekar simply continued speaking, ignoring the man's final threat.

Adjusting the girl's torn shirt, he gave his sincerest smile and said,

&quot;do not fear this one.  I won't allow him to touch you.&quot;  Of

course, the man 

BitVyper: 
would have no need to harm her now.  While adjusting her shirt,

quicker than her eyes could catch, the elf had replaced the stone she had

concealed with a small gemstone of his own.

BitVyper: 
As the man stalked forward to attack, Dekar spun around, drawing

Celphied in the same motion, and making a quck slash just a little too short

to connect before bringing the weapon around and scoring a minor hit on the

man's arm.

BitVyper: 
This would be much easier if he used Hashamar, but he intended to

show the weapon that it wasn't needed.

OnlineHost: 
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Visage Obscured: 
Damnation but the mortal was being a nuisance! If time

permitted, he'd smite the cretin down here and now, but time was definitely a

most scarce resource right now. That in mind, he took the hits with nary but

a grunt and did

Visage Obscured: 
not spare the interloper a second thought. Growling in

frustration as the sewer rat managed to slip away from him as he grasped for

her, he gave up on such niceties a moment later, bringing his mace round 

Visage Obscured: 
to bear down on her head as she turned and ran towards the

kitchen door. That she didn't fall instantly seemed to be an affront to him,

from the look on his face at that particular moment. Snarling now, he took up

pursuit

Visage Obscured: 
of the young female, nearly stumbling over her apparent

protector.

BitVyper: 
&quot;I have the eye, you blind idiot!&quot; Dekar shouted as the

man's attack struck home.  Seeing the girl cry out in pain, nearly killed by

the man's attack, Dekar's anger swelled into a rage.  His intent to keep

Hashamar 

BitVyper: 
sheathed went out the window in that instant.  We have disparate

purposes, but we can be allies.  Work for me, and you can have this one's

soul, he quickly communicated at the sword in his anger.

BitVyper: 
In an instant, Hashamar was drawn from its sheathe, but Dekar did

not attempt to slash at the man.  In his anger, a new power seemed to be

summoned from the blade, and the darkness rushed of its form in ten black,

crackling bolts

BitVyper: 
streaming toward the man.

Visage Obscured: 
The portly merchant didn't have much time to consider the  

Visage Obscured: 
Now it may never be known, as there were large rivulets of

blood pouring forth from his back, accompanied by small clouds of inky

darkness. Whatever exactly Hashemar just did, it was most assuredly powerful.

Visage Obscured: 
Not that the sword mentioned a thing about it to Dekar, the

voice remaining silent. However, Dekar could almost swear he sensed a

Visage Obscured: 
maliciously delighted sigh emanating forth. As for the

girl, she kept on running in a panicked manner, unaware of what was

transpiring behind her anymore.

Visage Obscured: 
{ EDIT: need to fill in what got eaten after the first post
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BitVyper: 
Without a moment's hesitation, Dekar slashed Hashamar down into

the man's collar, nearly cutting all the way to his stomach before the elf

stopped it, to allow the dark blade a moment to consume him.

Visage Obscured: 
Despite that earlier sigh of tranquility, Hashemar took no

pleasure whatsoever--nay, even gave feelings of disgust and displeasure--when

it cleaved through the merchant's

Visage Obscured: 
body and attempted to drink.

Visage Obscured: 
If Dekar didn't know better, he'd swear the blade tried to

jerk itself up out of the corpse. A moment later, as the portly male form

suddenly began growing taller and leaner, at least in so far as 

Visage Obscured: 
it could in it's cleaved manner, the reasons were becoming

clearer. When the skin darkned and a set of feathery wings shuffled and tore

their way through 

Visage Obscured: 
what little clothing was left, there was no doubt as to why

Hashemar could not, or at least would not, consume from the body. 

Visage Obscured: 
In spite of the shifting and altering of the body, the

creature was quite dead. Whatever magics were at work must have caused the

creature to revert upon death, jerking the body around eratically in the

process.

BitVyper: 
Dekar's eyes widened as he withdrew Hashamar from the creature's

corpse.  Once the shock had faded though, he was nearly compelled to spit on

it.  Even worse than a priest, the man appeared to have been some manner of

divine being. 

BitVyper: 
Dekar had never seen one up close though, so he couldn't be sure.

Rational thought quickly took over, and the elf wondered exactly how he would

explain the corpse, but smiled when he realised he wouldn't have to.  

BitVyper: 
Producing a large bag which he had purchased in Waterdeep, the elf

quickly began to pull it over his felled opponent.  As the bag consumed its

body, it didn't seem to fill up or gain any weight at all.  In face, when

Dekar had 

BitVyper: 
finished cleaning it up, he simply slung the bag over his back

again, and set off to where the girl had gone running.

Unclear Presence: 
The girl had run into the kitchen, and apparently beyond,

as when Dekar arrived the door on the far side leading out was open and

banging in the wind, with not a living soul in the sizable room. That's not

to say that there wasn't

Unclear Presence: 
anyone in the room, for there was the proprietor's

wife...or at least her bloodied corpse. The door, apparently hinged to open

both ways, was banging against her body in a more or less regular rythm, in

time with the fairly strong 

Unclear Presence: 
winds that had picked up since he'd arrived. Approaching

closer to the door would reveal the girl outside, heading toward what

appeared to be the single lane leading out of town. She wasn't overly far

ahead, but fright had her

Unclear Presence: 
moving quickly.

BitVyper: 
Dekar didn't stop to take a closer look at what had happened, but

he suddenly recalled the thump from earlier.  It was really wishful thinking,

but he sincerely hoped that the man had killed his own wife.  Well, the girl

would end

BitVyper: 
up in prison if she went off on her own, and while he briefly

considered leaving her to her fate, Dekar realised that he was probably at

least partly responsible.  Might as well help the girl now that they were

here.  He 

BitVyper: 
chased after her, closing the door behind himself.

Unclear Presence: 
Leaving the potential problems lingering within the inn,

Dekar could now see that the girl had nearly managed to reach the end of

town. Or at least one end of town, which was only a few buildings away in

that particular

Unclear Presence: 
direction. He could also tell that more people in the

small hamlet were stirring, one of which appeared to be thanks in large part

to the tavern's proprietor, who was a goodly ways down the other direction of

the main thoroughfare, 

Unclear Presence: 
oblivious to the recent transpirings that occured within

said drinking hole.

BitVyper: 
Dekar grumbled and swore as he chased after the girl.  This would

make his travel through Vaasa annoying, to say the least.  He wouldn't be

able to just leave her at the next major city now either.  Then again, he had

picked up 

BitVyper: 
a potentially one-of-a-kind artifact, so that was alright.  Still,

things were getting far more complicated than he would have preferred.  

BitVyper: 
(bold letter)

Unclear Presence: 
Apparently, none of those few lingering souls noticed

either of them hastening through and summarily out of the town's "borders",

for there were no calls or suspicious stares. For such a little thing, the

girl sure could move

Unclear Presence: 
fast. Most likely a nice burst of adrenaline birthed of

fear. That theory held pretty much true, for when he finally did catch her

some short while later, and some small distance down the road and out of

direct sight of any building

Unclear Presence: 
the young thief was down on her hands and knees literally

trying to gulp in copious amounts of air. Quite winded as she was, she hadn't

even noticed Dekar approaching. Or, if she did, hadn't the energy left to do

anything about it 

Unclear Presence: 
nor even acknowledge a possible problem. In any event, the

two of them were alone near a small copse of forest along some nameless

backwoods road, sharing in the experience of an ever-more-rapidly dawning

day.

BitVyper: 
Dekar slowed to a halt next to the girl, quickly looking over his

shoulder to make sure they hadn't been pursued.  Satisfied that no one had

followed, he waited a moment for the girl to get her breathing under control.

When

BitVyper: 
her breaths began to slow, the elf decided to make his presence

known.  &quot;Show me the knife,&quot; he stated firmly.  There was still the

off chance that she hadn't killed the woman, though it was incredibly

unlikely.

Unclear Presence: 
She didn't make a start when he spoke, for she had been

aware of his presence, just unwilling to care until her breathing regained

its normal pace. Slowly turning her head up and around towards him, she has a

most puzzled look on

Unclear Presence: 
her face. "Knife? What knife?"

Unclear Presence: 
*had

BitVyper: 
Dekar sighed.  They really didn't have time for games at the

moment.  &quot;You have something sharp.  Show it to me.&quot;

Unclear Presence: 
Wincing as she sat up fully on her knees, grabbing the

back of her head in a vain attempt to stop the pain, she continued with the

puzzlement for a second. "Oh, my daggers, I thought you meant something in

particular...." Wiping her

Unclear Presence: 
now-bloodied hand on the front of her shirt, she proceeded

to reach under said shirt with both hands and produced a pair of fairly

decent daggers. Aside from the remnants of blood upon her hand that wiped off

on the handle of one,

Unclear Presence: 
neither blade appeared to be bloody in any way. Not sure

what Dekar wanted with them, she made a wobbled effort and stood, the fact

she was woozy from the blow she'd taken earlier evident enough on her face

and in her body language 

Unclear Presence: 
as she turned to fully face Dekar, with the daggers

hanging loosely in her grasp. "What do you want these for? You have bigger

and better blades?"

Unclear Presence: 
*s."

BitVyper: 
Dekar looked at the weapons, and then looked at the girl.  She

didn't appear to be lying, and he couldn't see anything else concealed on her

body.  Maybe it really had be the man.  In any case, the girl was wounded,

and needed to 

BitVyper: 
rest.  &quot;Do not worry yourself,&quot; he responded.

&quot;I've dispatched our pursuer, in any case.&quot;  He put an arm around

the girl, helping her to stand.  &quot;You may rest here,&quot; he indicated

the trees, and began 

BitVyper: 
helping her toward them.  Unfortunately, the elf didn't carry

healing potions anymore, so she would have to be restored the old fashioned

way.

Unclear Presence: 
The lass made a feeble attempt at pushing him away, proud

streetrat that she was, but in the end she did as bidden and entered the

shelter of the trees. While not a huge forest by any means, it did cover some

considerable area, so 

Unclear Presence: 
they were able to get well out of range of any prying eyes

that may crop up on the roadway during the hours to come. Finding a nice,

large fallen tree to more or less hide behind, she half-heartedly thunked her

daggers into it's

Unclear Presence: 
surface and thunked down, content that the blades were

near enough should she need them. The bleeding and oozing of other fluids

from her skull hadn't stopped completely, but it had slowed a great deal.

Still, without attention

Unclear Presence: 
soon, there could be complications.

BitVyper: 
Dekar sat down near the girl, and tried to remember what little

he'd learned about treating injuries in life.  Grumbling something about

losing a good shirt, he tore a few strips of cloth off his shirt sleeves, and

began to bandage 

BitVyper: 
the girl's wounds, not bothering to request her consent.  &quot;I

will assume you noticed the tavern-owner's wife as you ran off,&quot; he said

while wrapping the cloth around her head as carefully as he could.  &quot;Are

you 

BitVyper: 
responsible for her condition?&quot;  That's all that was left,

really; asking the girl point-blank if she'd done it.

Unclear Presence: 
Heavy-lidded eyes worked their way open as he asked the

question, and though she was silent for a long moment, he knew it wasn't

because she was formulating a lie, but rather that she was succumbing to much

needed slumber. "Yes, I

Unclear Presence: 
saw her...almost tripped over her. But I didn't kill her."

Whether the casualness in her tone was due to drowsiness or just callousness

birthed of her upbringing, Dekar couldn't really tell. But in either case,

her answer seemed 

Unclear Presence: 
genuine. If it was true, it pointed back to his wild

theory about the husband. Or could lead to some other theory altogether if he

cared enough to dwell on it.

