Deals & Dangers in Silverymoon

by Henrik Harksen

chapter 111: A Business Mceting in the parkness

Mirtul 1819, Year of Wild Magic (1372DR)

“Okay, let me get this straight, Poonlar — ye cast a spell of illusion, so it seemed our spellguard forces
arived? Now, why on dl Toril would ye wanna do tha? Breon's voice in the dark, low-caling
corridor was utter disbelief.

“Because” the hdfling sounded exasperated, as if this had dready been told a million times,
“it didn't fed right that those two men should suddenly jump a you. And when the whole tavern
suddenly caused the first three layers of the Nine Hells to appear on the street, with you caught in the
middle of it, | thought “enough’s enough”! | told you dready! Whet isthe big dedl, anyway?’

“The big ded - Breon forced himsdf to lower his voice, “the big ded, dear ‘friendwhomtI-
hardly-know-and-eventso-only-alittle someyears-ago’, is tha no one — | repeat, no one! — suddenly
does such a risky thing without having some hidden plan in the kack of his mind; like demanding some
kind of payment from yours truly! And even if you did help me in a tight spot up there, | do not want to
owe you on such a dupid peformance. For, beieve me, doing a magicd imitation of Silverymoon
guards—any kind of guard—isindeed stupid. No matter what!”

He amost sputtered the last words.

The hdfling raised his shoulders in an innocent gesture. “Well, then, | guess | am just stupid,
rignt?’

Evenin the darkness, Breon could see the humor playing in Poonlar’ s eyes.

That took some of the bluster from the angered dwarf.

“I find tha very hard to believe” he muttered, flexing his shoulders one more time. Passing
through magical passways dways made his back hurt. Something €l se he hated.

Sure, he was quite confident that Poonlar Light Star from the Anauroch incident did not realy
have some hidden, foul mester plan. In Anauroch the hdfling had proven himsdf a rether risk-taking
and impulsve spdlcaster; taented but impulsive, nevertheless. That was probably what had happened
here, too. Breon was aware of that. He couldn't shake off the feding that something was not right,
though. A feding he did not enjoy.

“Look — it is not that | do not appreciate the help. The Gods know that the Stuation was
getting completely out of hand, that's for sure. But, redly, to create illusions of guards of Silverymoon!
That's asking for more trouble than ye need, | tell ye. That's just reckless, no, more so —it's downright
stupid.”

He looked at the halfling.
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“l don't bwy that ye are stupid. That particular action was, though...” He shook his head. “It
certainly is stupid, Poonlar. Do ye redize that? Do ye have any idea how many able spellweavers will
be checking the scene up there in a few moments? Real spdicasters, mind ye, wanting to find out what
in the Abyss just happened. And it probably won’t take them very long to track us here.”

“That sounds very likely, | admit. And maybe shaping that spell to resemble the spellguards
wasn't one of my brightest ideas, but | impovised, okay?' The amile had gone from the badd mage's
voice. “And dince you're obvioudy in quite a hurry... why are we standing here, arguing? Do you have
that much time? The longer we stand here, the greater the chance of getting caught, right? Sounds to
me you do not want that.”

Breon choked down whatever he was about to say in pure frustration. Poonlar was right, of
course. He had read Breon absolutely correct. He pointed afinger straight at the hdfling.

“Here's the ded. | go onto whatever business | need to do — it's none of yer concern, anyway
— and ye do not follow me” He raised the hand, stopping Poonlar’s protest. “Believe me, it's for yer
own safety, too, not my wounded ego. Meet me tomorrow evening a the Treant's Hal, and then we
can sit down and talk under better circumstances, and with moretime.”

He paused, then added, “Then | can thank ye more properly, too.”

Sghing, the hdfling nodded. “Okay. Have it your way, Breon Blackbeard. I've learned long
ago to listen to grumpy dwarves whentheir mind' s set.”

