
Chapter 18  In Search of the Relic 
 

Into the Mountains: 
 
Well, I had accomplished one of the missions I’d been anxious to do.  Next up, maybe, 

the next relic that would follow those Boots of Peace.  If we could find Logan, maybe Sister 
Priscilla (in Madra?), Stark, and maybe a few others, we might look for that.  Yes, I know it’s 
still winter, and our destination was in the mountains.  But there hadn’t been a lot of snow.  If 
this was going to get done, I wanted to do it before sailing season. 

We ended up with a fairly large party.  Logan, of course, and Clethara and I made three.  
Stark stayed in Tolbi; I suppose studying that new religion.  I invited Temek to start his 
Vigilance service with a bit of adventure, and he agreed to come.  (Guard duty had been dull.)  
Lifaen, the half elf ranger came, and a friend of his, a half elf named Merindil, a fighter/thief.  A 
big, strong, and good looking fighter named Hercules joined us too.  I think Hercules, like 
Logan, was planning to become famous in the Arena games.  That gave us a party of nine.  In 
Madra, to that we added brother Hesia.  Sister Priscilla was not available.  We also found a 
guide, a dwarf named Grapthar, who was familiar with the mountains where the ranges came 
together.  He was a “Yellow Dwarf,” a variety I had not heard of before.  Apparently, they 
inhabited the Perpendicular Range.  We would be going on foot; these mountains were no place 
for horses. 

(While in Madra I also learned that, indeed, Lord Miank was now Lord of Kalay.  
Nobody knew what had happened to lord Rextul.  The war was still not over, but the final city 
under the Ocienia flag, Garoh, was under siege.  I also heard that the Militia suffered a disaster at 
Lunpal, with few survivors.  They re-took the town from Otho, but then lost it.) 

From Madra we followed the road north, then turned toward Dekator Plateau.  We found 
a moe or less protected spot among the rocks and camped.  Logan, Temek and Brother Hesia 
were on the first watch, when Logan heard speaking: orcish voices.  As Brother Hesia began to 
wake us up, Temek fired his heavy crossbow and Logan, as was his way, jumped into the midst 
of the orcs and began swinging.  Hercules soon joined him, and Lifaen began shooting his bow.  
By the time the rest of us were up, the remaining orcs ran.  Logan had been wounded, but not 
seriously.  When morning came, we found that there were thirty dead orcs, and Logan must have 
accounted for 27 of those!  Wow.  You can see why I was always happy to have Logan in 
company. 

We passed Dekator Plateau and continued up that narrow valley.  It looked like someone 
had rebuilt the fortress on top.  Either the BlackThorne people or dwarves, I suppose.  We 
camped the next night near where the mountain ranges intersect.  The next morning, Grapthar led 
us upward into the foggy, cloudy peaks along as difficult and hard to follow track.  We climbed 
in single file through several complicated turns to finally reach, at the top of a mountain, a small 
“farm.”  It seemed to suddenly appear before us after we made that last turn. 

Maybe “garden” would be a better description of the place.  Nestled among these 
mountains was a level, walled compound that included some fields, a small stable with an 
attached pigpen, a smokehouse, and a farmhouse.  They all seemed quite out of place.  Not only 
that, as soon as we passed within the wall, the air was warm and humid.  There, sitting on a 
rocking chair in front of the house, was a man wearing a sea blue pointed hat, peacefully 
smoking a pipe.  As we approached, he greeted us, “Welcome.  I felt you folks coming.  I 
allowed you to see and find my place here.  Nice, what?” 



      
Mountainous Path to the Wizard’s Farm The Magic Farm Amidst the Mountains 

 
 Logan answered, “Thank you, and Greetings to you as well.”  He then introduced us, and 
continued, “We have come seeking a religious artifact.” 

“Oh, you’ve come for that.  Underneath the smokehouse.  And, the pets are free to roam.” 
I didn’t know what he meant about the pets.  I didn’t see any about.  The two pigs, 

maybe? 
“Mr. Wizard, may I hear your name?” Logan asked. 
“No, you may not,” the wizard replied.  To make sure we understood, he repeated, “You 

may not know my name.”  He then remarked, “I see you have come better prepared than most.  
Nine of you?  I am merely protecting it.  My pets are protecting it.” 