BitVyper: 
In any case, the woman was dead, and they would likely be framed

for her murder.  Really, it didn't make sense for either of them to have

killed her, so something else must have happened.  &quot;In any case, once

you've rested, we 

BitVyper: 
will need to begin moving again,&quot; he said.  After that, he

simply continued tending her wounds in any way that he could remember.  He

would spit a rabbit or something for her later.

Unclear Presence: 
Although they were relatively close to the town, the pair

of them weren't actually in a position to hear much of what was going on

either there or on the road they'd sidetracked from. So it was that Dekar was

largely unaware of the 

Unclear Presence: 
goings on in the wake of the wife's murder and their

departure. The town being what it was, they did send a couple of search

parties, one down each direction of the main road leading out of town, but no

more than a few men on foot, 

Unclear Presence: 
who summarily found nothing and returned within an hour

after departing the hamlet's borders. At some point near the sun's highest

peaking, Dekar did hear the dull, quick rythmic thudding of horse hooves

pounding along the road 

Unclear Presence: 
outside their patch of woods, leading away from the town

at a fairly rapid pace from what he could tell. Considering what he'd been

told earlier, and the general lack of horses amongst the populace, it was

most likely the Lord's tax

Unclear Presence: 
collector and accompanying retinue parting after his

raping of the people's coffers. The next few hours were quiet as can be, the

only noises coming from the variety of wildlife surrounding them. Gathering

food for the girl proved

Unclear Presence: 
relatively easy, and he'd even managed to find a very

small stream a little further in, which was enough to gather up drinking

water from, if he had the means to collect it. Just about the time the girl

was rousing from what those

Unclear Presence: 
who need to sleep would call a full night's rest, there

was another thundering of hooves on the roadway, this time much louder and

longer lasting--meaning a larger contingent--and heading back into the town.

Though there were still 

Unclear Presence: 
an hour or two of full daylight left to go, a moments

thought would bring Dekar to the conclusion that whomever the owners of this

latest batch of horses were would be staying the night in town, for travel

anywhere else would most

Unclear Presence: 
likely leave them outside of a town completely. Not that

he may even care, for they could avoid the town altogether when moving out.
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BitVyper: 
The girl would awaken to find Dekar turned away from her.  He'd

been examining the jewel she'd carried.  It appeared to be an eyeball crafted

from obsidian, but nothing he could recall hearing about.  It must have been

important

BitVyper: 
if that creature had indeed been some sort of celestial being.  It

had certainly spoken with the stupid conviction the elf had heard of them

displaying in the past.  When he could recall nothing about it, Dekar turned

his efforts

BitVyper: 
down a slightly more dangerous path, attempting to coax some of

its powers out.  He'd spent several minutes just turning the gem around in

his hand, shaking it occasionally, attempting to feel out its aura, but he

felt nothing. 

BitVyper: 
When that too failed, the elf began whispering various arcane

commands and phrases at it, again delving into an even more dangerous path in

his attempt to understand the item.  He was largely unsuccessful, but for the

briefest

BitVyper: 
moment, Dekar felt a flicker of eldritch energy.  It seemed almost

to be held back by something, but what that was he could not acertain just

yet.  If indeed it was as dangerous as the winged one had made it out to be,

he might be

BitVyper: 
able to offer it to his shadowy benefactor in exchange for the

nullification of their contract... after he'd learned all he could from it,

of course.  That thought was heartening, but he would have to find a place in

which he could 

BitVyper: 
properly research the eye first.  When he noticed the girl begin

to rise, Dekar quickly placed it back in his pocket, and turned to see how

she was.  It wasn't that he feared her learning of his theft; he'd

practically shouted it

BitVyper: 
out anyway.  He simply felt no need to discuss the matter with her

at this time.

Unclear Presence: 
The girl bolted awake, practically sitting upright, then

immediately regretted it. Despite Dekar's treatment fully taking care of the

wounds themselves, there was still a nasty headache lingering about. Shifting

her gaze about their

Unclear Presence: 
surroundings, through squinted eyes, she did her best to

get her bearings and remember what exactly was going on, and who the stranger

beside her was. It took a few moments, but the full recollection came back,

and when it did, she 

Unclear Presence: 
reached a hand out to push on Dekar's back while she

stood. "Hey! We have to keep moving! Wizards can use spells to find and slay

us!" Of course, the young one was basing that all off of stories she'd heard

while stealing stuff in 

Unclear Presence: 
taverns, moreso than any real knowledge. At least she

seemed less afraid and more determined to take her fate into her own hands

than she had previously.

BitVyper: 
While she didn't truly know anything about their current

situation, the girl was right about one thing; pursuers of the eye would

likely find them.  Dekar smirked at the girl and responded, &quot;I am glad

you are 

BitVyper: 
feeling so energetic.  Damara is a long journey from here, and we

should leave soon, as the locals will likely be searching for us as

well.&quot;  Hopefully, the death of one of their agents would leave whoever 

BitVyper: 
had originally possessed the eye disorganized, and unable to

pursue immediately, however, even if that were true, it wouldn't take much

time.  They needed to get to Damara, where they wouldn't have to worry about

being pursued by 

BitVyper: 
the law, and Dekar could see about obtaining some kind of ward

against scrying attempts, or at least research the item he'd found.

Fortunately, travel would become very quick once night fell, but until then,

it would be best to

BitVyper: 
put some distance between themselves and the town.  Standing up

and motioning to the girl, Dekar continued, &quot;very well, let us proceed

to the east then.  Should we be beset by powerful foes again, hide, but 

BitVyper: 
do not run far.&quot;  He couldn't do much for her if they were

separated by too great a distance.

BitVyper: 
As the girl stood up and made ready to leave, Dekar turned around

and tossed an old waterskin he'd used in life to her.  The elf had filled it

while she slept, recalling that the living had a tendancy to die when left

without water 

BitVyper: 
for even a short period of time.  &quot;By the way,&quot; he said,

looking directly at her, &quot;my name is Zalamar, the Black Wind of

Anaroch.&quot;  Zalamar had actually been an old companion of Dekar's who had

died in battle 

BitVyper: 
against a demon, but the elf found some use for him even now.

Unclear Presence: 
All the response he'd gotten was a quick nod whilst the

girl eagerly gulped down nearly half the 'skin's worth of water. She'd also

offered a shooing motion, to indicate they should leave, even before she

finished drinking. Either 

Unclear Presence: 
she didn't care to share her name, or she assumed that

he'd heard it earlier and remembered it. When she was done drinking, she took

a moment to pull her daggers from their current roost within the tree's side,

and placed them away 

Unclear Presence: 
beneath her outer shirt once more. That done, she slung

the skin over one shoulder and hastened off after Dekar. The journey itself

didn't prove very adventurous, as they could stay within the confines of the

small forest 

Unclear Presence: 
while more or less following the road away from town in

the eastern direction. There were a couple of times that they had to walk a

little further than they otherwise would have, due to the fact that the

treeline didn't meet the 

Unclear Presence: 
road in all places, but it didn't cause them to lose

overly much time. When they finally did run out of forest in the easterly

direction, twilight was giving way to actual darkness. Dekar was still able

to see well enough, verily 

Unclear Presence: 
even better than during the sun's reign, so he could tell

that the road continued on more or less due east, though it wound through

some relatively small rises here and there. All in all the area as far as the

eye could see was 

Unclear Presence: 
nothing more than vast fields with small copses of trees

and relatively small forests. Before long night had fully fallen, and there

had been no sight of anyone on the road. Considering the folk that lived

around here, there most 

Unclear Presence: 
likely wouldn't be anyone, not even much chance of

bandits, considering they'd have sparse to no targets. One thing he did note

after coming fully out of the forest, on a chance look back towards where the

town stood, was a dim 

Unclear Presence: 
outline of light on the horizon, something most likely

imperceptable to the girl. Which was accompanied by a huge, thick plume of

smoke, that the girl definitely would not be able to see given the poor

lighting conditions. What 

Unclear Presence: 
exactly it was all about, who could tell. But it looked

like there was a major conflagration of some sort. At any rate, they were now

free to use other means of travel, and perhaps quicken their journey.

BitVyper: 
Dekar wondered at the fire for a moment.  He could think of a few

reasons for one to have been started; none of them good.  Under normal

circumstances, he might have gone back a ways to see what had occurred, but

at the moment,

BitVyper: 
he couldn't really afford to.  He noted his own vigour increasing

as the sky darkened.  He'd nearly left the girl behind at one point, as the

darkness seemed almost to fill his legs with greater strength.  Once the sun

had gone down

BitVyper: 
completely, he stopped, and motioned for Lisa to do the same.

They'd been walking for at least a couple of hours now, and while the pace

did not affect him at all, it was undoubtably tiring the girl.  In any case,

he possessed

BitVyper: 
a much faster means of transportation.  Turning to face the girl,

he took her arm and said, &quot;we are going to quicken our pace now.  You

should remain close to me.&quot;  Before she could think to object, the

shadows reached 

BitVyper: 
up to consume the two, ejecting them a good distance up the road

before doing exactly the same thing again.  Dekar would continue this process

until dawn if he met with no obstacles, as it would quicken their travel a

great deal.

Unclear Presence: 
The only real obstacle was the girl herself, as the entire

experience frightened her. At first, she tried--vainly--to struggle free,

then it more or less became apparent to her that Dekar didn't intend to hurt

her, and his "magic" 

Unclear Presence: 
wasn't being used against her, so she stopped fighting it

and ended up fighting more against exhaustion. The constant mini-teleports

were actually somewhat disorienting and draining to her, so by the time dawn

had rolled around, she

Unclear Presence: 
was all but having to be carried in Dekar's arms. All the

same, they'd managed to cover a considerable distance, moreso than they could

have done on horseback. Still, there was a long way to travel, but thanks to

Dekar's memory of 

Unclear Presence: 
the lay of the land, they now found themselves not far

from the Vaasan gates, at the entrance of the Bloodstone Pass. Though the

half-mile wide walled structure paled in comparison to it's counterpart on

the Damaran side of the

Unclear Presence: 
pass, it still served as a major encampment and

resupplying area for adventurers of all sorts that hunted monsters in the

local region. Anything the two could need in the way of mundane supplies

could be acquired there, and it could

Unclear Presence: 
serve as a safe enough rest stop for the girl. No great

user of magic, Dekar had still been around long enough to realize that if

there were any magical pursuit, his rapid barrage of translocations would

throw 

Unclear Presence: 
off any such attempts, at least for a time. So, it should

be safe enough to stop for a while if that was his intended course of action.

The fact that the girl's stomach was growling loudly again may help him make

the choice.

BitVyper: 
As the girl had all but passed out from exhaustion, the first

thing Dekar had done was to take her to a local tavern and inn where she

could sleep for a few hours while he carried out his own business in the

town.  Once she 

BitVyper: 
had eaten, and was asleep, he set out to obtain provisions.  As it

was a frequently travelled town, the elf had little difficulty obtaining a

decent pair of horses.  He also made sure to purchase trail rations for the

girl, 

BitVyper: 
along with some decent travelling clothes, a bedroll, and a small

backpack so she could carry her own damn things... if she were to acquire

much.  Once he'd finished, the elf made his way back to the inn and roused

the girl so they

BitVyper: 
could leave.

