
Chapter 2  To Dekator Plateau 
 

An Adventure Opportunity: 
 

As mentioned, I returned from Madra to Daila with a convoy bound for Kibombo.  There 
had not been any obvious profitable opportunities in Madra.  As usual, I was low on money.  My 
hope was to find both opportunity and friends interested in taking advantage of the opportunity 
in Daila.  The extra four day wait for the convoy to go cost me 2 gold pieces per day.  That 
couldn’t last long!  So, after earning a few coins by contributing to the convoy’s protection, I 
hoisted in at the Drunken Sailor looking for friends. 

Ah!  I was in luck!  Stark and Crackum were there at a table.  I oiled on in and had a seat, 
greeting both.  Stark had some news – he was onto something.  He had heard that there was some 
sort of religious artifact called the “Stone of Dale” that had been stolen something like 400 years 
ago.  (So, is the stone in Dale that they all gather around now a cheap replacement?)  Some 
clown named Jerzen attacked Dale with an army of kobolds had captured the thing and hauled it 
back to Dekator Plateau, it’s said.  And, there’s a reward posted for it.   

Stark introduced me to a Halfling, one of those little fellows, named Lickben, and this 
halfling had already collected several other adventurers to go to this Decator Plateau.  He said 
we’d meet them on the way.  We found another cleric named Hezia that Stark and I talked to 
about this project, but he turned us down rather flat, even though I gave him a couple of gold 
toward his religious cause.  (I suppose he understood the value of a couple of “gold pieces” as 
well as I did.) 

We left town by the road to Daila.  Instead of camping out and taking our chances with 
the wolves, were turned off and spent the night in Kalay, a tavern called The Stone Miner.  (The 
place is primarily a big quarry where they cut stone for building projects elsewhere, most of the 
product being shipped out from nearby Kalayport.  So, that name for the tavern made sense.  The 
others staying there were transient miners or other quarry workers, it seemed.) 

The following day, we set off for Dekator Plateau, hoping to rendezvous with Lickben’s 
party somewhere beyond the bridge. 

 
Getting There: 

 
Last time we tried to do this, we ended up fighting wolves.  There was every reason to 

expect more of the same this trip.  You could hear them howling.  Not friendly howling either.  
We didn’t see any, but as night closed in it was clear what we needed to be worried about.  There 
were still only four of us.  As we crossed the bridge toward Madra, we kept looking and listening 
for those other folks, but no luck.  Maybe the wolves would pick on them but not us?  Obviously, 
we’d be better off together, but that was not to be.  Crackum built our campfire big.  The idea 
was to scare off the wolves.  Wolves don’t like fire.  That’s the theory, anyway.  Somebody 
should have told the wolves.  Pretty soon, we could see them.  The eyes, anyway, glowering out 
of the darkness.  Darn!  There must have been a dozen of them!  At least they hesitated!  That 
gave us a chance.  All of us were up, and here they came! 

I cast three sleep spells as fast as I could, Crackum and Lickben fought with their swords.  
Stark must have done a bless or something then helped with healing and killing wolves.  Several 
of them went down to the sleep spell, so I started killing the ones that were down snoozing that I 
could get to.  Looked like one of them was dreaming – I could see his paws sort of twitching.  I 



couldn’t wait to see what would have happened though.  Crackum was fighting what seemed to 
be the last wolf, but it wasn’t the last after all.  My darts, Stark’s mace and Lickben’s sword 
finally accounted for the last ones. 

There were fourteen of the beasts!  We were very, very fortunate that they had not 
surprised us!  Even so, with all of the sleep spells I could cast, it was a difficult fight.  By the 
poor light, I tried to regain a sleep spell; we might have more coming, I feared.  It took an hour.  
Under normal circumstances it would have been a quarter hour or so. 

It was not long after my watch was over that Lickben heard voices.  To our relief, it was 
Lickben’s friends.  They found us in the night by the bright light of our campfire.  I expect the 
noise from our fight with the wolves helped a bit too.  We were happy to make their 
acquaintance.  They were a big fighter named Chacklow, a magic user named Clethara, a dwarf 
Felian, and another halfling, Gatler I think it was.  Soon we all settled down for the rest of the 
night.  I know I did; I was happy to have others keep watch the rest of the night. 

I woke the next morning to find that there, lying beside me, was a lovely young woman 
with light brown hair.  It was Klethara.  I lay there for some moments, daydreaming a bit I’m 
afraid, and then she awoke.  Her eyes opened to find me looking back, and she gave a bit of a 
start I’m afraid.  I smiled.  “It was nice to wake up and find you beside me,” I said. 