Breon amiled. “That’'s good. Now, fare you well till tomorrow.”

He turned around and walked down the corridor. He just might makeit intime yet...

“Didn’'t you notice something strange, with those two guys atacking you?’ Poonlar caled
down the corridor.

Breon turned around. “What' s yer point, mage? | don’t have much time, remember?’

“Didn’'t their attack — especialy that last one — drike you as odd? As something forced by
magic, for instance?’

“Well... | guessit could be. Why?’

Poonlar raised his hands in uncertainty. “I don't know — | sort of hoped you would know the
answer to that one” He continued, his face even more wrinkled now, deep in thought, “It aso strikes
me as strange that that first guy said he recognized you. Don't yau think so too?’

“Ah, well, yeah, | suppose it is. | wouldn’'t be surprised to find out he just saw some dwarf do
something to that whed, though. Through the years I've learned that to some humans, dwarves dl look
dike. | don’t understand why, but that's how it is. Even more s0 in the darkness — ye know, with their
bad eyesight and ... Could be the case here, too, ye know.”

“Yeah, that's possible, | guess. Another thing — dthough it dl scemed so random and out of
control up there...” He looked straight a Breon, concern in his eyes. “How do you know that fireball
waan't amed at you?'

This time it was Breon's time to raise his hands. “I guess | can’t know for sure. Unfortunately
| do not have the time right now to find out. It'll just have to wait till ancther day. Gotta go, remember?
The sooner, the better — especialy with a possble arrival of law enforcers any moment now.”

The hdfling shrugged and rubbed his bad head. “I only hope you know what you're getting
into, that’sall. Seemsto meit may be something ugly.”
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Raisng an eyebrow, the old merchant tipped his hat Poonlar’s way and turned around,
continuing down the corridor once more.

“lan’'tit always?’

A few moments later, the thoughtful hafling made up his mind about something. With a casud shrug
he took off his cloak. As he put it on reversed, he smply disappeared from sight. He was glad the
diverson with debating his illusonis performance had succeeded — the usualy keen-minded dwarf
hadn't had time to wonder how the mage had managed to cast a spdl of trangportation within the
powerful wards of Silverymoon; wards that prevented just that. Otherwise he didn't like the fed of it
dl.

Hed just have to bide his time, he figured. Then he waked down the corridor, the same
direction asthe dwarf.

If a that second he had turned around, he would have wondered about the shadowy spot that
suddenly moved down the corridor, too. A shadow that had entered just before Breon's exit.

If it had been possble to see any features in this shadow, he would adso have noticed and
wondered about the dightly intrigued smile it wore.

As it happens, none of this was seen. And so they both moved down the dark without further

incident.

Well, ‘Demon Dealer’, why hasn't he arrived yet?

“I... | dorit know for sure. Something happened by a tavern he passed, I've heard.” He didn't
quite succeed keeping his voice cam. He quickly continued, “But he should be well on his way again. |
expect him here any moment, now.”

Annoyance. [ hope you are not mistaken. It would not please me to know that he has backed
out of this ‘deal’ of yours because you screwed up.

With thet, the voice was gone.

Teking a deep bresth, he removed the stone to the folds of his cdoak again. He certainly
wouldn’t be pleased to know that, either.

A sharp wind caught his atention. Standing by one of the entrances to the cave, one of his
men gestured in quick succession, and with a sight of relief he nodded. Then he waked briskly over to
the desk and sat down.

The dwarf was coming.

Turning down yet another rarely used corridor, Breon knew he was being watched. That was to be
expected, of course. He would amost be disgppointed if not. Pretending not to notice, he moved on, a
acasud pace.
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There — there was the human that he was supposed to meet at this place. The merchant saw
him before the man exited the dark crack in the wall. They greeted each other in the secret thieves
cant; a farly complex code of hand movements. (Despite being human, the man obvioudy had at lesst
an acceptable eye vison in the dark, Breon noted.) Breon ended with gesturing the secret signa they
had agreed upon, the man readily following with the agreed upon answer. Sisfied, Breon tipped the
hat alittle.