Unclear Presence: 
Though she was a big groggy, the girl was in much better

spirits and the growling had stopped. When he'd presented her the clothing,

she was at first cautious in the way people who are never given anything are,

then she got excited 

Unclear Presence: 
in only the way a child can, hurriedly stripping off her

old clothes and donning the new ones, heedless of his presence. The remainder

of the simple yet much needed items were just icing on the cake, and Dekar

could tell that in the

Unclear Presence: 
short time he'd known her, he'd come to gain the girl's

trust, and that she most likely even liked him a bit, in so much as such

things between rogues go. Of course, when she realized how ridiculous she was

acting, she put on the

Unclear Presence: 
airs of one who doesn't really care one way or another,

though it was hard keeping up the ruse when Dekar handed her the reigns to a

horse. The fact that she had no real skill in handling the animal, nor any in

knowing how to ride

Unclear Presence: 
it, was only a minor inconvenience, as she picked up on it

quickly enough that they didn't lose much of any time during their trip

through the pass. The pass itself was patrolled regularly enough that

monsters from the surrounding

Unclear Presence: 
mountains weren't much of an issue, if at all, and there

were a fair number of other travelers moving in either direction. From what

information Dekar had gathered earlier through listening to others, it'd be

best to push their

Unclear Presence: 
mounts a little more today, so that they could get to the

only settlement within the pass, Bloodstone Village. It was more of a city,

actually, even more metropolitan than the Gate they had left. In any event,

the many lights of 

Unclear Presence: 
said settlement, which was located up a little ways from

the floor of the pass to the north, were in full view by the time twilight

had hit.

BitVyper: 
The travel went fairly quickly, as Dekar spent much of the time

talking with the human girl.  Occasionally, he would tell her a story of one

of his own adventures, however for the most part, he asked her questions

about the current 

BitVyper: 
affairs in Waterdeep, and her own life.  It had been awhile since

the elf had truly shared the road with someone, and for all his inner

complaints about taking the girl in temporarily, he found her presence

somewhat refreshing.  It 

BitVyper: 
was during one such conversation that he realised he was

essentially in control of the direction her life would take.  He could simply

leave her behind in some large city, or he could open nearly any door for the

girl.  The thought 

BitVyper: 
was slightly overwhelming at first, but then he began to wonder

about how she could turn out.  It may have been a decision made on a whim,

but regardless, he resolved to ensure the girl a brighter future, even if it

was only

BitVyper: 
a little bit better.  When they finally came upon the city, Dekar

was still confident that he had outpaced any word of the murder in the small

town they had initially been in, so he had few qualms with leading the horses

into 

BitVyper: 
the local stable, and staying for the night.

BitVyper: 
So it was that Dekar chose a small tavern for their rest.  He

chose not to make any spectacle by throwing money around this time, as it

would make him easy to follow.  He purchased a small meal for the two of

them, only taking small

BitVyper: 
pickings himself, explaining to the girl that &quot;elves just

don't eat quite as much.&quot;  It wasn't a total lie.  He remained silent

early in the meal, contemplating just what he would do when their travels

together finished.

BitVyper: 
When the girl had begun to slow her rather quickened consumption

of the food, Dekar finally spoke up.  &quot;Tell me, Lisa.  Can you

read?&quot;  Might as well find out the basics first.

Unclear Presence: 
Belching softly as she picked up another loaf of bread and

contemplated an attempt to stuff it into her already overstuffed tummy, 

Unclear Presence: 
Lisa looked up at him and offered a half-hearted shrug and

a mumbled "Enough to get by...." One of Dekar's attentiveness could take that

as she indeed probably couldn't read well at all.

BitVyper: 
Well, it was better than he expected.  Dekar slid a small,

leather-bound book; his journal, across the table to her, and had her read a

few passages.  It was mostly written in the elven script, but there were a

few entries made 

BitVyper: 
in common.  She struggled, but seemed to at least have a basic

grasp of reading.  It was something, in any case.  &quot;We'll have to work

on that,&quot; he muttered, taking the book back.  Once she had finished, 

BitVyper: 
they moved up to the room he'd procured for their stay.  Once

there, he'd continued doing his best to ascertain her abilities, even going

so far as to have the girl (with some prodding) attempt to stab him with her

daggers a few

BitVyper: 
times.  She wasn't a bad fighter, he noticed, and she was fairly

quick.  It gave the elf something to work with, in any case.  Now the trick

was figuring out how to work with it.  He really wasn't a teacher, but

none-the-less, he

BitVyper: 
would have to do something in the coming days.  Once he'd finished

with her, they went to bed, the girl quickly falling asleep on the

not-so-soft bed as though it were a cloud.  Dekar himself sat awake.

Unclear Presence: 
And so it was that Dekar was not caught unawares some two

hours later, when he heard what sounded like two sets of rather heavy

footfalls stop just outside his 

Unclear Presence: 
doorway. Before he'd have a chance to investigate, or

react in any manner for that matter, the small window along the outside wall

of the room exploded inward, shattered by a gust of frigid wind and ice that

was most certainly not 

Unclear Presence: 
natural, considering that there wasn't any sort of storm

outside just moments ago, and that the air was so cold that it literally

froze everything in came into contact with instantly, including the lower

half of the bed wherein his 

Unclear Presence: 
newfound companion was sleeping.

Xullrae Zauviir: 
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BitVyper: 
Dekar sensed the buildup of arcane energy only an instant before

the icy blast was upon them.  It was thanks to his unnatural speed that he

managed to duck out of the way before the miniature storm consumed him.  His

ward however

BitVyper: 
was not so fortunate.  Before he even noticed her state, Dekar

instinctively pulled Hashamar from its sheath, invoking the sword's power and

plunging the area into darkness.  Only then, did he think to look to the

girl. 

BitVyper: 
Her skin had been turned an unhealthy shade of blue from the

reckless attack, and tiny crystals had begun to form around her lips.  She

seemed too affected by it to even shiver.  At the sight of her

almost-unmoving form, the elf 

BitVyper: 
felt a swell of panic rise in him.  &quot;No!&quot; He shouted,

rushing to her side.  Without hesitation, he allowed Hashamar to fall onto

the bed, and grabbed the girl's blankets, pulling them up to her head, and

rubbing fiercely,

BitVyper: 
desperately trying to warm her up.  He wouldn't let her die; not

like this.  She'd barely lived yet.

Unclear Presence: 
Despite the bulk of Dekar's attention being on the girl,

he was well enough aware of what quickly unfolded around him. The door

suddenly burst in, nearly knocked completely from its hinges, with what

appeared to be two humans 

Unclear Presence: 
in the hall with one raising a hand directly towards

Dekar. If Dekar spared a moment to actually look during his ministrations

upon the girl, he'd note that the man looking directly at him with the hand

raised--despite the fact of 

Unclear Presence: 
the magical darkness now in place--was wearing the basic

livery of the Bloodstone city guard. The other human was one he would be able

to recognize easily enough, though it would be hard to see him as he was

stepping back out of the

Unclear Presence: 
way of the other human: none other than the guard captain

from Waterdeep. A swift glance out through the remnants of the shattered

window would reveal some half dozen or more humanoid forms as well, floating

just outside, though one

Unclear Presence: 
figure appeared to have batlike wings to support his squat

body. A second glance would reveal the many fiendish traits to them all,

especially the long, barbed tails that the bulk of them were sporting.

Another burst of icy wind 

Unclear Presence: 
crashed against the outer wall, temporarily distorting any

view of the goings on out there. It was easy enough to tell that the wall was

thoroughly frozen through, even moreso than the girl in Dekar's arms. 

Unclear Presence: 
Noting his failure with a disgusted grunt, the Bloodstone

guard--or now, most likely an imposter thereof--darted into the room and off

to the right, in order to allow room for his companion, the Waterdeep

captain, to move in as

Unclear Presence: 
well. At about the same time, the winged form from outside

literally crashed into, and then summarily through, the weakened outer wall,

sending shards of frozen wood everywhere, a large section of it gone, now

leaving Dekar and the 

Unclear Presence: 
girl fairly well exposed to the other five floating fiends

outside. Like the Bloodstone guard, their hands also glowed briefly with a

greenish light, although only one of them managed to score a hit upon Dekar's

form. Not that he 

Unclear Presence: 
may have noticed it, for his recently developed resistance

to such things allowed him to completely shrug off the effects. The one who

actually brought the wall down was a tad dazed at the moment, apparently

shrugging off the

Unclear Presence: 
aftereffects of such a feat, while the others outside

screamed almost in unison and flew towards the exposed room.

BitVyper: 
She'd die if he stayed to fight, Dekar realised, as he

instinctively lowered his head a few inches to dodge some manner of spell.

Meanwhile, another ray seemed to have been intercepted by the very darkness

itself, rendering it

BitVyper: 
harmless.  The elf didn't have time to contemplate this turn of

events however, as numerous infernal creatures nearly tore his room apart.

He hated what he would have to do; depending on the power of a priest, but

Dekar had not 

BitVyper: 
other choice at this point.  He grabbed Hashamar from her resting

spot on the bed, and wrapped his other arm under Lisa just as the winged

fiend burst through the room's wall.  Before any of his assailants could do

further damage,

BitVyper: 
he summoned power from the surrounding darkness, once again using

the shadowy pathways to teleport both him and the girl away.  While the

demons were left to contemplate the futility of their efforts, Dekar and Lisa

re-emerged from 

BitVyper: 
the shadows on the steps of the city's largest temple.  He wasted

no time even recalling what useless god it had been dedicated to, and kicked

in the door almost immediately.  It was mostly dark inside, but for a few lit

candles 

BitVyper: 
in separate rooms from the main hall.  &quot;Healers! I need

healers!&quot; He shouted as loud as he could, rushing forward to lay the

girl down on a small altar.  He couldn't remain to see if any would come, but

if one did, they 

BitVyper: 
would find a small diamond resting on the girl's blanket-wrapped

chest.  As soon as he'd lain the girl down, Dekar disappeared into the

shadows again, transporting himself a short distance away from the temple.  

BitVyper: 
Now he stood in the middle of a quiet road.  Now he could draw the

fiends to him, and hopefully end their pursuit once and for all.  Recalling a

particular item he'd found some time ago, Dekar pulled a small,

BitVyper: 
red rod forth from the folds of his cloak, and pointed it toward

the sky.  It released a small pinpoint of light which ascended until it was

far above any nearby buildings, and detonated in a huge, firey explosion.

That would get

BitVyper: 
their attention.

Unclear Presence: 
If not for Dekar's thoughtful beacon, it could have taken

quite a while for the host of fiends to find him. As it stood, he could see

them all flying far above within a few moments, after which they swiftly

descended in a spiraling 

Unclear Presence: 
search pattern to nail down his exact location. That

didn't take long either, as the city streets were fairly well deserted at

this time of night, and he was standing out in the open. Their screeching

calls went out to each other 

Unclear Presence: 
at about the same time as some guard horns were blown. No

doubt that it would take the city guard a tad longer to find the source of

the ruckus, but it wouldn't take overly long, so they would all have some

company soon. As it stood

Unclear Presence: 
now, the miniscule legion of fiends was now swooping down

in on their target as one.

BitVyper: 
He could have fled with the girl, Dekar realised.  Could have

waited for healers, and then baffled the demons' senses by travelling through

the shadow-pathways again.  Not this time though; they'd nearly killed her,

and that simple 

BitVyper: 
fact had affected him far more than it should have.  He felt a

rage building inside him as they approached, for even now the girl's survival

seemed unlikely.  They were devils though; servants to higher powers that

didn't give a 

BitVyper: 
damn what happened when their petty squabbles spilled over onto

the material plane.  Exactly like the celestials.  Despite his anger, Dekar

appeared strangely cool outwardly.  He said nothing as the fiends swooped in

on him, and 

BitVyper: 
drew his weapons in calm, controlled motions, his expression an

icy cool.  If any of them had known him, they might have been taken aback by

the usually sarcastic elf's reaction, but as it was, they continued circling

in, even as he

BitVyper: 
raised Hashamar, releasing its power in ten separate bolts of

darkness which struck out at the fiends.  He could feel the sword hum

contendedly in his hand as he unleashed his anger on the fiends.

