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Chapter 7 Nomadic Adventures 
 

The Plain of Dead Kobolds: 
 

If you’ve looked at my map of Lumeria, you might have noticed this place name 
along the road from Madra to Daila, “The Plain of Dead Kobolds.”  Perhaps you 
wondered how that place came to have the name.  I’ll tell you.  It wasn’t an official name, 
but I wrote it onto my map after our trip back from Madra to Daila.  You can guess why. 

Logan, Crackum, Clethara, Darmit and I were making the trip.  Stark had 
disappeared back to Madra, you may recall, and we didn’t find him after our affair with 
Jack and his cronies was over.  Alias had stayed behind in Madra.  But, we happened 
across Crackum, and talked him into joining us.  So, it was just the five of us.  We had 
met Darmit just before Jack’s father Zven came on the scene back in Daila, and you may 
remember that Darmit was interested in adventure.  Not just that, but he had plans for a 
particular adventure and was hoping to recruit the rest of us.  He started to tell us about it 
in Madra and on our way back, but that can come later.  First, we had to get home. 

We had passed over the shoulder of the Equatorial Range on the road, and 
heading down, and had even passed the road to Dekatur Plateau.  Darmit caught sight of a 
dozen or more giant rats up ahead.  They were vigorously chewing up a carcass, probably 
a dead horse.  A sleep spell knocked out most of them and the rest ran.   

We were just killing the sleeping rats when we became aware that there was a 
camp of kobolds, just up the road.  More than a score, maybe three dozen or more.  
Clethara and I both cast sleep spells to give us a momentary advantage.  Logan leaped to 
attack, and the rest of us followed him in.  It turned out that those forty or so kobolds 
were just the beginning; there must have been at least as many more, and as we fought 
the first batch, the others emerged from the scrub to the west of the road.  Clethara and I 
used all the “sleeps” we had.  Logan kept swinging and so did Crackum and Darmit.  At 
first I was killing sleeping kobolds as I could, and so was Clethara.  Then I used up all 
my darts after I ran out of spells and sleepers to kill.  Clethara used up hers too.  Yet more 
kobolds came on the scene.  I ended up using my cutlass to kill some of them – good 
practice, but dangerous – I’m not exactly the best melee fighter around.  That was 
Logan’s department.   

Eventually the remaining kobolds broke and ran.  But there had been clearly over 
a hundred of the little beasties, likely 200, and maybe even more.  A lot of them were left 
dead.  We made sure that none of them were left just half dead.  We had also taken quite 
a few hits.  Crackum had taken a healing potion, and Logan had gotten some help too.  
He was hit more than the rest of us, but I’m sure he accounted for the lion’s share of the 
dead kobolds!  He’s something to see in action! 

Clethara and I tried to re-learn some sleep spells before we moved on, while the 
other looked over the dead kobolds to grab any visible treasure.  We then hustled north as 
fast as we could.  We didn’t want to camp in the open with possible more kobolds or 
wolves about.  After crossing the bridge, we collided with fourteen orcs that got more 
trouble than they were looking for.  Logan again led the attack and soon we were 
collecting what loot they were carrying.   

As we were doing that, here came more kobolds!  They must have been chasing 
us since the earlier battle, and our stopping to loot the orcs gave them time to catch up.  
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In fact, they surprised us.  Clethara was hit by a javelin, but then she was able to summon 
a sleep spell that put down about 1/3 of them.  Crackum broke his bow shooting at the 
others.  They hesitated, and we counterattacked.  After the survivors ran off, we hastily 
looked for any obvious loot from them, then made all haste to get to Kalay. 

It was very late when we got to Kalay.  We were dead tired.  Kalay is a walled 
town.  That’s a good thing; with all the orcs and kobolds and wolves around, without the 
wall the town would be a smorgasbord for the various baddies.  But we were on the 
wrong side of the wall.  The guards wouldn’t open the gate for us.  We started to make a 
camp beside the wall, and even got a fire lit.  Those six guards seemed to think it was 
funny.  Well, Logan had enough of that.  Did I mention he could jump?  Somewhere he’s 
gotten some magic boots.  Yeah, he could jump.  And that’s what he did – he jumped 
over the wall.  Before any of those six guards could do anything about it, he removed the 
bar and opened the gate.  We scooted right in.  The guards didn’t like it, but what were 
they going to do?  I’m guessing they closed and bared the gate again.  They didn’t pursue 
us.  We found an obscure corner of the town near the wall (away from the gates) and 
passed the rest of the night.  We returned to Daila the next day. 