Klethara didn’t make much of a reply, and busied herself with, well, the various things 
you do when you’re part of a party camping out and morning comes.  We both needed to study 
our spellbooks.  That gave me some things I could ask her about and we could talk of.  It turned 
out that Klethara, too, was a beginning magic user.  She had “magic missile” and “shield” spells, 
neither of which I knew.  I suspect I might have had a spell or two that she might find useful.  
Perhaps we might get together about, and share spells, in the future.  But now, we were preparing 
to continue on to Dekator Plateau. 

 The road we were following was headed southwest, right toward the middle of Lumeria 
where all the mountains came together.  But there was a narrow pass where the road turned East 
again into a valley about five miles wide.  Decator Plateau was right in the middle of the valley, 
a high tabletop mountain with steep sides.  We had stopped to take a good look at it when a pack 
of kobolds attacked.  I was ready, and sent eight of the 14 off to dreamland, giving Crakum and 
Chaklow and others opportunities to kill the rest, then send the eight dozing kobolds off to a 
more permanent sleep. 

Well, for some reason my cleric friend Stark didn’t like this.  “I’m going back to town,” 
he announced.  Nobody could talk him out of it.  He wouldn’t explain, he just started walking 
back the way we had come.  He had not given a hint of being upset at using my sleep spell to kill 
wolves earlier, but maybe he considered kobolds more worthy of us having to fight than the 
wolves.  I just don’t know.  It didn’t make sense at the time, and it still doesn’t.  With all the 
monsters between here and town, I didn’t expect to see him again.  He did manage to avoid the 
wolves, as we found out later.  I suppose his god protected him.  He certainly had faith to go off 
all alone through wolf infested country like that.  More than I would have. 

Did I mention before how much of a temptation it was to attack kobolds for their 
considerable treasure?  Right.  Kobolds are pitiful when it comes to treasure.  That was one of 
the reasons we were content with the wolf skins last time we adventured this way.  The fourteen 
kobolds carried 196 copper pieces, a value of almost a gold piece.  Whoopie!  They also had 
among them several shortswords that were not so rusty that they’d be worth something for scrap 
iron value. 

 



Dekator Plateau: 
 
It was maybe mid-afternoon when we got to Dekator Plateau, which did have a path 

giving access along a narrow incline on the south side.  We were cautious going up the path, but 
nothing guarded it.  On top were ruins of some old structures, including what must have been a 
pretty respectable hold.  We could see the remains of towers, curtain walls, and a gatehouse.  
There was a bit more left of the keep.  Much of it was still open to the air.  We picked through 
the rubble.  It was possible to recognize the great hall and what must have been servant rooms.  
But the only objects of value were two silver coins that Felian found.  We then went and took a 
look through the ruins of what must have been barracks.  Not finding anything, we returned to 
the keep.  That’s where we finally found something. 

Rather, they found us.  Kobolds again.  They hit Gatler and Lickben.  We had a bit of a 
fight and naturally I used my sleep spell.  Seven of them went down, and the rest were overcome 
soon after.  Lickben had been badly hurt though, and we didn’t have a cleric since Stark had left.  
It was late in the day, so we made camp in one of the roofless rooms of the “barracks.”  Oh, and I 
should mention that these kobolds were overflowing with a huge treasure of 196 copper pieces.  
Just like the others.  So, with the scrap from the weapons, maybe two gold pieces, total.  Wow. 

 

 
Dekatur Plateau and the Ruins of the Fortress 

 
Watches were organized, and we settled in for the night.  Clethara was on a later watch.  

That made sense, I suppose, to have the magic users on different watches.  I was in the first shift, 
she in the second.  I lay down after my watch, hoping and dreaming that I’d wake up looking 
into her lovely eyes again. 

Well, that’s not what happened.  Before I opened my eyes, I could tell there was 
somebody near me.  I had hopes.  Then, I opened my eyes, and there was Logan.  I haven’t told 
you about Logan.  In fact, I hadn’t met him at that point.  But when you’ve been having sweet 
dreams, and you’re hoping to wake up to find Clethara snuggled up next to you, finding Logan 
there is a shock. 

Well, I was up in a hurry.  Somebody laughed.  I knew that laugh.  Stark!  I still wonder 
if that darned priest didn’t deliberately suggest Logan settle down for the night right there, just to 
give me a surprise.  But, what was Stark doing here?  I won’t go through all the details, but it 
would seem this Logan was someone that was supposed to have been in Lickben’s party and was 
late.  Something moved Stark to go find him and bring him in.  The two of them must have 
gotten to the plateau in the early morning hours after my watch was over. 