Unclear Presence: 
Those above would have perhaps gotten a malicious sort of

momentary glee if they could have read into Dekar's heart and mind just then,

but as it stood, they were here to complete a mission. One of great

importance, at that. Not 

Unclear Presence: 
that their resolve proved an able shield when Hashemar's

magics were unleashed. Not only did the smallest of them--the winged, bearded

fiend--succumb to the bolt of darkness' secondary effect, but so too did the

leader. As one, 

Unclear Presence: 
their respective means of flying failed, and they

plummeted unceremoniously to the ground, landing fairly close to Dekar with

loud, dull, grisly thuds. The remainder screeched in turn at the painful

bolts bit home, with one of them,

Unclear Presence: 
the one guised as a Bloodstone guardsman, stopping short

in his flight. His six companions disappeared from view as one, quite

literally, meaning it was no mere trick of the eye.

BitVyper: 
Even as the leader of the group landed next to him, Hashamar, and

the gleaming blade of Celphied both flashed out, landing two quick hits

before it struck the ground.  That one would be the first to die, Dekar

decided.  It had been 

BitVyper: 
the one who nearly killed the child.

BitVyper: 
The lesser demons had apparently turned themselves invisible, and

were now swooping in from all sides to attack.  While he could no longer see

them, Dekar could sense the creatures, and easily evaded their attacks, while

continuing 

BitVyper: 
his own assault on their dazed leader, who managed to roll out of

the way of one strike, but cried out as Celphied was plunged into his leg.

Unclear Presence: 
The fiends that had charged at him in quick succession

were all now visible some short distance behind him. They, like the other

human-guised one above, all witnessed the savage assault that had been

rendered upon their leader. As

Unclear Presence: 
one, they also noted that he did not appear as if he would

get back up in the aftermath. Screeching wildly, those behind Dekar moved in

rapidly, their slavering jaws dripping with saliva. Up above, the

human-guised one had once

Unclear Presence: 
again stopped short in the air, apparently having second

thoughts about his intended actions. The leader was already dead, time to try

another tactic. If that failed, he would simply have to flee and report this

to a higher

Unclear Presence: 
authority. But only because it was his duty, of course. No

cowardice involved in that thought. As it stood, he summoned another of his

innate abilities and covered the area directly surrounding Dekar with a

blanketing shroud of ice 

Unclear Presence: 
and pounding hailstones. He had serious doubts that it

would work, but it could prove as a temporary distraction, should things go

badly. Of course, the minions below would also have a chance of suffering,

but it wasn't as if he

Unclear Presence: 
cared. From his vantage point, he could see patrols of

humans coming in from a few different directions, darting in between

buildings in their haste to reach the location of the battle. Yes, time was

running out.

BitVyper: 
Again, the shadows seemed to build up around Dekar, shielding him

from the ice as two others were injured by the biting cold.  At the same

time, the winged devil who had fallen earlier was attempting to scramble

away, but Dekar 

BitVyper: 
was not about to let it escape.  Before the creature could even

rise, Hashamar's black blade had cleaved its head from its shoulders.  His

innattentiveness to the others had cost the elf a small gash in his arm, but

nothing truly

BitVyper: 
worth noting.  Turning on the one who had managed to connect,

Dekar thrust both of his blades into its chest, pulling them out quickly as

the devil slumped to the ground.

BitVyper: 
His anger largely unsatisfied by the devils attacking him on the

ground, Dekar decided to focus on another target; the other spell caster.  So

it was that the devils on the ground were left rather perplexed (or perhaps

relieved)

BitVyper: 
Dekar simply vanished from sight, once again travelling through

darkness, but this time reappearing a short distance above the flying devil.

As he re-emerged from the shadows, Dekar attempted to thrust Hashamar into

the devil's 

BitVyper: 
back, but only succeeded in giving it a grazing blow to think

about.

Unclear Presence: 
If it was any consolation for the missed thrust to the

back, the guised devil did gasp in pain as Dekar continued to drop. A brief

look below would alert Dekar to the fact that the small horde of devils

gathered below were all

Unclear Presence: 
disappearing from sight once more. Perhaps only to try the

invisibility tactic again, or perhaps they were fleeing the field in the face

of his superior fighting prowess. Looking back up, he could probably gather

that they were

Unclear Presence: 
fleeing, as the leader appeared to be doing just that, his

form swiftly fading from view. The devil-man's words would add some credence

to that effect. "Foolish one, we will continue our search, with ever greater

strength at our 

Unclear Presence: 
disposal, until such time as the Eye is back among us once

more! Take heed that wherever you go, we will leave a trail of destruction

and desecration in your wake. The village was simply the first such atrocity.

Too bad you didn't

Unclear Presence: 
go back to see the message we left you!" There was then a

fit of maniacal laughter, which faded a few moments after the fiend himself

completely disappeared from view. By the time Dekar touched the ground, there

was only himself, 

Unclear Presence: 
the single beheaded fiend, and the now transformed and

much malformed body of the lead fiend. It was huge, and largely insectile

looking, for all it's 

Unclear Presence: 
Hellish origin. At least he would have some kind of

feasible cover story for all the ruckus and carnage, should he choose to stay

and wait for the four groups of guardsmen now closing in at each end of the

broad street he was on, 

Unclear Presence: 
and from two intersecting streets not far away.

BitVyper: 
Dekar ignored the fiend's parting words, and walked over to its

still living comrade.  Thrusting Hashamar into the almost-corpse, he thought

at the, killing it, and allowing the blade to sate its appetite for souls if

it so desired.

BitVyper: 
(Edit: please remove &quot;he thought at the,&quot; didn't delete

everything)

Unclear Presence: 
What Dekar got for the experience was a huff of sorts from

Hashemar, though something of a playful one. Apparently, despite the fact

Hashemar could not feed from these creatures, it was delighted in taking part

in their demise all 

Unclear Presence: 
the same. The guardsmen continued to rush forward, some

calling out to Dekar now, telling him to lay down arms, halt, and a slew of

other things. In another handful of seconds, the foremost of them would be

upon him. If he were

Unclear Presence: 
going to leave, now would be the time, though he could

theoretically take a quick gander at the remaining trio of corpses if he

chose to leave magically.

BitVyper: 
Now that the danger was passed, Dekar's thoughts turned back to

the girl.  He didn't want to leave her alone for long, but if he were to

remain here, he would likely be stuck talking to the guards for awhile.  

BitVyper: 
He didn't have time (nor did he care to, at this point) search the

corpses, so after sheathing his blades, he simply grabbed 

BitVyper: 
up the small bag the leader had carried, and pulled a ring off its

finger before descending back into the shadows, travelling along their

pathways back to the temple he'd left Lisa at.

Unclear Presence: 
Not a moment after the shadowy tendrils deposited Dekar

upon the bottom-most steps leading up to the main doorways, said doors swung

outward, with two plate-mailed warriors stepping forth, each sporting a

halberd in hand and a blade

Unclear Presence: 
at their side. Even with their masks down and preventing

him from seeing their faces, he could tell they were sluggish and weary, as

if not used to being ushered around much at night. While the doors were open,

Dekar was easily able

Unclear Presence: 
to see up and past them, far enough past and across the

foyer and into the chamber beyond where he'd lain the girl. Apparently some

people had rushed in to attend her not long after he'd called, though they

were still 

Unclear Presence: 
present and the girl hadn't risen from her roost upon the

altar. One of the guardsman seemed completely oblivious to Dekar's presence

while he was opening and closing the great door, but the other took note, and

stood there with one

Unclear Presence: 
hand still on the door, and the other trying vainly to

brandish the unwieldy polerarm, one-handed, in Dekar's general direction.

"You there! Hold, and state your business here!" That prompted at least one

head inside to turn in the 

Unclear Presence: 
direction of the doorway, as well as that of the witless

wonder at the other door.

BitVyper: 
&quot;Get out of my way!&quot; Dekar exclaimed at the guard, in

his first display of emotion since he'd left the girl there.  &quot;The girl

is with me.  I left her here after the attack.&quot;  He had no desire to put

up with any 

BitVyper: 
nonsense at the moment, however, he would have to wait while the

girl was healed anyway.

Unclear Presence: 
Just as the second guard got himself facing Dekar, and the

first was about to spew forth some unpleasantry or another, a figure stepped

in behind them from the side, a middle aged human dressed in sleeping

clothes, who carried 

Unclear Presence: 
himself with an air of authority all the same. While the

look upon the man's face was a tad irritated, it was moreso thoughtful as it

turned and gazed down the stairs to regard Dekar. "Let him pass. Reginauld,

come in and close the 

Unclear Presence: 
door once he's entered. Atramane, go and fetch Captain

Vodell. No one but him, understand? I have a feeling that these two have

something to do with the goings on out there...." One hand waved absently to

the city beyond the

Unclear Presence: 
doors. "....so perhaps a bit of discretion would be proper

until matters are sorted out." With that, he nodded once to Dekar then turned

about and headed casually towards the altar where the girl was being tended

to.

BitVyper: 
Dekar nearly scoffed at that; he wasn't about to tell the priests

themselves exactly what was going on.  Then again, he supposed he could at

least tell them that they would likely need to prepare another attack now.

Damned devils

BitVyper: 
.... but Dekar wasn't about to feel any guilt over that; only more

anger toward the gods and devils of Faerun.  For the moment, he gave the

priest a nod, and followed him inside.

Unclear Presence: 
Not stopping until they'd almost reached the small

congregation gathered around the now rousing girl, the priest then stopped

and turned to face Dekar. "I hope you understand that the circumstances here

demand that we contact the 

Unclear Presence: 
local authorities, at least in some capacity. Though I

daresay we aren't very well prepared to hold you here, should you decide to

take the girl and leave suddenly, before my man comes back with the Captain."

A trace of a knowing 

Unclear Presence: 
smile crept upon his face at that point, then he turned

and regarded the one female cleric among the bunch. It was she who had tended

the girl, and she who then turned and faced the middle aged priest and Dekar.

She too was of

Unclear Presence: 
middling years, though she had far less grey to her hair

than the gentleman who had spoken to Dekar. She simply offered a polite,

faintly wary smile and waited to see if Dekar would respond to the male

cleric.

BitVyper: 
&quot;That's right,&quot; Dekar responded.  Who cared how or if

the man knew anyway? &quot;I remain here as a courtesy, since she,&quot; he

gestured toward the priestess, &quot;healed the girl for me.&quot;

BitVyper: 
That said, he was beginning to feel strangely uneasy in the

place... even sick.  Of course, there were about a dozen or so possibilities

as to exactly why this was happening, so he couldn't zero in on one

specifically, but it put

BitVyper: 
the elf on edge all the same.  Still, he was relieved upon seeing

that Lisa had survived the ordeal.  All the more reason to leave quickly.

Unclear Presence: 
The priestess in question nodded in response, but anything

she may have said was shunted aside as his young charge suddenly bolted

upright, frantically squirming off the altar and away from the strangers

around her, then summarily

Unclear Presence: 
pushing her way to the one person she did know, none other

than Dekar. All but climbing upon him, she kept herself situated so that he

was acting as a wall of sorts between the gathered clerics and himself. She'd

even managed to 

Unclear Presence: 
snatch one of her daggers to hand in the process, and was

keeping it pointed toward no one in particular as she warily eyed them all

up. He could feel that she was shivering in terror once more, though who

could blame her given the 

Unclear Presence: 
circumstances of the past hours, coupled with waking up

surrounded by strangers. The apparent elder female waved the other attendees

away, and they departed without any semblance of hatred or disgust on their

faces. Apparently, they

Unclear Presence: 
were quite used to, and understanding of, such outbursts.