 
To Nomads Territory: 
 

Darmit had in mind exploring a ruin that was deep in nomad territory, a place 
called Darthen.  With him as guide and leader to deal with other nomads we might 
encounter, he thought we’d be allowed to visit Darthen.  He explained that nomads are 
not aggressive but don’t like travelers in their lands.  We should appear as much like 
nomads as we could without actually trying to disguise what we were.  That meant we 
needed to ride horses.  That’s what nomads do. 

We had most of what we’d need for a party, but didn’t have a cleric.  Stark had 
disappeared in Madra, and an inquiry at the church revealed that Hesia had gone 
somewhere with Sister Sue.  Yeah, I can just imagine he had.  But, we were fortunate.  A 
Sister Priscilla was interested in going with us.  The church wanted a donation for her 
services, so Logan and I each contributed 15 gold.  That was enough. 

We were able to obtain four horses.  Clethara suggested that she and I could both 
ride on one horse.  It made sense; neither of us was a heavyweight, and our packs were 
fairly light.  I paid 30 gold for “Newmoon”, a fairly strong black horse, though a bit 
hesitant to be cooperative.  Logan got a good price on a light warhorse “Glassjaw.”  
Crackum and Priscilla got the remaining two.  Darmit, of course, already had a horse. 

Darmit set a fast pace.  We turned toward Kimbombo and crossed the bridge.  We 
got five miles maybe before we saw a patrol of eight nomads riding toward us from the 
northwest.   

“Are those your friends, Darmit?” I asked. 
“No!” he replied.  “We go south!” he ordered. 
So, we rode south, with the eight nomads in pursuit.  They were faster, and gained 

on us.  They all had spears, like Darmit, and it looked like they were about to get close 
enough to use them. 

I heard Logan say something like, “He’s kind of a wimp.”  Did he mean Darmit.  I 
don’t know, but he clearly had done enough running.  Logan stopped and turned to face 
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our pursuers.  The rest of us stopped too, and rallied behind Logan.  Crackum was having 
some sort of problem with his horse, so we couldn’t have gotten much further anyway. 

Darmit stopped too, and called to the pursuers in the nomad language.  Of course, 
none of us could understand.  But whatever he said, it wasn’t working.  One of the 
pursuers rode up and stabbed at Darmit with his spear, and it looked to me like others 
were about to do the same.  That was enough for me.  I cast a sleep spell.  Clethara did 
too.  Logan jumped off his horse and attacked.  Darmit and Crackum joined the fight as 
Sister Priscilla prayed for us. 

It’s hard to know what a sleep spell is going to do in a situation like that.  Mine 
seems to have caused six of the nomads to fall asleep on their horses.  They stayed 
mounted, but didn’t provide guidance to their horses.  The animals saw no reason to 
continue fighting or running, and just slowly stopped and waited.  Clethara’s spell 
brought down a horse and two nomads.  So, between us, that was all the nomads.  I 
wondered what Darmit would think we should do, but Logan started by attacking some of 
the mounted sleepers, and Darmit joined in too, running his spear through another one.  
Pretty soon there were eight dead nomads, and we had eight extra horses.  We looted 
them, too.  But Darmit would not take a spear from any of the dead nomads. 

We kept on to the south, leading the eight horses.  After we crossed the river, 
Crackum spotted a nomad party at about where we had killed the nomad party.  We tried 
to keep an eye on them.  It appeared that they were following us.  We kept going, 
eventually getting to the ruins of Darthen that Darmit had been aiming for. 

It was late in the day, but there was enough light to see what we had.  There were 
ruins scattered about, but most prominently there was a raised platform, maybe ten feet 
above the surrounding plain, with a broad set of steps leading up to it.  On top were 
remnants of walls and a small structure like a temple.  It looked like a defensible position, 
and that was what we needed.  What with that party of nomads following us, we could 
expect company during the night.  We led the horses up the steps and did our best to 
make the position secure.  We couldn’t see anyone following just then, but we figured 
they were out there.  A fire pit indicated that others had camped here before.  The 
structure turned out to be a small mausoleum, about 12 feet by 20 feet – really not large 
at all.  And, the kind of thing that would be uncharacteristic of nomads.  Whoever built 
all this must have done so a long time ago. 