“Whereisyour magter — this‘Demon Deda’ — Torh?”

The man's features darkened. “Watch your mouth, Blackbeard. He is not my master; as you
wel know.”

Breon raised an eyebrow in dightly sarcastic surprise. “Oh, well — my gpologies, Torh. One
never knows, you know.” With an air of innocence, he continued dyly, “I guess the word on the streets
isincorrect, then.”

Scowling, the dark clad man pointed his head. “Enough of this banter, dwarf. Do you want to
meet the Demon Desler or not?’

Impressed, Breon wondered what amount of wedth had been promised Torh. Torh was little
more than an average burglar — his prime quality being that he dways delivered his ‘goods on time. If
not for his temper he might even have raised within the ranks of the relative few organized thieves
operating within the wadls of Slverymoon — but his temper had dways been the key reason he never
climbed above the average rogue. It was widely known that he was too likely to end up in a brawl even
in more delicate Stuations. So no one wanted to have him ‘get’ anything bey ond basic goods. Must be
some promise, Breon thought, for Torh to check his temper thisway.

Bowing in mockery, Breon replied. “Of course | do, Torh. | forget mysdf. Forgive me. Please
leed On.”

As they moved away, he fdt more than saw the quiet, athletic figures following them just
outside view. About twelve, he estimated.

Entering the high-ceiled room, Breon noted the leather-dad hdfling dtting on a wooden chair with an
dmog arogantly high, ornamentd charback. He sat behind a lage darkwood desk that dominated
most of the other end of the room, a cloak casudly draping his thin shoulders. On the desk severa
scrolls were laid out in an orderly fashion, and so were feathered pens and differently colored vids of
ink. In front of the desk $ood another, comparably smpler wooden chair. Other than the leathers with
many pockets and strgppings adorned regulaly by daggers, the hdfling looked like the average hdfling
on the dreet; the best of disguises, Breon acknowledged. And fitting the too scant descriptions he had
of Luri Demon Dedler. Not much to go by, at thistime.

With a casud glance around the room, Breon surveyed what else might be of interest.
Sanding on each dde of the doorway stood two humans, cealy guards and likewise cdad al in
lesthers. Each were armed with a short sword and a minimum of four daggers around their person;
placed so he could not miss noticing them. There appeared not to be other entrances — or exits — than
the one he just came in through. In the corner to his left stood a tal brazier, from whence a faint light

shone, illuminating the room.
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Looking back a the hafling, he briefly registered that the wal right behind the large chair
looked like it was hidden in the shadows.

Behind him, Torh closed the stone door. If anyone passing outsde right now, Breon knew,
they wouldn’t be able to spot the door. Clever stone doors crested by dwarves always worked that way,
evento atrained eye.

With aflourish movement hetook off his hat, bowing.

“Luri Demon Deder, | take it?’

“At your service. And you are Breon Blackbeard, | tekeit?’

Breon seemed to notice something on the feather in his hat, then irritably blew it avay. He
looked back up a the hafling, apologeticdly, then draightened up, placing the hat back on his head.
Apparently the litle show worked, for the hafling didn't seem to redize what had truly transpired.
Seemingly an innocent gesture, he had in fact done something very risky; he could now see if there was
any magic in the room.

He cleared histhroat, asif bothered by the dust.

“Yeah, that's me, dl right. Now, forgive me the bluntness of my question, but | like to go
straight to the point -’

The hdfling bowed his head in brief acknowledgment. (Yep, the cdosk was magicd, Breon
saw now, with clarity.)

“— but how do | know that ye are who ye clam ye are? | do not wanna do any more business
with no errand boys...”

The hdfling stdled Torh's angry move toward the cam dwarf merchant.

“My timeistoo precious for thet,” Breon ended.