It was the greying haired female who then spoke. "Sweet child, I assure you

we do not mean to harm you in any way. You may rest at ease while you are

here."

BitVyper: 
&quot;There's no need for that,&quot; Dekar said, pushing Lisa's

dagger-hand down gently.  &quot;We'll be leaving soon anyway.&quot;  He said

this more to the priests than the girl.  His uneasiness was becoming worse

BitVyper: 
and he really had no desire to deal with the local watch-captain.

&quot;I am not staying to speak with your guards, but I'll tell you this;

I've killed the devils that attacked this evening, 

BitVyper: 
but it is likely that more will come in their wake.  You should

prepare yourself.&quot;  With that said, both he and the girl began to fade

from view, once again dropping into the shadow-paths.
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Unclear Presence: 
As he didn't give them time to respond in any way, Dekar

would not be privvy to what exactly the priestess wanted to say to them next,

but he was left with the lingering traces of concern left in her voice with

the only word he did 

Unclear Presence: 
manage to hear, that being a simple "Wait". Whatever the

case, the two of them were now well outside the establishment, if not the

city itself, far from both the temple and the area where Dekar had battled

the devils. Lisa had 

Unclear Presence: 
stopped shaking as badly, and put her dagger away as

bidden, and the sickened, uncomfortable feeling Dekar had been experiencing

washed away in a rather abrupt manner. Even Hashemar seemed to sigh in relief

now that they were

Unclear Presence: 
outside the temple's confines. Despite the relief, and the

healing that Lisa had received, she still looked a tad haggard. Which made

sense, considering she hadn't managed to get much sleep, and that she'd been

through quite a lot

Unclear Presence: 
yet again, even if she couldn't remember most of it save

as what seemed the remnants of a dream.

BitVyper: 
Once he'd taken her far enough away from the city, Dekar ceased

his shadow travel, and took the girl a short distance off the side of the

road.  &quot;It's been a long night,&quot; he said, letting go of her.

&quot;Sleep here, 

BitVyper: 
and we'll begin travelling again in the morning.&quot;  It would

actually have been better to continue moving now, but he recalled the

draining effect constant shadow striding had had on the girl before.  

BitVyper: 
It wasn't so necessary to force it on her now, while she was

tired.

Unclear Presence: 
In spite of the chilling cold of the mountain pass' air,

the girl managed to bundle up and fall swiftly asleep. Perhaps the lingering

aftereffects of the healing magics aided a bit in the process. Or perhaps it

was just sheer

Unclear Presence: 
exhaustion. In any event, Dekar was soon left alone to his

thoughts. Alone, save for the sentient sword at his belt, and perhaps the

dormant personality inside the Eye he was now carrying. There was little

doubt that the devilish 

Unclear Presence: 
forces would return sometime soon, and most likely in

greater force, as promised. But for the moment at least, he had a small

respite from it all. All too soon he would have to deal with another

celestial host, most likely. All in 

Unclear Presence: 
all, this Eye was proving to be more of a hassle than

anything, at least thus far.

BitVyper: 
Once the girl had laid to rest, Dekar produced yet another staff

from his cloak, pointing it toward a nearby bush and uttering a few arcane

words which were followed by a stream of fire shooting out from it, igniting

a nearby bush. 

BitVyper: 
That would at least give her some heat for the night.  Once she'd

fallen asleep, he began to examine the small gem again... a short distance

away from the girl, just incase.  Once more, he attempted to force his will

on the item,

BitVyper: 
starting in small pulses, and working his way up.

Unclear Presence: 
Within a few moments, his efforts paid off. Or at least,

paid off in some measure. The faints lines etched into the black stone, which

resembled the pupil and other outlined parts of the eye, suddenly flashed

with a hellish light,

Unclear Presence: 
and the item grew increasingly warmer. For the briefest of

moments, it seemed to pull at his thoughts. But, finding the resistance to

such common to his kind, the efforts soon stopped, and the light began to

slowly fade, along with 

Unclear Presence: 
the heat it was emitting. That dwindling may have gone

largely unnoticed at first, for Hashemar was thrumming loudly in her sheathe,

both physically and telepathically. It seemed almost as if she were offended

at the awakened

Unclear Presence: 
presence of the Eye.

BitVyper: 
Have something to say? Dekar thought at the weapon.  Perhaps his

sword could shed some light on this particular mystery.  Perhaps it is

something your mistress or her other servants would desire? If it were so

important that 

BitVyper: 
celestials and devils alike were chasing after it, it might prove

to be just the bargaining chip he needed to regain dominion over his own

soul.

Unclear Presence: 
Apparently, Dekar's words had some effect, as the

thrumming swiftly abated, or at the very least, dulled quite a bit. Hashemar

said nothing for a long moment, as if contemplating, then--in rather stiff

tones--responded. Touch it to 

Unclear Presence: 
my blade, before it's light fades completely.... And that

was that, no more was offered up, most certainly nothing about the desires of

Hashemar's mistress.

BitVyper: 
Dekar was reluctant for a number of reasons, however.  The last

time he'd touched a stone to Hashamar, he'd ended up unconscious for hours;

something he really couldn't afford to do right now.  Not only did the sword

seem to be

BitVyper: 
attempting to pull something, but her sudden change in tone told

Dekar that she wasn't even sure she could do it.  The last thing he needed

was some cursed, malignant artifact gaining control of his own malignant

artifact.

BitVyper: 
And somewhere, buried under all the rest, there was a part of him

that didn't want to risk Hashamar herself.  He had grown accustomed to the

weapon over the years... even if its sentience was only now beginning to

truly assert 

BitVyper: 
herself, and even though she surely didn't have his own best

interests in mind.  Perhaps we shall wait until I've had a chance to discover

exactly what it is I have come to possess.  I do not want you hurting

yourself, after all.
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Unclear Presence: 
There came then what could only be called a flash of

vehement anger issuing from Hashemar, but anger held in check. It didn't take

anyone overly astute to figure out that the blade was unhappy with the

decision, but for some reason,

Unclear Presence: 
she would not refute or retort openly. Which in turn meant

Hash was most likely playing some game, because Dekar had witnessed enough to

know that she was not in truth a weak-willed creature. As for the Eye, it's

internally fueled

Unclear Presence: 
light diminshed even further, which Dekar could most

likely take as yet another form of disappointment. He was most certainly on a

roll tonight.

BitVyper: 
Anger and disappointment emanated from the items, yet Dekar

couldn't help but grin.  This was becoming very interesting, even if he was

on the run again as a result.  Not only was he thrilled by the prospect of a

new hunt,

BitVyper: 
but now he had this to learn about.  If things went his way, it

might even free him from the shadow bitch's deal.  He was still angry that

the girl's life had been threatened by devils and angels alike, but now that

the immediate

BitVyper: 
danger had passed, the elf's mood had brightened considerably.

Still, he would have to be careful at least until they reached Heliogabalus.

She couldn't defend herself from the forces working to take the eye.

Pocketing the jewel,

BitVyper: 
Dekar walked back to where Lisa was sleeping, picking up some

kindling for his fire along the way.  Come to think of it, he still didn't

know too much about Hashamar.  All of his efforts to research the weapon had

previously turned 

BitVyper: 
up nothing but dead ends.  Perhaps he could find something in

Heliogabalus while he stayed there, though Dekar didn't want to linger in

that paladin-owned city for too long.  Settling in across from the girl,

Dekar spent the 

BitVyper: 
remainder of the night examining a few of his unidentified items.

Unclear Presence: 
The coming hours passed rather quietly, save for the soft

howls of the winds and the crackling of the fire. The Eye's light had swiftly

faded to nothingness not long after he pocketed it, and there had been no

further indication of 

Unclear Presence: 
activity on its part. As for Hashamar, Dekar could swear

that every so often, he'd "hear" a mental grumbling of sorts--more like

sulking. But nothing more came of it. By the time the sun had actually peaked

over the high mountain

Unclear Presence: 
walls that were flanking both sides of the roadway, Dekar

could make out sounds of a slowly moving entourage coming from the direction

of Bloodstone Village. Most likely at least one wagon in amongst what must be

a rather large

Unclear Presence: 
group of riders, judging by the amount of noise and the

deliberately slow pace with which they were approaching the point where Dekar

and the girl would come out onto the road from their current roost.

Considering they no longer had

Unclear Presence: 
the horses he purchased, the caravan may be one

possibility of many that were sure to come by at some point today, to make

their continuing journey easier, and perhaps safer.

BitVyper: 
With luck, they could be in Heliogabalus within a few days.  Being

with a caravan would certainly speed their travel during the day, so Dekar

woke the girl, and had her follow him to the side of the road, where they

would wait for

BitVyper: 
the caravan.  There was really no need to be overly cautious.

Only a few people had seen them the night before.

Unclear Presence: 
It didn't take long for the caravan to round the slight

corner and come into view, once Dekar and Lisa had made it to the roadside.

The pair of mounted guardsmen in the lead didn't do much beyond watch the

pair while the remainder

Unclear Presence: 
of the caravan lumbered behind. And lumbered would be a

fairly accurate word, for the three wagons that followed in the scouts' wake

looked to be extremely heavily laden, and pulled by four massive oxen a piece

rather than

Unclear Presence: 
horses. Small wonder they were already underway so early.

At the pace they were going, if they had waited any longer, they couldn't

clear the 'Pass by nightfall. There appeared to be a rear guard of two

mounted warriors, and another

Unclear Presence: 
four guards riding along both sides of the small

wagontrain. Not over-heavily guarded, but the warriors all seemed fairly

seasoned at first glance, so it could be a somewhat lucrative cargo. Each

wagon had a single driver and 

Unclear Presence: 
passenger seated at the front, and the wagons didn't

appear to be the type to carry passengers within, as the contents of each

were wrapped in tarps of some sort, rather than having a high-walled backing.

All in all, they didn't

Unclear Presence: 
appear to be too motley, or too high-snuff to refuse, if

Dekar utilized Lisa in order to gain them passage. Only one way to find out.

OnlineHost: 
infernal rabbit has left the room.

BitVyper: 
Once the forward guards had passed, Dekar took the girl by her

hand and approached the second wagon in the caravan.  Waving to the

passenger, he gave a friendly, &quot;good morning sir,&quot; walking beside

it.  &quot;I see you 

BitVyper: 
have quite a load there.  I wonder if you have room for another

pair of passengers.  My horse went lame, you see, and this is a dangerous

place for a young girl,&quot; he gestured to Lisa, walking beside him,

&quot;to be on foot,

BitVyper: 
even if she has a swordsman such as myself to protect her.&quot;

He allowed the man a moment to respond.

Unclear Presence: 
The man, of whom little could be seen aside from his face

as he was swaddled against inclement weather from head to toe otherwise,

appeared to be in his early forties or so, judging from the few weather-worn

wrinkles and slightly

Unclear Presence: 
graying beard. Though he eyed them up both curiously and

cautiously at first, the sight of the girl softened him quickly enough.

Though the man's own wariness, and apparently that of the driver beside him

who cautioned a quick

Unclear Presence: 
glance, faded swiftly, that of the side-guard approaching

them did not. However, no overt moves were made to do much more than catch up

to Dekar and Lisa. The man whom Dekar addressed quickly called aloud for a

halt, then turned 

Unclear Presence: 
back to offer a hand down. "Well Met, and of course we can

spare some room." Leaning his head back over his shoulder a moment, he

mumbled something to the driver, who then turned and opened a built-in wooden

chest of sorts behind

Unclear Presence: 
the seat and began rummaging for something. "I can fit one

here on the seat with us, and the other can either ride on another wagon...."