 

 
Darthen – Raised Platform 
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One of the things we realized was that most of these nomad horses were better 
than the ones we had started with.  But, swapping horses could wait.  We’d have a hard 
time protecting horses here is we chose to explore down below. 

We organized watches and decided where to stay.  We wanted the horses fairly 
close to the steps.  They would notice scents and noises.  For the first watch, Crackum 
guarded the steps, and Clethara watched from a more central location.  Logan and I slept 
inside a wall near the steps.  We waited.  Maybe Darmit was up too. 

It was Crackum that spotted them first.  He let out a yell, and I woke immediately, 
and kicked Logan to wake him.  They didn’t charge right away, which might have 
worked better.  By the time I knew what was going on, Crackum was shooting arrows 
into the dark at the bottom of the steps, but was the target for several spears.  He took a 
couple of hits, but by the time he was in trouble Logan and Darmit were up and got into 
the fight.  As the enemy nomads came up the steps, a big melee developed with, of 
course, Logan right in the middle of it.  Clethara and I cast sleep spells to thin the crowd, 
and that gave us the edge.  Another sleep and most of them were down, and a magic 
missile helped Logan finish off his guy.  We all finished up sleepers as rapidly as we 
could – we couldn’t afford for them to wake up and attack again!  Sister Priscilla did 
healing on Crackum and Logan, both of whom had been hit, especially Crackum.  It 
turned out that we didn’t receive any more attacks, and I was glad of that!  Morning 
found us gathering up loot from some of the dead that we missed during the night.  
Altogether we counted twenty-four dead.  That was a pretty intense attack.  Hopefully the 
survivors that got away wouldn’t be encouraging another sacrifice like that. 

 
Into the Dungeon of the Citadel: 

 
Eventually our attention rested on the mausoleum.  “It’s not a mausoleum,” 

Darmit told us.  “It’s the entrance to the underground part of the citadel.”  What we had 
been camping on was the remaining aboveground ruins of that citadel. 

It took a while to get the door open.  It swung outward, but only after Logan 
drove spikes into it, and we hauled on it hard with a rope.  Inside we found four statues, 
located roughly in the corners.  They were sort of nomad looking men, each carrying a 
spear, two swords, a shortbow, and a shield.  The weapons were part of the carving.  
Grooves in the floor near the one at the right rear suggested it might move.  With some of 
Priscilla’s oil for lubrication and a lot of shoving, that proved to be the case.  The statue 
was shoved back several feet.  As it did, a stone panel in the floor moved aside to reveal 
stairs descending into the dark. 

       
Darthen “Mausoleum”, steps down, first cavern 
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Before venturing below, I tried to relearn spells.  It took a while.  Meanwhile the 
others kept a lookout to see if anything or anyone was stirring, not an unreasonable 
precaution given what happened last night.  Finally, we gathered ourselves and ventured 
down the steps, a lantern carried by Clethara illuminating the way. 

The steps went down about 20 feet while going forward, then continued as a more 
or less level corridor to a cavern inhabited by giant rats.  We fought them, with Logan 
leading the way and Crackum and Darmit contributing as well.  We could see a couple of 
exits.  But before we ventured further, I ran back up the steps to take a peek, and see if 
anyone had showed up.  I was speculating someone could have been watching, and came 
up to the platform while we were below.  I could imagine that someone could close the 
entrance and leave us trapped.  But my fears were groundless; nothing was seen and the 
horses seemed calm, browsing on bits of scrub growing here and there amid the ruins. 

 

 
Second and Third Caverns (Both with Streams) 

 
Back together down below, we continued out the passage on the far side of the 

first cavern.  After a right turn and a left turn, that brought us into another cavern that had 
a stream running through it.  A bridge crossed the stream.  It wasn’t gushing; more like a 
trickle.  The cavern had a lot of dirt on the floor.  Tracked in from elsewhere?  We went 
that way, again passing up a side exit to the right.  That brought us to a large cavern that, 
again, featured a stream (likely the same one).  We couldn’t see the far end.  There was a 
side passage to the left, fairly close.  We went that way and got to a four-way 
intersection.  We could see that the passageway opened up into caverns ahead and to the 
right.  It so happened that we went to the right first. 