The hafling smiled, and stood up from the chair. He waved a fuming Torh back to the closed
door.

“That, Breon Blackbeard, is a very legitimate question; and one | do not very often hear when
conducting business. A shame, actualy. One can't be too careful nowadays.

“Now, | have this distinct feding that you probably wouldn't believe whatever | proposed on
my own inititive. Therefore — “ he leaned forward on the table, “what would it take for you to believe
me, Blackbeard?' (The dagger he just saw a glimpse of was magica too. Not much, though.)

Breon could not help but admire the hdfling for his adept rhetorics, now the hafling — who
probably was Luri Deamon Deder, Breon now bdieved — had played it into Breon's hand to make the
fird move. After dl, ‘clearly’ the hdfling had just agreed to do whatever test was necessay to prove
who he was, hence he was honest, right?

The experienced merchant, however, was prepared for that too.

“Not much, hafling. Just show methe palm of yer left hand.”

A little surprised, but with only the briefest moment of hestation, the leather-dad hdfling did
as requested. With one hand never wavering from his whip — you could never be too careful — Breon
took a step forward and, sending asmdl prayer to the Lady of Luck, looked closer.

Yep, there it was. The dwarf had tried to gather some information on this so-cdled Demon
Dedler. He hadn't found out much, but that was at least better than nothing. Most of it he couldn’'t be
sure was true, he knew that very well; theoreticaly it could be fdse information planted by the aleged
Demon Deder himsdf. If he was clever enough, that was actudly very likey. Breon had an extensve
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web of connections, however, and one of the friends he had made while an active Harper, had old him
something that proved invaluable now. Baylee Armvold had told Breon that he had once met a hafling
in the ruins of Dragonspear Cadtle. The hdfling had tried to steal some megicd items from those ruins.
That hdfling had refered to himsdf as “Luri Demon Deder.” Baylee had efficiently discouraged him
from that particular theft, cutting his pam with one of the very magica items Luri wanted to sted, a
magical blade blessed by Loviatar. According to legend, said Baylee, a wound dedt by this blade could
never hed properly; & best a red scar would mar the skin. And no magic could hide it. Smiling grimly,
Baylee had added, “I bet that scoundrd hadn’'t had in mind being a the receiving end of that, when he
set out to find it.”

And there it was, right before Breon— an angry red scar.

With anod he stepped back and said, “Baylee gives hisregards, Luri Demon Dedler.”

As if suddenly burned, the hafling snapped his hand back, and for a second an ugly scowl
dominated his face then he wes cdm again. He went back and sa down again, with an ar of
casuaness. Breon could see that it was somewhat forced, though.

“So youve met one of my old friends?” the Demon Deder asked conversationdly. He
motioned for Breon to Sit too.

Breon sat down.

“ *Oldfriend’ was not theterm | heard, but otherwise, yes —yes, | have.”

Luri gave a brief nod. “It's of course understandable that you have used whatever connections
you have a your disposd to learn what you can about me — very shrewd of you to consult him of dl
people. Besides me he is the only one who know of the origin of... this — “ he wiggled the hand with
the scar, “as you might have guessed dready. Well, then, | hope you are satified now. Now you know
| am who | clam to be. And as much as | would love to st here and talk about my old friends and how
you come to know them, | have other urgent matters to attend to this day. Like you, | am an honest,
hardworking merchant. So let's go straight to the point, as you yoursdf sad. What do you say — shdl
we get on with the business a hand?’

I wouldn't exactly cdl you ‘an honest merchant; Breon thought. Still, he put a
professional smileon hisface. “Yes, let's”

Smiling a wide amile, probably intended to be amiadble and trugting but in fact looking
vay wicked to Breon, Luri placed his hands on the desk. (No rings with magic.)

“Have you agreed to the terms?”

Breon feigned a look of surprise. “ ‘Terms? | was under the impression that it was a proposd.
Onethat was negotiable.”