He paused a moment to consider, then smiled and shook his head slightly

"...though I imagine 

Unclear Presence: 
you'll both be wanting to ride together, so one can sit up

behind the seats, even if it would be a tad uncomfortable." The driver then

pulled a couple of warm-looking blankets out and shut the box. Apparently,

they thought that at 

Unclear Presence: 
least the girl was a tad unprepared for the weather.

BitVyper: 
&quot;Your kindness is greatly appreciated,&quot; Dekar said with

a bow.  &quot;Come here, Lisa.&quot;  He hoisted her up onto the seat quite

easily, and climbed gracefully into the back.  

BitVyper: 
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Unclear Presence: 
Within a few minutes, Lisa was swaddled in clothing and

seated next to the wagonmaster, quick introductions had been called all

around, and they set off at their snail's pace once more. Some travel rations

were soon offered to the 

Unclear Presence: 
two of them, along with a wineskin of water for the girl,

and something a bit stronger for Dekar. Small talk started soon after that,

though it didn't appear that the driver nor the wagonmaster intended to be

overly nosy about

Unclear Presence: 
anything. Despite the general feeling of acceptance and

camaraderie, one of the side guards always stayed near to the wagon, though

one could also say they might also simply be offering some extra protection

to the girl, instead of 

Unclear Presence: 
from her, should any stray monsters waylay them.

BitVyper: 
For his part, Dekar was fairly talkative.  He preferred to keep

the men distracted from his current state of affairs, so he told a few of his

own stories, and asked a fair share of questions as well.  He made a point of

BitVyper: 
addressing the girl several times.  As the day went on, he had her

read from his journal.  Might as well have her working on something.  During

the quiet periods, Dekar thought over the last few months.  Finding Sshamath

had been 

BitVyper: 
a stroke of luck, and he'd managed to procure a fair number of

interesting items while he was there.  He would most certainly have to return

once his current business was finished.  He'd barely scratched the city's

surface in his

BitVyper: 
short time there.  Drow or no, they'd made something interesting

there.

Unclear Presence: 
Staying talkative served to sway anyone from asking much

about their specific intentions well enough, and Dekar was quite able to

leave things vague. The wagonmaster, Vernon, was quite the rambler, once you

got him going, and the

Unclear Presence: 
driver, Karnen, had a few tales of his own to share of

past adventures. Even the somewhat wary guardsman who never left their side,

Methok, eventually chipped in swapped a tale or two. One thing of note, only

because it was a tad

Unclear Presence: 
odd, was the fact that what they were carting around was

some sort of fancy floor tiling from some town along the 'Coast, meaning

they'd been traveling quite a ways indeed, for quite some time judging from

the snail's pace they were

Unclear Presence: 
going, as well. Despite all the tales and war stories,

there were some small lapses given when Dekar could indeed reflect, mostly

due to the fact that riding the trail seemed to put the pair driving them

about to sleep after a

Unclear Presence: 
while. Even Lisa had to giggle at them for this,

occasionally having to nudge them herself to keep them on the road. By the

end of the day, they were pulling into the vast expanse of Damara's Gate.

Meaning that overall they didn't 

Unclear Presence: 
make very great time in the larger journey, but perhaps

made some friends for future in lieu of that fact.

BitVyper: 
Once they had reached Damara's Gate, Dekar decided it was time to

separate from the group.  He and Lisa still had a lot of distance to cover,

and really didn't have the time for such slow travel.  Bidding them farewell,

Dekar 

BitVyper: 
thanked Vernon for allowing them on, telling the human that he

would pick up a new horse and carry on with Lisa alone.  Once they had gone

their separate ways, he would resume travelling through the shadows, though

at a slower pace 

BitVyper: 
this time, so as to allow Lisa a chance to rest.

Unclear Presence: 
By the time the sun began to rise, the bustling metropolis

of Heliogabalus was within eyeshot. Quite an impressive looking city, at

least size-wise, for being this far out into the more or less desolate, or at

the very least bleak 

Unclear Presence: 
and uninteresting landscape of Damara. From all accounts,

this was the last great trading city this far north, at least in the eastern

parts of Faeraun. Dekar could be sure that they'd easily be able to

assimilate and hide out there

Unclear Presence: 
for however long. Hide from mundane means, at least. Those

tracking him had been using various magics, and no doubt they'd do so again,

and soon, with great efficiency. Upon actually making a few last jumps that

brought them to the 

Unclear Presence: 
city proper, a quick glance around proved to him that he

would have no real trouble leaving Lisa here if that were his choice, for it

really wasn't that much smaller than Waterdeep herself. Far less grand and

trendy in a lot of 

Unclear Presence: 
aspects, but teeming with life and thriving with business

all the same. Though the girl was still a bit fatigued, his consideration

during the trip did indeed help, and she seemed even more comforted by all

the hustle and bustle 

Unclear Presence: 
of the city coming alive around them this morn. Definitely

not a country girl, from the look of it.

BitVyper: 
First things first, he would have to get the girl some breakfast,

Dekar decided.  She'd eaten better than she ever had while travelling with

him, no doubt, but meals had still been few and far between by any normal

standard.  

BitVyper: 
He wandered the city with her for a little bit, waiting for

something to open.  It was at least warmer in Damara.  As the morning rolled

on, more and more merchants were rolling out their stalls, and finally, he 

BitVyper: 
found a small inn opened.  The elf took Lisa in and sat her down

for some breakfast, wondering exactly what he was going to do with her now.

There was one option he had initially thought of as almost a joke, but it

didn't seem 

BitVyper: 
quite so far fetched the more he thought.  None the less, Dekar

had some other business to conduct before he left anyway.

Unclear Presence: 
Yet again, the lass eagerly devoured her food in a rather

noisy fashion. However, this time, she actually went out of her way to ask

Dekar if she could have something to read. Apparently, she either liked his

journals for their own 

Unclear Presence: 
sake, or was simply taken with reading in and of itself.

Where signs of unwanted visitors were concerned, there didn't seem to be any

as of yet. Perhaps it would take them a while again to get a bead on him. Or

perhaps he'd finally 

Unclear Presence: 
scared them off. Quite unlikely, that second option. In

any event, Dekar couldn't be too lax, as they'd most likely nail his location

down within a day of staying in the city, if their past exploits were any

proof. At least he could

Unclear Presence: 
most likely rest easy in the fact that they'd be after

him, and not the girl, as the devils now knew he possessed what they wanted,

and not her. However, that brought up the case of the celestial beings, and

the fact that they might

Unclear Presence: 
not be aware of that. All those thoughts aside, the meal

was finally finished, and Lisa was quietly reading now, with the occasional

satisfied, soft burp being the only conversation she was offering.

BitVyper: 
While she read, Dekar got up and left to speak with the owner for

a moment.  Once hed procured a room for both him and the girl, he returned to

their table.  &quot;I am glad to see you enjoy it,&quot; he said, noticing

that 

BitVyper: 
Lisa seemed fairly interested by the book.  &quot;I have something

to take care of in the city.&quot;  He tossed her the key to their room.

&quot;I won't be long.&quot;  She would likely be safe here for the hour or

so it 

BitVyper: 
would take Dekar to obtain a few scrolls from whatever wizards had

set up shop locally.

Unclear Presence: 
After a moment of trepidation showing in her eyes at the

thought of being left alone, the wariness passed and she offered a nod,

swiping up the key and running off towards the stairway with the book in her

free 

Unclear Presence: 
hand a moment later. Yes, she was definitely more

comforted now, for whatever reasons. As for Dekar's mission, a bit of

searching and asking around kept pointing him primarily to one place, a

wizard's school of some reknown in the

Unclear Presence: 
area. There were a couple of private wizard towers that he

heard of as well, but neither were rumored to be fond of guests and so he

wasn't given any particularly useful directions 

Unclear Presence: 
to either one. Still, he knew that he could either end up

charming or threatening someone into telling him if need be, should he not

want to head towards the college for some reason. If he did choose to go

there, the way would be

Unclear Presence: 
quite easy, as a few simple instructions he already picked

up pointed him to the main thoroughfare that it rested off of. That, and it

was one of the grander buildings of the city.

BitVyper: 
The college would likely suffice for his needs, Dekar decided.  A

short walk brought him to the place, and using the main entrance he entered.

Unclear Presence: 
He was of course met by an acolyte or apprentice of some

sort once inside the door, though it appeared open enough to the public, as

the two guards outside the main doors made no move to impede him. Though not

overly filled with

Unclear Presence: 
people, there were a few milling about and talking to

various younger officials of the place, most likely carrying out business

much like Dekar intended to. The young man, who appeared to be human,

introduced himself politely as

Unclear Presence: 
Aerevyn and asked how he could help with a friendly enough

smile on his face.

BitVyper: 
&quot;Good morning!&quot; Dekar said to the man as he approached.

&quot;Yes, I am hoping that you can find a few scrolls and an item or two for

me.&quot;  He would have actually preferred to have the spells cast for him, 

BitVyper: 
rather than using scrolls, however, it would not be particularly

wise to let many-- make that *any* people know whatever it was he was

carrying.  &quot;Specifically, I require scrolls with identification, and 

BitVyper: 
undetectable aura spells inscribed on them.  I would also be

interested in any trinkets you might have, if any, to confound the scrying

efforts of other magic users.  Do you happen to  have anything of the

like?&quot; 

Unclear Presence: 
Pausing for the briefest of moments, perhaps wondering

just what it was he was getting into, or rather, who it was that he was

dealing with, Aerevyn then put on another smile and nodded. "We actually have

more than one variant on

Unclear Presence: 
such. The differences lie in just how well hidden you want

something--or someone--to remain, and of course, variations on cost as well."

So of course, the lad left off with a questioning glance.

BitVyper: 
&quot;Well, perhaps you should tell me about the variations,&quot;

Dekar responded.  Might as well find out what they had before he just up and

asked for the most powerful thing there.

Unclear Presence: 
"Of course. The identification part is quite standard, so

we won't need to discuss that further. However, as I stated, there are

varying levels of protection along the lines you offered, available both on

scrolls, and in item

Unclear Presence: 
form. Now, the lower grade options will cover you in most

circumstances, either hiding yourself or some item that you may want hidden

away. On the other hand, it is not a fullproof method, as those extremely

skilled in the highest 

Unclear Presence: 
levels of the arts can break through such enchantments

with relative ease. So we do have a higher option, that will stop anything

short of a deity himself from finding you while the magics run their course. 

Unclear Presence: 
Though I am afraid that this higher grade option is only

availabe in scroll form. Each application would last you a full day,

however...." It was apparent that the boy was trying to make a sale on the

higher products by the tone of 

Unclear Presence: 
his voice and the eagerness on his face, but all the same

he did manage to keep his greed or whatever it was motivating him largely in

check otherwise. For what Dekar was carrying, he would have to go with the

more expensive option,

Unclear Presence: 
for himself at least. No use fiddling with attempts

otherwise. Noting a moment of hesitation, the lad quickly spoke up again,

flipping through a thick book of some sort on the counter standing near them.

"The lesser scrolls of 

Unclear Presence: 
protection against divinations and the like would run you

about 400 gold apiece, while the item in question that grants the same effect

on a constant basis would run a few tens of thousand, and some change. Now,

if you would like 

Unclear Presence: 
the ultimate scroll of protection against such, each would

cost  you a fair 3,000 gold each...." Again, he trailed off, but this time

more from 

Unclear Presence: 
uncertainty, for he was spouting off some rather large

numbers at this point, to someone who didn't appear as someone of any truly

noble and wealthy means that could just toss such amounts around with

impunity.