 

 
Fourth Cavern beyond Big Cavern #3) 

 
We had to go down a bit to enter the cavern.  It was wet, with stalactites dripping 

here and there.  A pool was at the far end, and naturally, we had to take a look.  
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Skeletons!  I saw four of them.  There were actually five.  It was time to try out my Ring 
of Swimming.  I shed my clothes and jumped in.  It was cold!  Worse, as soon as I 
touched one, the skeletons animated.  I popped back out of the water as fast as they could, 
and they came on out after me.  But I had friends.  They took care of the skeletons. 

What clothing the skeletons had on was nomad armor.  Sister Priscilla landed a 
good blow to one of them with her mace, Crackum took out another, And Logan killed 
two.  I don’t know who got the other.  Once the skeletons were smashed into loose bones, 
I went back in the water to see if there might be any treasure lying around the bottom.  I 
was looking specifically where the skeletons had been.  I did find a sword hilt and … it 
had a blade attached.  I brought it back up.  Darmit was happy to take it from me.  I 
searched a bit longer, but then had to come out.  I was cold!  Clethara helped me dry off 
and warm up.  The swimming part was easy with the ring.  But it didn’t protect me from 
the chill temperature. 

I asked Darmit, “Can you tell?  Is the sword magic?” 
He replied, “I can’t tell.  But it feels good in my hands. 
Logan volunteered to continue searching.  I handed him my ring of swimming.  

He disrobed and went in.  After searching a while, he finally emerged with a shield, 
which he handed to Sister Priscilla.  The shield was nice – it was embossed, and showed 
no sign of decay from being in the water.  It too seemed to be of the nomad style.  Darmit 
said to her, “Wield that shield well!” 

Continuing, Logan finally found a hammer as well.  He emerged cold and wet.  
Sister Priscilla helped him as Clethara had helped me, and stayed close as he shivered 
from the cold, and helped him get his clothes back on.  I took a good look at the hammer 
– it seemed to be in good condition too.  I figured there was a good chance these items 
were magic.  Any of the other accoutrements had probably rusted away.  After we were 
all finally warm and ready, we left the cavern. 

 
A Lower Level: 

 
At the four-way intersection we went right, finding a smaller cavern inhabited by 

giant rats.  These rats were smarter than the earlier ones, and all ran away out the far 
portal, which was a secured rusty iron gate.  There was also a right-side exit.  Rather than 
go in, we went down the remaining branch of the four-way intersection, and found 
ourselves in a small room almost identical to the inside of the “mausoleum!”  It had the 
same kind of statues.  There were grooves like above.  We had to conclude that this must 
be the access to an even deeper level! 

 

 
Skeleton Cavern (#4) and Statues Room #2 
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What to do, what to do, what to do?  We had not fully explored the level we were 
on already, but here was a portal beckoning us onward and lower.  We didn’t linger long.  
We knew what to do.  The right rear statue was shoved backwards, the stone portal 
opened, and stairs descended yet lower.  Down we went!  The corridor curved around to 
the left and came at length to a round room with numerous exits.  Seven of them. 

 
Dungeon Second Level, Path Down and Round Room 

 
I asked Darmit, “Which way looks more used?” 
He took a look around.  Nomads are good at tracking, I figured.  Like rangers.  He 

finally reported, “To ‘West’.  Human feet.” 
I should mention that by this time we had no confidence in our sense of direction.  

The direction “up” in the map sketches are arbitrarily “North” but could just as easily be 
in some other direction.  “West” was a just right turn from where we entered. 

We didn’t get far.  There was an iron gate.  It was locked; an iron lock was built 
into the gate itself.  By what light we could shine into the room, Logan could see at least 
ten skeletons lying about.  Were they animated?  No telling.  But they were in any case 
beyond the locked gate.  We could see no reflections from anything in the room.  So, 
probably no water, and no coins or shiny armor on the floor. 

Darmit consulted a map that he pulled out.  “This is not the jail,” he said.  He 
pointed to a spot on the map.  “This was the jail.” 

Priscilla took a good look and said, “That’s no ordinary room, or gate.  I don’t 
support going in …..”  She then reiterated a caution against entering. 