I asked, “Is it an offense, that we are seeking this relic?” 
“No, not at all,” the wizard replied.  He continued sitting, smoking, and rocking.  He 

nodded toward the smokehouse.  It seemed that he had said all he cared to impart. 
There seemed nothing else to do than go to the smokehouse.  We found the door 

unlocked, and ventured in cautiously.  There were no traps.  The building was completely empty.  
Just a five-foot square shaft in the floor, sinking to what depths we could only guess for the 
moment.  There was a ladder on the North side of the shaft, on our left, in the form of handholds 
attached to the stone wall of the shaft.  These seemed sufficiently strong to bear weight.  We 
descended into the dark with Logan leading the way.  Clethara, 4th to descend, carried a lantern 
which gave Logan enough light to see where he was going.  The shaft descended more than a 
hundred feet to end on a stone floor, with a door on the South wall, across from the ladder. 

 
The Dungeon Below the Smokehouse: 

 
With four of us down, Logan pushed the door open into a room about twenty by forty feet 

in size.  The air smelled foul, of death and decay.  But no monsters immediately greeted us.  A 
passageway left the room to the south, ten feet wide, so we organized into a party to proceed two 
by two, with Lifaen and Logan at the front, followed by Clethara and me.  I carried a candle, and 
she still had the lantern.  That gave Merindal, behind her, enough light to carefully check the 



walls, as we carefully and slowly made our was south.  We came on a big room with a higher 
ceiling, and we could feel a wind entering from a passageway on the right.  As Lifaen went 
toward that western entry, two huge spiders dropped from the ceiling and attacked. 

 

 
Under the Smokehouse 

 
Lifaen immediately reacted and killed one of them, but was bitten before I could cast a 

“sleep” spell on the other.  He survived, though.  The poison seems to have missed him and he 
had only bruises.  Brother Hesia gave him some healing help.  I wondered, were these the “pets” 
that the wizard had mentioned? 

We continued south to another room, and there in the corner, was another of the wizard’s 
pets, a rust monster!  Maybe you’ve heard of these things.  Dwarves hate them.  Fighters too.  
They attack anything metal, preferably iron or steel, and it disintegrates into rust, which the 
monster eats.  All it has to do is touch you with one of those antennae.  I’d heard about these in 
school.  The legend is that they were created by the Devil just to give adventurers a hard time.  
Especially adventurers with magic swords and armor. 

Clethara got off a “stinking cloud” spell.  I cast magic missiles.  Lifaen got off a shot with 
his longbow, missing, and Temek hit with his heavy crossbow.  Someone, Logan I think, was 
alert enough to toss some iron spikes onto the floor as we all retreated.  He’s got a 
“mountaineering” as a proficiency, so he always has these things handy.  The rust monster came 
right on through Clethara’s stinking cloud as if unaffected, but it could not resist stopping for the 
iron spikes.  Temek scored a couple more hits as we repeated the tactic, leaving yet another 



scattering of iron spikes before it.  Anybody with a bow was shooting by now, and the strange 
beast finally toppled over from the wounds received from bolts and arrows.  Logan retrieved 
those spikes remaining from the third pile and a few from the second one.  Was this rust monster 
yet another of the wizard’s pets? 

 

   
Rust Monster’s Room    Hobgoblins Next Door 

 
In a room just to the west of where we had found the rust monster, a dozen hobgoblins 

were fast asleep on their bedrolls.  How they didn’t wake up from the noise of us fighting the rust 
monster, I don’t know.  And, why the rust monster hadn’t already come in and consumed their 
swords, I don’t know either.  But, there they were.  Logan knew what to do, and others did too.  
Maybe with people or dwarves, you need to see what they’ll say or do before you draw 
appropriate conclusions, and attack and kill them.  Not so with hobgoblins.  No reason for 
hesitation.  They are just naturally evil, and bound for Hell anyway.  Why not give them the 
opportunity now?  No reason not to pitch in.  Soon all twelve of them were dead.  They had 
nothing of value except their longswords. 