BitVyper: 
It wasn't that he didn't have the gold, but Dekar wasn't about to

spend such a huge sum on a trinket for a girl who, in all honesty, probably

wouldn't need it anyway.  He'd been kind enough to pick her up in the first

place.  

BitVyper: 
That was enough.  Still, some manner of protection would be good.

Finally decided, Dekar addressed the man again: &quot;I believe I will take

three of your greater protection scrolls then, as well as the one for

identification, of

BitVyper: 
course.&quot;  At that, the elf produced a few rather large gems

from the pockets of his cloak with which to pay the man.  &quot;That should

be enough,&quot; he said.  A little shocked at his actually having such a

sizable sum, 

BitVyper: 
Aerevyn just nodded, and scurried off to get the scrolls Dekar had

requested, returning a few minutes later.  Taking the scrolls in one hand,

the elf handed him the jewels; an emerald and two diamonds.  &quot;Excellent,

thank you.    

BitVyper: 
Now, if you have a moment, there is one other matter I wish to ask

you about,&quot; Dekar said, as he pocketed the scrolls.  &quot;If a human,

of say, eleven or twelve years, with no former instruction wished to learn

wizardry

BitVyper: 
in this city, how would that human go about learning and becoming

enrolled in an institution such as this one?&quot; It would give the girl a

place to stay, and some kind of future, so why not? Part of Dekar still told

him that she

BitVyper: 
had been far too expensive already, and should be left as soon as

possible, however he'd mostly quashed that part by now.

Unclear Presence: 
Handing the jewels to another assistant of sorts, this one

armed, without taking his eyes from Dekar, Aerevyn paused for a moment,

looking thoughtful. "Well now, if this young person could already read and

write, it's usually just a

Unclear Presence: 
matter of paying the fees. There is a base cost to join,

consisting of 1,000 gold. Then there are monthly fees. Some 200 gold a month,

to be exact. If such a person needed to be taught the basics of reading and

writing, however, 

Unclear Presence: 
there would be additional, though smaller, fees to offset

the time and instructioning on such. There aren't any other real strictures

to the process, as this academy strives to teach any who are willing, and of

course, able to pay

Unclear Presence: 
for the costs." He then paused a moment, and took on a

less businesslike tone in voice and on his face. Friendlier, in other words.

He also lowered his voice a bit and leaned in. "Honestly, this is a great

academy. The lodging they 

Unclear Presence: 
provide is clean and comfortable, if not overly plush. And

the food's not bad, either. So long as the dues are paid, and a student

doesn't go out of their way to cause troubles of any real weight, this is an

easy enough place to get

Unclear Presence: 
along in. The instructor to student ratio is low enough

that even those having the most trouble with the subject matter can keep up

with a little extra effort." 

BitVyper: 
Well, here was the moment of truth.  There were certainly cheaper

ways of dealing with the girl, but Dekar couldn't help but be drawn to this

one.  It reminded him of one of the few... secular novels he'd managed to

sneak a peak at 

BitVyper: 
in his youth.  He'd come to realise that he was essentially in

control of the direction her life would take at this point.  He hated that

kind of responsibility, but here he was anyway.  He had more than enough gold

to pay for it

BitVyper: 
and it wasn't like he really needed all of that, so why the hell

not? The supposed beings of good or justice, or whatever had only gotten

involved in her life when they'd wanted something, so maybe it was a chance

to show the 

BitVyper: 
fuckers up, and keep her free of their influence at the same time.

Wouldn't it be funny if someone they would have let rot in the street rose

above all that because of someone like Dekar? Bah, screw the indecisiveness

and just 

BitVyper: 
do it.  &quot;Can one pay years in advance?&quot; Dekar queried

the man.  Besides, part of him wanted to see what the girl would become.

What she would become because of his intervention.

Unclear Presence: 
Smiling in a warm and somewhat excited manner now, despite

the fact that he was oblivious as to who Dekar intended to have join, he

nodded once, then frowned a tad, as if he were unsure. "Yes, I believe that

is a standard 

Unclear Presence: 
for some folk. Locks in fees or some such. But, don't let

me ramble on in areas not for me to discuss. Let us go visit one of the

headmasters, which we can do right now." Motioning swiftly for one of his

lingering companions to come

Unclear Presence: 
take up the post he was at, he then smiled at Dekar again

and bid him follow before heading towards and then up a grand, spiraling set

of stairs.

BitVyper: 
After a short wait while the acolyte called for a headmaster,

Dekar was brought into his chambers.  He found himself facing a fairly

stereotypical human wizard: long, white beard, pointed hat, robes, narrow

eyes, and all that. 

BitVyper: 
Their discussion went rather quickly; Dekar had the money, and

fairly simple instructions as to what would be done.  He did however, take a

short tour of the facilities when one was offered.  Dekar didn't want to pay

all of this 

BitVyper: 
gold only to have sent the girl to a rat-hole.  He took that

chance to converse with the human about different magical theories and

artifacts; a test of sorts.  He wasn't a wizard, but Dekar had learned quite

a bit about magic in

BitVyper: 
his time.  Finally, they finished, and the elf was satisfied with

what was being offered here.  He placed a sizable amount of wealth in a

chest, shook the headmaster's hand, and left the premises.  It was settled;

Lisa would be 

BitVyper: 
allowed to attend this school for five years.  After that, her

life was in her own hands.  With that matter handled, Dekar walked back to

the inn, and up to their room to find Lisa.  Once she was dealt with, he

could move on to what

BitVyper: 
he really wanted to do on this day.

Unclear Presence: 
He found her with the book in one hand, and a dagger in

her other, crouched in a corner behind the door, though she visibly relaxed

once she realized it was him. So much so that she merely flashed him a quick

smile and jumped back

Unclear Presence: 
on one of the two beds in the room with the intent of

picking up where she left off.

BitVyper: 
Dekar smiled back at the girl.  &quot;Hold for a moment,

Lisa,&quot; he said, holding up one hand.  &quot;I believe there will be a

good deal of time for reading in your near future.  For now, talk with me for

a moment.&quot;

Unclear Presence: 
She paused, momentarily ignoring him, a look of something

like dreaded expectance making an unwanted appearance upon her youthful face.

Then she seemed to steel it over in a practised fashion, and set the book

down, closing it and 

Unclear Presence: 
laying it aside. Then she took a breath and faced him with

a nod to indicate she was listening and ready to converse as she would ever

be.

BitVyper: 
It was hard not to reassure her right there, but Dekar decided on

a slightly more entertaining way of explaining things to her.  &quot;As you

know, ours is a temporary arrangement; you cannot remain with me forever.  

BitVyper: 
I am about to travel somewhere very dangerous.  Possibly as

dangerous as those who pursued us before.  There is simply no way that you

can come, so now I must decide exactly what to do with you.  What would you

like

BitVyper: 
to do, Lisa?&quot;

Unclear Presence: 
With the tiniest of sighs, she nodded in acknowledgement

of the first part. Apparently, she had grown fond of Dekar's company in the

short time they've known each other. But, having lived the life she has thus

far, this was expected

Unclear Presence: 
and she was strong enough to push past such things when it

was necessary. Not that she wouldn't miss him at times all the same in future

years. As it stood, she had to answer the question, and nothing really came

to mind. There 

Unclear Presence: 
never was a real plan for her, beyond survival, at least

in her mind. So, she shrugged in a somewhat uncomfortable manner and replied

accordingly. "I will stay here and live as I had in Waterdeep. A city's a

city. This one's big

Unclear Presence: 
enough for a girl like me to hide away in and keep myself

in enough meals."

BitVyper: 
&quot;I see,&quot; Dekar responded.  &quot;You may find this

difficult to believe, Lisa, but I lived like that once.&quot;  It was true;

once he'd run away from his family, 

BitVyper: 
Dekar had quickly learned the trials of life on the streets.

Fortunately, his inborn dexterity had helped him to survive long enough to

find his way out of that life.  It wasn't something the elf ever felt much

need to mention,

BitVyper: 
but here, it seemed like the thing to say.  &quot;So I must reject

that particular choice.  You have to aim higher than that.&quot;  Unable to

contain it any longer, he gave a smirk and continued: &quot;You cannot remain

with me, 

BitVyper: 
but there are much better options than living from food scrap to

food scrap, especially if you happen to know the right people, such as

myself.&quot;  He paused for a moment.  &quot;Tell me, Lisa; would you like

to learn the 

BitVyper: 
ways of magic? I can make it possible; there is a good school

here.&quot;

Unclear Presence: 
"M-magic?! Me?" She started to laugh at the absurdity of

that thought, then cut short when she saw that he didn't appear to be

kidding. "U-um, yeah. I guess." She fell silent a moment, probably quite

shocked and maybe a little 

Unclear Presence: 
confused. Then her eyes lit up in a slowly increasing

manner, and a smile crept at the corners of her lips. "Actually, that would

be kinda fun, I think. And a school...that'd be nice. I've heard about them

before, but never really 

Unclear Presence: 
got to go to one. Well, except to steal from them

occasionally, that is." She then cut that thought off abruptly, not really

wanting to get into some of the more shameful parts of her relatively short

past. She then looked at him 

Unclear Presence: 
earnestly, tilting her head just a bit. "But why? Its

already enough that you saved me from those...things. And I know I can't keep

bumming around with you. But why keep helping me like this? Schools are for

the wealthy. They cost

Unclear Presence: 
money, and I know you'd have to pay for me to go...."

BitVyper: 
That was a good question; Dekar wasn't known for having an overly

kind heart.  Really though, it all came down to one thing: &quot;I feel like

it.  It is my gold, after all, so what more reason do I need?&quot; 

BitVyper: 
He paused for a moment before continuing; &quot;I will give you

five years at this school.  That is very expensive, so I expect you to

perform well.  I'll be coming back to check when you're finished.&quot;  

BitVyper: 
Honestly, Dekar had no idea whether that was the truth or not, but

he said it anyway.  &quot;Make it worth my gold by learning well.&quot;

Unclear Presence: 
"Five years?!" Blushing a bit at the volume of her voice,

she then lowered it to a more appropriate level, and continued. Or rather,

tried to, for she was a tad speechless. And this was all making her a tad

uncomfortable, for she

Unclear Presence: 
wasn't all that familiar with kindness. Especially with

kindness of this level. So she merely studied him for a few moments, once she

was able to lift her gaze in that direction. Then a heartfelt nod was given,

and one side of her 

Unclear Presence: 
lips curled up along with it in a lopsided smile of sorts.

"Okay. I will do this and I will abide by your terms. But no handouts. When

you return to check on me, I will repay your kindness. You just have to

promise that you will 

Unclear Presence: 
come back. So that I can repay you, that is." She seemed

rather resolute and far more grown up in those past few moments, as if she

really meant it, and the weight of the offering was fully setting in. This

was a chance to actually 

Unclear Presence: 
make a positive change in her life. Hells, to have a real

life, period, rather than just an existence. Then she paused again, with her

mouth hanging open as if caught in mid thought, and a change came upon her.

"But, when will you

Unclear Presence: 
leave? When do we see this school?" What she was really

asking was when were they parting ways, from the look of it.

BitVyper: 
He hadn't cared a whole lot before.  He wanted to do it for her,

but he was just going to do it and move on.  Upon seeing her reaction though,

Dekar was glad that he'd chosen to help her.  &quot;I'll return in 

BitVyper: 
five years then.  As for the school; we can see it whenever you

want; I've already enrolled you.  I can only going to remain here for the

rest of today, unfortunately.  In any case, before we go anywhere, 

BitVyper: 
I should cast some spells to confound those who might still be

searching for us, on the off chance that there are any left.&quot;  Of course

there were many left, but there was no reason to trouble her with that.  

BitVyper: 
While the girl took it all in, Dekar brought out the scrolls he

had purchased, and began to cast.