Logan contradicted, “We WILL be going in!” 
Well, so much for Logan charming her, I thought to myself. 
Without a key or other means of opening the gate, I didn’t see how we’d get in, 

and I suggested we try other avenues first.  Logan didn’t like to back down, but he 
eventually agreed to try some other things first. 

The side passage opposite, labeled “SE” but more “east” was a dead end into an 
empty cavern.  The passage to the south branched right away, and we decided we didn’t 
want to stray too far; we were already in pretty deep.  So that brought us to the 
“Southwest” exit.  (The so-called Northeast and East exits were blocked – looked like 
they were collapsed.) 
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Going to the “southwest” we immediately came to an empty cavern, but there was 
an exit on the far side and we kept going.  That brought us to a sharp turn to the right in 
the passage.   

 
In the Presence of the Holy: 

 
At that point there was, mounted on the wall, a stone plaque carved in a manner to 

resemble a scroll.  There was writing, but I couldn’t read it.  So it wasn’t dwarvish or any 
of the languages I knew.  Priscilla couldn’t read it either.   

But, Darmit could.  “It’s not a spell,” he said.  “It says, ‘Take no weapons beyond 
this point.’  He looked at it carefully, then said, “This looks very old.” 

We could see that the passage sloped downward around the turn to the right.  It 
was a fairly steep slope.  Darmit said, “I take no weapons.”  He put down his spear and 
started to unsling his bow. 

Logan, of course, wasn’t going to have that.  He started forward down the slope.  
Suddenly he was thrown back by some powerful force. 

“I have a feeling,” Sister Priscilla said, “a feeling that we won’t need weapons.  I 
think we’re safe if we continue on.”  She put down her mace, but held onto her shield. 

I left my cutlass and darts there, and the others, even Logan, left their weapons as 
well.  Then we all descended the corridor for about 80 feet distance, coming out in a 
circular room with a raised dais in the middle.  Four torches suddenly lit as we entered.  
There in the middle of the dais was nothing but a pair of boots.  But, in a sense I can’t 
describe, they were beautiful boots.  Logan walked up to the dais then stopped.   

 

 
Dais Room on Dungeon Second Level 

 
I asked Darmit, “Do you know anything about this?” 
He didn’t. 
I decided I might as well be the one to act.  I walked up onto the dais, over to the 

boots, and picked them up.  I immediately felt a sense of peace come over me, like I 
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would not have any need to fight anything.  I put them down.  The sensation left me.  I 
then picked them up again and started to put them in a sack.   

But then, Sister Priscilla was there.  She asked, “May I hold them?” 
I gave them to her. 
She stood holding them for a few moments.  I expect she was feeling what I had 

experienced.  Then she said, “Something is truly Holy about these boots.” 
There was nothing else in the room.  Was this what we had come here for?  I then 

took the boots back and put them away is a sack. 
Logan must have figured we shouldn’t just take something nice without leaving 

something.  He pulled out his old high hard boots, the he hadn’t worn much since getting 
his magic boots of jumping.  He put them on the dais.  (Maybe he hoped they would be 
made magic too!  Perhaps in time they will.) 

We left the room.  After Crackum, the last in line, made his exit, the torches went 
out.  We returned back to the round room.  What next?  Well, we hadn’t fully explored to 
the south.  So we did.  And, what do you suppose we found?  Another statue room.  Just 
like the others.  No doubt a portal to an even lower level.  We decided to wait on opening 
it up.  Instead, Logan wanted to go back to the skeleton room.  The one Sister Priscilla 
didn’t want to enter.   

“Maybe it’s the temple jail,” Logan remarked.   
Sister Priscilla said nothing. 
 

   
Second Dungeon Level: Skeleton Room and portal to Third level 

 
When I came close to the gate, some of the skeletons got up and ambled off.  So, 

they were definitely animated!  Could that have something to do with those boots I was 
carrying?  Maybe.  That hadn’t happened before. 

Somehow, we got the gate open; I don’t recall how.  As we proceeded, the 
skeletons kept moving, trying to stay away from me, just me, as far as I could tell.  Ah!  
That’s why I would not need to fight!  The room had four tall columns, and a ceiling 
about 30 feet high.  There was blood splattered around on the walls and on a platform at 
the far end.  I’m a bit fuzzy on this, but I seem to recall that the skeletons took refuge as 
best they could against the walls.  As I approached, they would disintegrate.  This being a 
nasty seeming place, I made a point of getting close to, and destroying, them all.  There 
were no exits from the room other than the iron gate by which we entered.  We retreated 
back to the round room and closed the gate. 