“You did? Well, how unfortunately. How did you cometo hold that belief?’

(They now played the game of dedling, they both knew.)

“l don't know... Your errand boy, there” he waved in a generd direction behind him, dearly
indicating Torh, “he wasn't very good at clarifying many of the questions | had. So | took it for granted
—in fact, | was under the clear impression — that it was dl just a framework from which we could reach
something more substantial when we actudly met.”

Before the hdfling could make a reply, Breon hdted the discussion. “I do not see a need to go
into such specifics, however, before | have seen — with my very own eyes! — what you are trying to sl
me. Only an incompetent and inexperienced merchant would do such foolishness”
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He added that for show. It often impressed dedlers who didn’t know him.

To his slent annoyance it didn't seem to have much of an impact on Luri. He knew
then and there that his suspicion that this was going to be one of the harder deds to get through was
correct.

“Of course, of course | dmost forget mysdf. Where are my manners? Please accept my
sncerest gpologies, Breon Blackbeard. That is only a fair request. So let's get moving, S0 you can teke
alook at it.”

Pointing afinger he turned thelight in the brazier down low.

“And, then, let’stalk and seeif the deal | am offering is not worth the price | ask.”

As the light dmost dissppeared completely, an eerie feding dowly spreading dong Breon's
spine. The dwarf saw that behind the hdfling the large shadow at the wal seamed to somehow expand
itself, opening up a gaping hole of nothingness. He had seen much in his days, but this was something
extraordinary. This was something... wrong.

Rationally he concluded that it was a combination of the brazier's disgppearing light and the
shadow crested by the high chairback. But somehow he was not convinced that was it a& dl. Yet it was
not magicd, either. His magica eye view didn't reveal anything in the shadow.

The hafling moved hafway into the darkness, beckoning the dwarf to follow.

“It'sright thisway, Breon Blackbeard.”

Breon managed to keep his confident posture. Rumbling in his beard something about “being
no dranger to using magica portas’ (yet loud enough for Luri to hear, he hoped), he waked toward
the now-dmost disgppeared hdfling. His senses even more det to any possble danger now. To
paraphrase what the man had said, you could never betoo careful.

It was not that Breon had not expected something like this to happen — dfter dl, the very thing
he had been offered couldn't possble be indde Silverymoon’'s walls. Not without being noticed a long
time ago. Sill...

The voice of Luri Demon Deder spoke. “1 will advise you to take my hand anyway, as you
may fed alittle uncomfortable travelling thisway. Asyou well know, of course.”

Did he hear afaint trace of mockery?

His right hand never wavering from his whip, Breon took the hand penetrating from the solid
darkness.

“Now, don’t let go. And go exactly wherel go...”

Stepping inside the darkness dmost knocked the sout dwarf out. Not only did his darkvision
disappear a firdt, but al his senses felt like they were weirdly stretched, a most unpleasant fedling. He
had to fight to force his stomach to settle down after its initia protest. Soon his vison returned,
patidly a least. The hdfling was a muffled figure dretching unnaturdly in a world of layers upon
layers of shadows within shadows. He found that knowing distance and time here was as good as
imposshle. As they travelled through this unnerving nightmare landscape — moving from solid shadow
to solid shadow? — Breon focused on walking exactly where the blurry hafling walked, al a a brisk
pace. In this totaly unknown territory that was not easy for him, but somehow he managed to do it; the
grip on the hdfling's firm hand sometimes the only reason he didn't sumble or lose himsdf. It was
only a the last moment before they entered the light again that the dwarf thought — imagined? — he
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caught a glimpse of another figure in there with him and Luri, shrouded in the darkness. It seemed to
gesture something to the halfling, who gave abrief nod. ..