Unclear Presence: 
She was about to speak a reply, but instead nodded as it

occured to her that he was indeed casting a spell, and she'd heard it was not

good to interrupt when it was to your benefit. While she had plenty of reason

not to trust in any

Unclear Presence: 
magics right about now, she did trust Dekar at this point,

and could see no reason to think he'd have gone to all the troubles he did

only to hurt her in some way now. So, she remained quiet throughout the short

process. Besides, it

Unclear Presence: 
saved her from some of the more uncomfortable aspects of

it all. That, and she did indeed begin to think of the ramifications that

this very day she would be in a school, and one that taught magic of all

things! Despite the fact 

Unclear Presence: 
she'd be parting ways with her benefactor just as quickly,

there was still an ever building excitement.

BitVyper: 
A crackle of magical energy, and a brief glow of the girl's

forehead told Dekar that he'd used the scroll successfully.  A few moments

later, and the mind blank affected him as well.  That would help to throw off

anything but divine

BitVyper: 
intervention.  With the spells in place, Dekar decided it was time

to take the girl to her new home.  &quot;Now, with that matter handled, let

us be off to see your school,&quot; he said.  A short walk later, they were 

BitVyper: 
back inside the college, and Lisa was being introduced to Aerevyn,

and the headmaster.  Once they'd all met, Dekar left her to be shown around,

though he promised to come back before leaving.  

BitVyper: 
Now, he finally had a chance to figure out the eye's name and

powers.  That would most certainly go a long way toward helping him research

the item.  He hurried back to the inn, and once again withdrew a scroll; this

time the 

BitVyper: 
identification one.  Next, he placed the gem on the floor in front

of him and sat down cross-legged, then he began to read from the scroll.

BitVyper: 
(Edit: Please change &quot;identification&quot; to &quot;legend
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Unclear Presence: 
Not soon after he began, Dekar's mind and senses were

overwhelmed with a sudden barrage of images and sounds. This happened in

spite of his normal protections from such, though one could not technically

call this an assault of any

Unclear Presence: 
sort, and besides, he was a willing participant. At first

the flashes of sight and sound swirled by too quickly, then it slowed down a

bit to where he could comprehend it. Though still a bit hazy on the very

beginning of the "story"

Unclear Presence: 
he was able to catch that its origins were infernal in

nature, birthed in what must be the Hells themselves. What he saw now were

flashes of both fiends and humans, one of the latter of which was holding the

Eye in one hand, and 

Unclear Presence: 
appearing to be gouging his own left eye out with the

other while the fiend watched on with glee. Within another heartbeat, the

human's screams penetrated Dekar's thoughts, and the perceptions switched

abruptly, to where he was 

Unclear Presence: 
looking now at the devil as if he were the human in

question, vision distorted for a few brief moments, then coming into full

clarity once more as a warm, dark object was thrust into the empty left eye

socket. Almost immediately he 

Unclear Presence: 
was able to see through two eyes once more, now with more

clarity than ever, even able to penetrate the gloom beyond the fiend. Myriads

of color bloomed upon the devil's form, notably upon certain fingers and

around it's neck, where

Unclear Presence: 
an amulet of similar design to the Eye hung. Then the pain

erupted within, emanating from the Eye outward through his body, and all went

black. For Dekar, however, this lasted but a moment, whereupon the images

went back to a third 

Unclear Presence: 
person observatory state, and he saw the same scene again,

only this time there were no humans left, but something of a cross between

fiend and human standing where each one was in the previous vision. The last

of these abominations

Unclear Presence: 
plucked at it's left eye once more, and pulled forth the

Eye, the transformation completed, a fresh eyeball of natural bent

regenerating in it's socket. The view panned out and around, to where Dekar

could see hundreds of such 

Unclear Presence: 
transformed humans, along with other various humanoids

from the like of it still waiting to be "evolved". The visions continued in a

spiraling whirlwind then, stopping intermittently to show it passing through

various hands down the

Unclear Presence: 
centuries, with similar scenes unfolded in small detail as

the transformations viewed earlier. It was not these continuations that

really caught his attention at that point, but rather a handful of simple

words that were being 

Unclear Presence: 
relayed into his subconscious. "Even the strong of Will

shall be consumed by the Eye, but only the frail of mind, body, and soul

shall become it's thrall. Sight beyond sight, and powers most infernal await

those who are deemed 

Unclear Presence: 
Worthy. Undrovenous seeks always such a nesting ground".

And then it was done, and Dekar found himself just where he'd started out,

with the Eye laying there staring blankly up at him.

BitVyper: 
Dekar stared down at the gem for a moment, slightly disoriented by

the visions, before picking it up to examine it again.  Entertaining as it

sounded, he had no great desire to become half fiend.  To hold such history

in his hands

BitVyper: 
though, was thrilling, to say the least.  It wasn't that difficult

to guess the items general history at this point, but Dekar still desired to

know more.  A trip to the city's library might reveal something, but more

likely, he

BitVyper: 
would be forced to seek other sources.  This was both good and

bad.  On one hand, it meant that he could be the first to write anything

truly in depth about it.  On the other, his best sources of information would

likely be the very

BitVyper: 
fiends who sought to relieve him of the item.  Well, he'd taken

bigger risks for treasure.  Besides, there was always a decent chance that

following one item's trail would lead to whole other treasures.  The question

now, was what

BitVyper: 
to do with the thing once he was finished with it.  There was a

decent chance that he could trade it for the right to his own soul, but if

that didn't work out, he had no desire to spend the rest of his days hounded

by devils and

BitVyper: 
angels alike.  Maybe the bald one would be interested in it.  In

any case, for now he planned to visit the library, and see what he might

learn of in terms of its specific origin and history.  The information

provided by his spell

BitVyper: 
would make narrowing his studies much easier.  With that in mind,

Dekar grinned at the artifact and said, &quot;not today, I'm afraid,&quot;

before dropping it once more into one of his many pockets.  Upon gathering

his things, 

BitVyper: 
he set out from the inn once more, this time in search of whatever

might pass for a library in this city.

Unclear Presence: 
What he eventually found were two possibilities. The first

was to simply return to the wizard's college, where many such tomes as he may

find information in were collected. The second was something of a public

library...one erected 

Unclear Presence: 
and maintained within a fairly newly formed temple of

Oghma. The place was not overly huge, but it served as one of the two primary

areas in which to find books of any sort in the city.

BitVyper: 
Dekar quickly settled on the wizard's college, and made his way

back there.  He had little difficulty gaining access to the place's library,

mostly thanks to the enormous amount of wealth he had provided them earlier

in the day, and

BitVyper: 
quickly settled into researching the eye.

Unclear Presence: 
With a bit of aid from the attending apprentices, it

didn't take long to find the proper section of books to look through. As it

was quite a collection, Dekar had to browse over hundreds of tomes according

to titles to figure out 

Unclear Presence: 
which ones he should bother searching in. That in itself

didn't take overly long, but reading through the dozen or so he narrowed it

down to did, however. The shifts of apprentices changed eventually, but no

one appeared ready to 

Unclear Presence: 
oust him at any point. Apparently, the place was opened

and tended at all hours, at least to those who belonged to the college, and

those like Dekar who had certain...ties to it. After about the eighth tome,

he came upon an entry in

Unclear Presence: 
the book's index--one of few such tomes to have one--that

mentioned the Eye. Eagerly turning to the appropriate section, he found what

he had been looking for. More or less. Though not exactly brief, 

Unclear Presence: 
the information was not as detailed as he would perhaps

like to have found. And as it was a study treatise of sorts, there wasn't

really a concrete history, so much as the gathered musings of a few ancient

sages. The author of the 

Unclear Presence: 
book had done his own studies and his agreement was with a

certain train of thought with one of the more ancient ones, in that the Eye'

Unclear Presence: 
*Eye's origins predated the human kingdoms of old, but not

necessarily those of the elves. The first studies of any sort related to the

subject were made by elven sages, but it was also noted that they may have

simply been the first

Unclear Presence: 
ones to record such things, and that it could easily have

existed long before that. Basically, it appeared that no one was certain.

However, there were some specific recorded instances of it's cropping up

during the times of the 

Unclear Presence: 
Imaskari and early Netheril, both of them much in line

with his visions, and in both cases the Eye had disappeared in the wake of

the

Unclear Presence: 
events. One thing of note was that both of these records

were made after the elves appeared to write their short treatise, meaning

that the elves didn't come off as having used the item, and either lost it,

or thought it destroyed. 

Unclear Presence: 
However, it had come into the hands of a human despot of

sorts, who was put down in a great battle that predated the battles that

created the Raurin and the Plains of Purple Dust, though not by far if the

translation of years was  

Unclear Presence: 
done correctly. The Eye had not been found on the man's

corpse, but his left eye socket was empty all the same, supporting the fact

that he did indeed have it when he fell. This lead to speculations that it

either has the power to 

Unclear Presence: 
transport itself, or that someone the man knew had plucked

it from his body and fled the battle. The second reference was millenia

later, nearing the time of Netheril's fall. In this case, there wasn't a name

to go with the face, 

Unclear Presence: 
just the fact that credible witnessess--most likely

wizards and/or sages of that great era who had studied up on it at some point

for whatever reason--saw that the

Unclear Presence: 
man who flew upon the great red dragon and led the army of

draconic half-fiends against their city

Unclear Presence: 
did indeed possess, and even wield, the Eye. The flying

city that this small army assaulted was left largely in ruins, though there

were some survivors who related the tale. None are certain what exactly

happened in the battle's 

Unclear Presence: 
aftermath, but the man who led the assault did leave of

his own accord, and was never seen again after that day. Nor was the Eye.

Considering that the tome Dekar was now reading was but about a century old,

he could guess that 

Unclear Presence: 
little else, if anything, was seen of the Eye from that

point forth. At least that's all he'd glean from that book, or from any of

the others in the place, should he continue on to the remainder of the tomes.

He knew that it did 

Unclear Presence: 
resurface, was all too well aware of that, but it stood to

reason that it hadn't resurfaced all that long ago, for legions of fiends and

celestials chasing after someone as they were doing to him now would surely

be recorded 

Unclear Presence: 
somewhere, especially with the bent of those in this day

and age to jot such things down. Whether the Eye was accidentally hidden that

entire time, or someone had taken great pains to hide it, would be another

speculation

Unclear Presence: 
altogether. In either case, it had been hidden away for a

few thousand years, yet hardly forgotten from the looks of it.

BitVyper: 
Dekar hardly noticed the time move by as he read through the

various tomes, so he was a little surprised to find that the sky had already

grown dark when he finally finished.  By that time, he'd written a fair

number of pages in 

BitVyper: 
his own notes.  All in all, he'd learned more than he'd expected

to from this library, but it still wasn't everything that he wanted.  That

left a few options open to the elf, none that he was overly keen on.  Gaining

information

BitVyper: 
about such artifacts was often a dangerous endeavor.  He briefly

considered paying one of the wizards in this place to summon an extra-planar

being for him, but quickly realised he could have that particular thing done

for free at  

BitVyper: 
the moment.  Looking over his rather messy notes once more, Dekar

decided that would likely be the easiest course of action in his present

situation.  Packing up his things, the elf proceeded out of the library, and

back to the main

BitVyper: 
hall where he had initially entered.  After obtaining one more

scroll, Dekar quickly located Lisa again.  He bid the girl farewell, allowing

her to keep his journal at her request, and promising once more that he would

return in 

BitVyper: 
five years (though he had no idea if he would).  Once that had

been settled, he set out into the town again, needing to obtain one more item

before he left.  One trip to the local blacksmith's later, and Dekar was on 

BitVyper: 
his way out of town.

OnlineHost: 
BitVyper has left the room.