Since that completed our explorations of this level, at least any of the paths that 
were open, we went back to the room with the statues that promised access to a lower 
level.  We tried to get the statue to move and open the portal.  The statue would slide, but 
no portal opened.  We tried everything we could think of, and no effect.  Darmit tapped 
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the walls looking for evidence of a door, but found nothing.  He did hear rats chittering 
someplace close by.  But no doors or portals.  None of the other statues would move.  We 
were stymied. 

 
Diving the Ring Pool: 

 
There was nothing more to do but return to the first dungeon level.  We did that, 

closing access to the second level behind us.  We continued out following the path we’d 
come by, through caverns number #3, then over the bridge in #2, and finally through #1.  
There were a few rats gnawing on the remains of their dead kindred in the first cavern.  
They in turn became rat food themselves, and we made our exit back to daylight on the 
raised citadel platform.  It was mid-afternoon.  The horses remained undisturbed.  All 
was clear. 

Since we were all still pretty healthy, we went back down to explore more on the 
first level.  We made our way back t the big cavern with the stream, what I have called 
cavern #3.  We took a good look around and found that at the back there was a passage 
that led to a further cavern, into which the same stream ran.  At the far end was a pool. 

 

 
Dungeon, First level, Cavern #3 and Cavern with stream exit pool 

 
Finding a pool in a cavern is exciting.  Usually the pool turns out to be nothing 

special, but you never know.  Look at what we had found earlier today?  Clearly this one 
needed exploration too.  I could see something there.  With the water flowing through it 
(and exiting somewhere) it was hard to see.  Time to go swimming! 

I took of my clothes and dived in.  I made my way to the bottom and felt around, 
groping through the sand and rocks for something special.  A ring!  Then, I found yet 
another ring!  Two of them.  I swam back up and passed them to the others.  Logan tried 
on one of the rings.  He said, “I feel warm and toasty.” 

Well, I was definitely not warm and toasty.  But I had found two rings, could 
there be more things in this pool?  I dived back down.  Eventually, I found… a third ring!  
I swam back up. 

“Logan, can I borrow that ‘warm and toasty’ ring,” I asked.  I was quite cold by 
now.  A ring of warmth was just what I needed to go with my ring of swimming.  Logan 
gave it to me, and as soon as I put it on, I was no longer cold. 

Logan, in turn, put on the second ring.  I heard Crackum, who was standing guard, 
ask, “What happened to Logan?”  I looked around.  Where did he go?  Was he teleported 
to hell or something? 

“Logan, I can’t see you.  Where are you,” asked Clethara. 
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Logan pulled the ring back off, and there he was!  Aha!  A ring of invisibility!  
That could be very, very useful. 

The third ring seemed to have no effect. 
After I finally gave up on finding anything, Logan took the rings of swimming 

and warmth and did some diving too.  He found a nice dagger eventually and brought it 
back up.  With that, we figured we had probably exhausted whatever that pool had to 
offer. 

Next we went to the small cavern where the rats had run.  That one had a rusty 
gate that we had not opened.  Well, Logan got it open.  Brute force is quite useful on 
occasions.  Beyond the gate were a couple of caverns, the second being an armory, but all 
the weapons were rusty and ruined.  A side passage went to a door that turned out to be a 
fake.  Maybe where someone had once planned to dig further.  With that, we decided to 
call it quits and return to the surface.  The sun was just going down.  The horses were 
undisturbed, and the scene was peaceful, except for all the dead bodies of the nomads 
from the previous night. 

 

 
Dungeon Level 1 Armory 

 
The Magic Boots: 

 
We decided it was time to leave the next morning.  Sure, nothing had disturbed 

us, but surely, we should expect an attack soon.  And, those bodies were starting to smell.  
The horses had run out of browse.  And we were tired.  We also seemed to have found 
some nice treasure.  It was time to go.  But how?  Toward Kimbombo or Daila we’d more 
than likely run into more hostile nomads.  There was an alternative.  We could try the 
pass over the Equatorial Mountains.  It would be difficult for the horses, but maybe we 
could manage it. 