The world was dl light, then. The world took on its norma shgpe agan. The shap smdl of
rain in a snowy forest, shadows parting to stand as trees in a forest — and before he could gather his
senses any further, Breon's forehead exploded in pain, and he stumbled to his knees in the snow. A
curse — the hdfling? — hissing “Not on his forehead, you idiots. HE's a dwarf, by the Godsl — he's
thickheaded asarothé”

Inginctively trying to roll away, grab his whip and fumbling with a pouch in his cloak —adl in
one practiced motion — he fdt something trickle down his brow. Blood, he grimly surmised; ruining
what little of his eye sight was coming back to him &fter that mysterious travel.

“Stones” he muttered, gritting his teeth, teking a stab in his sde from a sword. Luckily it
didn't do much damage, thanks to another of his protections. Judging the whereabouts of the stabber
from his hit, Breon jumped into the man vith as much force he could muster, gill desperady trying to
get abearing on the Stuation, and have weapons up and reedy.

They landed back on the ground, Breon on top of him. He heard the man's grunt as his head
cracked violently into astone. Y et more blood splattered Breon. The man did not move anymore.

The gruggling merchant had no time to relish this smdl victory, for right then the world
seemed to atack him from every angle posshle Sashing, stabbing, and cursing. It did not improve
matters that he was somehow entangled in the man's ill-smdling doak, preventing him from getting
the whip free.

Findly escaping the clutches of the cloak, Breon desperatdly rolled to his left, bardy
avoiding ablow from the hammer that crushed down hard where he'd just been the second before.

Before he managed to sngp out the whip or could reach into a pouch, another blow hit him
forcefully from behind. The world swayed dangeroudy and doubled before his eyes. Cursing in
helpless frustration, the merchant fell into the darkness falling onto him. ..

“Hey — wake up, | say!”

An excruciging pain his fird dgn of consciousness, the bleeding dwarf awoke to the
world again. It was a pain eedly comparable to the hangover of a paty of wild drinking of dwarven
spirits.

“C'mon now, Breon — don't you want to go &fter those guys, and see what they’re up
to, huh? Then wake up, by the Godd” Something wet and sweet was pouring in between his bleeding
lips. He dready felt more invigorated.

Poonla? Here? What the...? Opening his eye, he looked up a the hdfling mage A amile lit
up Poonlar’s face. The look of concern never left him, though. He poured the last contents of the via
down Breon's lips, and sad over his shoulder, “He's coming around now. I'm pretty sure he's okay
again. Nothing serious.”

Ancther figure doepped forward, behind Poonlar. A  middle-aged grey-bearded bard in
practicd travelling clothes looked down a the merchant from benesth his hood. Breon recognized
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Tonlar of Waterdeep. “Wel met again, Breon. | honedtly didn't think we would meet under such
distressing circumstances. | do hope you' re fedling better now.”

Nodding in astonishment, Breon sa up, looked around for his hat. Finding it, he donned it —
and that’ s when he discovered that he wasn't wearing his bootd

“WHAT?" he roared.

Helping him stand up, the bard and the mage nodded. “We are as bewildered as you are, about
that, beieve me” sad Tonlar, “When we arived, mere moments ago, most of them were aready
disappearing through that porta over there — “ he pointed toward a shimmering light in the dearing, a
hovering magicd portd that hadn't been there before, “ — and as we killed the one one standing over
you with a hammer,” he gestured to bloody snow, where the scorched and chopped body of a man lay
twisted, his war hammer a few feet away, “we heard tha hadfling say something about “now having
what they wanted,” holding your boots up in the ar in triumph. As if those boots were some kind of
artifact or something... | don't get it. Who are ‘they’ 7’

“By dl the Gods of ill fortune if 1 know,” Breon replied. Wearing the hat again, he no longer
felt cold. Not even his fet were cold. He was ill equipped as before. Apparently al that had been
taken was his good ol magicd dwarven boots Besides looking somewhat stupid just wearing green
socks, here in the snow, he fdt okay. Hops would have the laugh of her lifetime, if ever he told her
about this. He made amenta note never to do that!