 
The Relic in the Temple: 

 
We continued generally south, coming soon to a big room with four statues at the 

corners.  Aha!  This looked familiar.  There were similar rooms in the ruins of Darthen, though 
this one was much bigger.   There were some other differences.  In the middle of the room was 
an inlaid circular mosaic, with an arrow pointing toward the south wall.  There was an inscription 
on the wall reading, “When the eyes of the guardian are upon you, the way will be revealed.”  
Who was “The Guardian?”  The four statues looked like fighters, or maybe paladins.  Was one of 
them the Guardian?  Or all of them? 

The statues were facing their opposites.  We found that each could be rotated using a 
nearby crank in the wall, one near each statue.  We used the cranks in order to have them all face 
the center of the room, where most of us remained.  The far-left statue seemed out of place, 
somewhat removed from its corner.  Hercules pushed it back into the corner along what seemed 
to be grooves in the floor, similar to what we had seen at Darthen.  It took a lot of effort, but 
finally the statue seemed to click into its proper position.  We were rewarded as a secret door 
appeared and opened in the middle of the south wall. 

We continued through the now revealed secret door.  The passageway led south about 
thirty feet, then turned to head west.  Another thirty or so feet brought us to a big room.  As we 
entered, torches suddenly lighted, revealing this to be a temple.  Most of the room, toward the 



west, was a raised platform, reached by a short flight of steps.  On the platform was an altar, and 
on the altar gleamed a breastplate.  On the breastplate, we could see the Sign of the Cross.  
Surely this was the relic we sought. 

 

 
The Temple Under the Smokehouse 

 
Hesia remarked, “It feels so good in here.” 
He was right; I could tell a remarkable difference.  We had been traveling through foul 

air, apprehensive about the monsters we might meet.  Suddenly I found that, well, I could call it a 
sense of being protected.  As if something stood between me and all the forces of evil. 



Hesia hurried up the steps to the altar.  Logan, not wanting to be left behind, leapt the 
distance, to alight beside him.  Hesia picked up the breastplate.  He then handed it to Logan, who 
tried to put it on.  He couldn’t.  It was like what we had experienced with the Boots.  Could 
anybody actually wear, and use, this breastplate?  Not Logan, and not Hesia or Lifaen, either.  
We didn’t bother to try with the rest of us.  Hesia became the Guardian of the Breastplate. 

Under the Breastplate, we found an inscription on the altar: 
 

The last man to find the next item 
Used it not for God’s will. 
And now it is interned with him 
Under an evil hill. 
 
Upon the peninsula 
There stands a structure 
Locate it and open it 
To find what next you seek. 

 
I wrote down the message.  This was obviously our hint for the next relic.  Peninsula?  

Probably the Injuma Peninsula, I figured.  What other peninsula was there?  I knew of no 
structure there, though.  Or hill.  (Much later, I wondered: The Island, maybe?  That fortress was 
at the end of a long, skinny peninsula, a high hill with cliffs falling to the sea.) 

 
Back to Madra: 

 
We made our way out.  The wind had stopped, and we met no monsters.  We came up 

into the smokehouse to find no smokehouse at all.  We were simply on a level spot at the top of 
the mountain.  It was dark. 

“I see you found it,” the voice of the wizard spoke. 
We saw nobody.  Was he now invisible, along with the farm? 
“There are other things I need to do here,” he added. 
I asked, “Are there any further messages?” 
Logan remarked, “It looks like you won’t have to farm anymore.” 
“It had its uses,” the wizard said, then spoke no more. 
We were on top of the mountain, and night had fallen.  We found some rocks to give 

shelter from the wind and made camp.  It was cold, very cold.  But nothing disturbed us. 
We returned to Madra by stages as we had come over the next three days.  Nothing 

disturbed us.  Was that because of the Breastplate being in our midst?  We knew those Boots 
were a powerful relic, and this surely was too.  I supposed that it gave us protection, even though 
not worn. 

We went straight to the cathedral in Madra.  Brother Hesia presented the Breastplate to 
the Bishop.  He was pleased to receive it.  I copied down the message of the inscription we had 
found.  He could not explain the message, though, and had the same questions I did. 

Logan mentioned that, “We could use some help.” 
The Bishop produced a Ring of Protection from Evil which he gave to Logan.  He then 

gave potions of healing to each of the rest of us.  So, we had our reward.  To that was added the 
gold pieces from the sale of the hobgoblin swords, and what we’d found on the orcs. 