The pass wasn’t as bad as I was seeming to remember.  We didn’t lose any horses.  
We skirted the mountains north of Lunpul Woods, avoided the town of Lunpul, made a 
point of not stopping at Miss Hood’s house or Jack’s or any of those other places, and 
rode on to Madra.  I didn’t see the beanstalk; it must have disappeared.  It was too big to 
have been missed.  It was late when we got to Madra.  The main gate was shut, but we 
were able to enter thanks to a kindly gate keeper.  We took rooms at the Horseshoe Inn.  
Well, most of us did.  Sister Priscilla went to the Church and was given a room there. 

What we needed to do most of all was identify all of these (seemingly) magic 
items.  Clethara had in her book the “identify” spell, but needed to procure a supply of 
pearls for the multiple castings we would need.  Let’s mention the standard stuff first.  
Clethara identified the shield, the bastard sword, the dagger, and the hammer as “+1”.  



 12 

None of them seemed to have any special properties.  The two magic rings were indeed 
“invisibility” and “warmth.”  The third ring wasn’t magic. 

What we really, really wondered about, of course, was the fine pair of boots.  
Clethara tried to put the boots on, as she prepared to do an identify spell.  She couldn’t do 
it.  Her foot seemed to be deflected away as she tried to insert it into the boot.  It was as if 
the boot was saying, “You are NOT going to wear me!”  Maybe the boot simply wasn’t 
meant for a female magic user.  I tried.  Same thing.  Logan tried, Sister Priscilla tried.  
Darmit was unsuccessful too.  None of us could wear the boots.  Sister Priscilla could tell 
they were definitely magic, and I mentioned the effects that we had witnessed earlier.  
These things seemed to be powerful.  A relic of some sort.  But, none of us could use 
them! 

Clethara suggested that we take the boots to the best magic shop in Madra, but 
Sister Priscilla said that we should go to the Church instead.  These were Holy Boots, and 
surely the Bishop would know what to do.  That made sense. 

A flunky cleric met us at the door and asked what our business was.  “Holy Boots. 
Don’t you know?” Sister Priscilla responded.  She convinced him that we needed to see 
Bishop Bartholemew.  He led us there. 

“What’s up, Bish?” Logan asked when the Bishop admitted us into his chamber.  
Bishop Bartholomew raised his eyebrows, and looked at us inquiringly. 

Sister Priscilla stepped forward, holding the Boots, and said, “Your Grace, we 
found these in the Ruins of Darthen.”  She went on to explain, and the rest of us added 
bits here and there as needed to convey the whole story.  (Only Darmit remained silent 
the whole time.)  The Bishop seemed particularly interested that the mere presence of the 
Boots, even not worn and stored away in a bag, had destroyed skeletons. 

Bishop Bartholomew took the boots and examined them.  He placed them on his 
desk, then moved over to the bookcase where he found an old volume.  We could see the 
title “Bible” inscribed on the cover.  Picking it up, he paged through it a bit. 

“I think I know what these are,” he said.  “The Boots of Peace.  Part of the 
‘Armor of God.’”  He then returned to the boots.  He reached his hand into one of them, 
the right one, and pulled out a scroll.  (Why didn’t we think to do that?)  He handed the 
scroll to Sister Priscilla. 

She unrolled it and studied it for a few minutes as the rest of us waited, 
wondering.  She looked up, and asked, “Does anyone want to go on a Great Quest for the 
Armor of God?” 

None of us answered.  The question was beyond what any of us had expected.  I 
was wondering if the Bishop might want to barter for the boots.  After all, none of us 
could wear them.  Who could?  We needed to know more.  And now, this about a Quest? 

“The scroll has the location of the next piece,” she explained. 
Finally, the questions burst forth.  “Where is it?”  “What is it?”  “Who can use 

it?”  “Who can use the boots?”  “Is there any point to finding them?” 
Bishop Bartholomew tried to give us some answers.  “There have been quests for 

the articles of the ‘Armor of God’.  Nobody knew where they were, though.  The quests 
failed.  There seemed to be more important things to do, worthy good works, more 
important than such quests.  So, it has been a while.  And now, these Boots turn up.  
From the ruins of Darthen, of all places.” 