He looked a the two others. “How come ye two are here?’ He turned to the hdfling mage.
“Didn’'t we agree ye stayed outtathis, huh?’

Poonlar merdly shrugged. “Wel — | figured you could use some more help. Seems | was righ,
even.

“Hm... Wel, that's mo times | owe ye now, | guess What about ye, old bard? What's yer
excuse, huh?” He flexed his shoulders. Damn his body was hurting. Nothing serious, however. A
srange muddy rain was faling around them, giving the forest a weird look. Not under the protection of
Silverymoon’s wards, the weather was much harder lere in the forest. Somewhere in the Moonwoods,
he estimated.

“Breon, old friend — if you want to see where that Demon Deder and his gang went, | suggest
we jump into that portal over there before it evaporates” the bard said. “That is — if you can do it on
bare feet.”

“That's no problem... And | sure as the Nine Hdls an't gonna let them beat me that easy.
Okay, let's go, then! But ye give me the abridged version of yer story on the way to that darned portal,
understood?’

Walking as fast as Breon's ill sore body could manage, the three moved over to the portd.
Poonlar began telling what had transpired.

“1 decided to follow you — at a fair distance, so you wouldn’t notice me, of course. | knew that
wouldn't be agood idea”

“Got that right, dl right,” Breon muttered.

“Wdl — | saw you wak through that door, and al of a sudden it disappeared from Sght,
seemingly fading away into the stonewal. | did not like that. As if that wasn't enough — dark dad
fighters suddenly appeared seemingly out of nowhere... Blocking the way, if anyone should even
consider finding that doorway again, | guess.”
© 2003 PS Productions www.gemofthenorth.org



Now amogt at the magical passway in the dark forest, the bard hurriedly took over. “In short,
Breon, | joined force with your haflingfriend here. You see — 7 was present because Garolen, Quedin
and | had a hunch you might need more help than you wanted to ask for. And since it's been quite a
while | was out adventuring for redl, | naturaly volunteered. It wasn't easy tracking you, | can tell you
that, but by the grace of Tymora | succeeded. And | had just told Poonlar who | were and why | was
there, hiding in the shadows jugt like he was, when this foul-looking men came out of the room — the
one who lead you to the room.”

“Torh.”

“Okay, tha's his name? Wdl, he laughed something about you being ‘sucked into the
shadows to his fellows and naturdly we had to reect immediatdly. In unison we managed to dispose
of most of the men. A few fled, but that's okay — we managed to force this Torhrguy to tell us where
they were taking you. Because, unfortunately, we entered the room alittle too late.

“Recognizing his description of the place — in the Moonwoods, as you probably know yourself
by now —we then teleported here.”

The hdfling took forth a smal stone engraved with acane runes “You see, Breon — | am in
possession of an adrath token.”

The merchant was onto what he implied. “I'll let the question of how ye came in possesson of
such a token fare for now, hdfling-mage. But we are quite sure that the Demon Deder does not have
one, right?’

“Yes, we ae And yet he somehow managed to travel by magicd means outsde of
Silverymoon. That should be impossible, no matter how great magic he has at hisdisposa.”

“So ye two adso noticed that therés something strange about that magical porta | came
through?’

They nodded gravely. “We only saw a glimpse of it — but it did not look like any spell I've
ever seen before., It was, somehow, wrong,” the mege sad.

“My thoughts exactly. Thissmells, and it smells bad, | tdll yer.”

They had reached the quickly fading shimmering.

He looked a them, features grim. “Ye know they're probably waitin' for us on the other side,
right? After al, they saw you.”

They nodded. “Of course.”

A smile growing, he continued, his whip now in hand. “Well, then. Let's get to it. | don't like
being fooled in business matters — | want to close that darn ded, | want to know what game that darn
Demon Deder isup to —and I want my boots!"

With this grim sdute, the odd trio jumped into the portal. This time with weapons and spells

ready.
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