Now, let me tell you about Logan.  He’s big, strong, and athletic too.  He likes to fight 
with two weapons, and he’s like one of those board cutter machines you see in some sawmills, 
up and down, one after the other, with no stopping.  Logan wanted to kill kobolds.  He’s always 



wanting to kill something.  And, what we had here, was kobolds.  After Stark, Clethara and I 
prepared our spells, the question was, where to find more kobolds.  There was a circular spiral 
staircase in the hold, right about in the middle.  It was the only way we knew that had not been 
checked out yet.  That’s where we went. 

 

 
Dekatur Plateau, Ruins of the Keep, Barracks 

 
There were nine of us now.  Logan took the lead.  Crackum and Likban followed him, 

then me.  It was one at a time.  Stark, Clethara, Gatler, Filian and Chaklow followed behind me.  
Down we went.  We came out into a peculiar circular room, maybe 40 feet across, with 6 evenly 
spaced gates made of iron bars.  These gave issue to an outer corridor around the whole thing.  
Hard to picture without a map.  From that outer ring, a north exit went into sort of a small 
temple.  To the right of what must have been the altar Filian found a secret door.  When he 
announced that there were four chests within the hidden room, we got our hopes up.  Not much 
there though – 3 gold, 10 silver, and 25 copper, and some old white robes. 

From that original circular room, the outer corridor, that is, there were three other exits.  
The one to the west came out into another round room, this one with a tent in the middle.  As we 
came in, kobolds started pouring out of the tent.  I got nine of them with a sleep spell.  Logan, 
Crackum, Stark and Lickben got the rest.  They tried to run back into the tent but that didn’t do 
them much good.  All they had was 207 copper and a dozen or so shortswords.  No treasure 
inside the tent, just rags and debris. 

 



 
Dekatur Plateau Keep, Level 1 

 
Back in the original round room, the passage to the southwest went nowhere.  The one to 

the south went to a stairwall that went deeper into the mountain.  That’s where we went.  Down, 
maybe 60 to 100 feet, to the bottom of the steps and a passage going north.  Continuing, we 
passed, and briefly searched, three bedrooms before coming to an armory, rather, a smithy of 
some sort used for making weapons.  Then maybe 50 feet east of the armory, a room with a 
whole mess of kobolds connected by a stairway to another room with a whole mess of kobolds. 

 

 
Dekatur Plateau Keep, Dungeon Level 2 



There was a big, long, bloody fight.  I cast as many sleep spells as I could.  We fought 
our way through the first room and down the stairs to find kobolds continually pouring into the 
fight.  Clethara cast a couple of sleeps too.  Logan and Crackum and Chacklow did much of the 
fighting, and even as we were looting those slain there were still more trying to come in and 
fight.  Somebody counted 58 of them.  I don’t know if that’s right.  We were at it a while.  After 
I’d used up all of my spells, I helped loot and guard the rear. 

Finally, Logan got the last two for the moment, and we all started back up the way we 
had come.  Lickben and Clethara thought we shouldn’t press on, though Logan wanted to.  On 
our way back up to the surface, we found four more kobolds that were in the wrong place at the 
wrong time, and met their end. 

We really had not been down below for all that long, a few hours maybe.  But, we had 
fought a lot of kobolds, and needed the rest.  So, we remained camped.  Nothing more disturbed 
us that day or the following night. 

In the morning, I was expecting to wake up looking at Logan.  That didn’t happen.  In 
fact, I wasn’t looking at Clethara, either.  She was already up.  Logan and Stark had decided to 
quite the scene and return to town early.  Crackum had gone with them.  So that left just five of 
us: Lickben, Chacklow, Filian, Clethara and myself.  So, the first thing that happens is, we got 
into a big fight with a whole pile of orcs.  They were coming up that spiral staircase from below.  
Chaklow, Lickben and Finian were all hit bad.  Clethara and I tried to keep them down using 
sleep spells, but there were so many.  Finally there was an end to them for the moment.  Finian 
was down.  Clethara did first aid while the rest of us looted a few orcs, then we skedaddled, with 
Chaklow carrying Finian.  (Thank goodness nobody needed to carry Chaklow!) 

We made our way with all the haste we could muster directly East toward the Madra 
road, then turned North and kept going without stopping to camp, pressing on until we finally 
reached Kalay the next day late afternoon. 
 

Once in Kalay, I traded spells with Clethara.  She copied from me into her spellbook: 
“affect fires”, “hold portal”, and “protect from evil”.   I was allowed to copy her “magic missile”, 
“light”, and “shield” spells.  Concerning more personal matters, say, sharing a room to 
economize on expenses, her message was, “Don’t push your luck!” 
 
Experience from Dekatur Plateau adventure: +567xp +215xp continuation = 1555xp total experience 
(13 wolves, 14 kobolds, 14 kobolds, 15 kobolds, 69 kobolds, bunch of orcs) 
No treasure, after cashing the copper and accounting for expenses. 
 
 