“Can they be used by anybody?  Anybody at all?” I asked. 
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“My best guess is that the entire assemblage is needed.  All the pieces.  Then they 
can be used together,” the bishop answered.  “That’s my theory, anyway.” 

Sister Priscilla said, “The next piece, I don’t know what it is, seems to be in the 
Mountains.  A map here shows it at the intersection where the Equatorial Range and the 
northern spur come together.” 

The flunky brother who had conducted us to the Bishop was still there, standing at 
the door.  The bishop sent him away to fetch something, and he returned with some sort 
of special bag.  It was big enough to hold a medusa’s head.  The bishop placed the boots 
in the bag.  “This is a Bag of Holding,” he told us.  “The Boots of Peace will be safe 
within.  If you keep the boots, this bag will hold them safely.” 

All of this was a bit much.  We thanked the Bishop for the information, and 
retreated to our quarters at the Horseshoe Inn to consider what to do.  We gathered in the 
largest room we had, the one Clethara and I had rented, and discussed the matter. 

“These boots won’t do us any good if nobody can wear them.  Maybe the Bishop 
has something he’d trade,” suggested Logan. 

“I don’t understand.  How can these not be worn by anybody?” asked Clethara, 
puzzled. 

“Maybe, maybe, they can’t be worn by someone with impure thoughts,” Sister 
Priscilla said quietly.  I saw her look at Logan, then quickly glance away.” 

“Hell, by that logic, nobody could ever wear them!” declared Crackum. 
“They are useful, even if just carried and not worn,” I mentioned.  “You saw what 

happened to those skeletons.” 
“Yes, but that must be only a minor, less important power,” Clethara said.  “What 

might they do if correctly worn?  These are a relic.  I’m sure of it.” 
None of us had anything better to suggest.  Logan seemed to have the best idea.  It 

made sense.  The Boots needed to go to someone who could wear them, and that wasn’t 
any of us.  It made sense for the Bishop to handle that question, if he would.  The 
question was, would he barter?  Did he expect us to just donate the boots? 

That afternoon we returned to the Church.  We were expected, and soon 
conducted in to see Bishop Bartholemew.  Logan put our proposition before him.  We 
offered him the boots, but we’d like some useful items in exchange.  We couldn’t use the 
boots, but they were obviously valuable.  Maybe he had some valuable items that were 
not particularly useful for the work of the Church. 

Bishop Bartholomew understood exactly what we meant.  It would seem that he 
had already considered such a proposition, and was prepared.  “I do have some things.  I 
will offer you, in exchange for the Boots of Peace, a Longsword +3, that has special +4 
power versus undead, and a Bag of Holding.  The Sword is certainly Useful, but cannot 
be wielded by a Good Cleric.  Perhaps you can use it to righteous effect.  The Bag of 
Holding is useful as well.  I don’t know exactly how the Church will be able to use the 
Boots of Peace.  They will be of beneficence, I am confident.  They are meant for 
Someone, I am sure.  We will seek God’s purpose for these.” 

We all looked at each other.  Logan nodded.  It seemed the right thing to do.  The 
Boots (in their bag) were handed over to the Bishop, and his flunky brought in another 
Bag of Holding, this one containing a sword.  Logan started to pull it out, but the Bishop 
said, “Please.  Not in here.  Weapons are not needed.  Examine it later.  If you find it less 
than what I said, you have my blessing to return, and we will reconsider.” 
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We returned to our rooms.  Now that the Boots had been disposed of, we could do 
a treasure division.  Priscilla kept the shield, Logan got the Bishop’s sword, Darmit kept 
the nomad bastard sword, and Crackum was given Logan’s previous sword, a “+1” 
weapon.  Clethara got the magic dagger and Bag of Holding, and I received the Ring of 
Invisibility.  The hammer and Ring of Warmth were sold to provide money that was 
distributed to even out the value of the treasure to each.  We sold off the spare horses, 
too.  I kept one of the better nomad horses.  I named him Antares; he was a big, strong 
reddish horse.  Warhorse trained, too, it seemed.  I kept Newmoon as well, for Clethara.   

Crackum exchanged his horse for another particularly good nomad horse too.  
Everybody got at least one magic item that was particularly useful.  We could count this 
as a very successful adventure. 

 
 


