Josh: Kid - My sister told me you palmadins were s'posed  to help anyone who asks.

Josh: I didn't believe her

Josh: I've never seen one of you in Haven before.

Josh:she described the little medal you wear

Josh: but I thought she was spinning stories

Josh: she coulda been a bard, y'know

Nate: I am here in the company of a {whatever bealleryn is}.  [nigel laughs] yes, bards can spin stories, can't they?  [nigel shoots a look to Jericho and a VERY subtle "follow close" nod].  And yes, I will help you, Dwarfkin...what help do you require?

Josh: [baelwren's a sorcerer.  She normally tells people she's a bard]

Josh: just you, not him.

Nate: very well [Nigel stands and puts his hand on the boy's shoulder, guiding him away]  what are you called, boy?

Josh: my sister, she told me palmadins can cure the sick.  That true? [challenging tone of voice]

Josh: I'm Malic

Josh: [roll knowledge: religion]

Nate: [25]

Nate: aye...that, to a degree, is within our capacity.  Are you ill?

Josh: Not me. my sister.

Nate: the bard? [smiles] what ails her?

Josh: and her baby.

Josh: I don't know what's wrong - they both are just sick.  the baby doesn't look right, and she won't speak to me.

Nate: [looks over shoulder for Jericho]

Josh: [With your hand on his shoulder, you feel that he starts to bolt when you look at Jericho]

Nate: [tightens grip on shoulder] stay here.  I will tell my associate to return to our party alone.  I am with you, as long as you need.  only me.  are we clear?

Josh: [also, your religious lore tells you that Malic is a dwarven derivative of the name of the prophet that started your religion] [and it means, "child of malice"]

Nate: nigel goes to Jericho and tells him the situatin.  "I'm going with him.  He needs help.  he won't trust you for anything.  turn and leave"  [offers a handshake or whatever customary courtesy is normal]

Josh: Jericho - alright.  I'll head back to the inn.  Send for us if you need us.  If you aren't back by sundown, I'll send you a message magically.

Nate: Is your sister close by, Malic?

Josh: No - she's down on ale town terrace.

Josh: [he takes your hand and leads you out of Market square, towards the edge of the bowl of the city.]

Nate: N follows

Josh: [He leads you to the public lifts, towards the southeast edge of town

Josh: [Ale town, also known as Pukehole, or the Den of Iniquity, is the worst of the worst in this lousy town.]

Josh: [it's where the laborers go to drink, blow off steam, drink, fight and drink]

Nate: well, as long as there's drinking...

Nate: [nigel feels as if he has to go pray]

Josh: [There's no line for the buckets headed down onto the terrace, but there's a steady stream of very sorry-ass looking hung-over slobs coming out of the upline.

Nate: [Nigel remembers promise to Beaealeryn about not offng people for the sake of it...grumbles under his breath]

Nate: [nigel is feeling creepier and creepier...he's out of his element in a big way and his woobie, Jericho, is no where around]

Josh: [the bucket ride, for a first timer, is nothing short of harrowing]

Nate: [nigel makes a mental note to clean out his armor back at the inn]

Josh: [You are in, essentially, a six-foot bucket, on a chain.  It's lowered down the mountain by an ingenious (obviously dwarven) gear mechanism, which clanks uncomfortably. It also swings in the wind, which is not in short supply]

Josh: [And it's about a 200' vertical drop.]

Nate: roiks

Josh: [Malic is apparently indifferent.  you can't help but thing that he's done this every day of his life, and what a weird thought that is.]

Josh: [In truth, this mechanism is obviously based off of mining lifts from the dwarven mineshafts, but somethign about the openness of it really bothers your dwarven soul]

Josh: [when you reach bottom, he takes your hand again, and leads you immediately into an alley, looking around furtively]

Nate: Why the furrowed brow, Malic?

Josh: I don't want the Thornewood Boys to see me with a goody-two shoes like you.

Josh: no offense

Nate: would you like me to wait back and follow you a bit?

Josh: no - we're almost there

Nate: very well...

Josh: [he leads you to the back door of some sort of establishment.  roll a spot check]

Nate: [18]

Josh: based on the trash piled up behind this building, the lack of patrons sleeping one off in the alley, and the rather shabby coat of red paint on the door, you figure it to be a brothel of some sort.

Josh: [he knocks on the door in an obviously "secret" knock pattern - three, then a pause, then one, then two]

Josh: [the door opens, and a rather weary-looking human woman is standing there]

Josh: Madam - Malic! It's about time!  We were starting to worry... [Sees N] Malic, who's this?  Now is not the time for customers!  Sorry, sir, but we're closed! [she goes to close the door]

Nate: Madam, I have no interest in your services.  I am here a the request of the boy

Josh: [peers out from the crack of the door]  what are you talking about?

Nate: Malic has told me of his sister's illness.  I may, ahem, be able to help.

Josh: [she pauses]

Josh: [opens the door] quickly!  come in!

Josh: [she pulls the door open, and waves you in.]

Nate: [goes in]

Josh: [this place is just as tawdry on the outside as the in, but everyone here seems very apprehensive about something - that isn't you]

Josh: You are in the back hallway of a shabby brothel on the Edge of ale town terrace.

Nate: sounds like a fun place to be...unless you're a paladin

Josh: It's a large wood building, on a stone foundation.  The walls are covered in old brocade wallpaper, red roses on dingy white and pink background

Nate: lovely...quaint, almost

Josh: Madam - what is you name, good sir? And what can you do for Vardra and her boy?
Nate: Madam, I am Nigel Stonevault.  I am here at the request of the boy.  His mother reportedly is ailing.  I came to see if I could help.

Josh: [ as you are shown into the common room, you see that there are numerous other women - girls, really - in various states of undress, all staring at you.  There seems to be at least one of every major race here, including half-orc.]

Josh: his sister, you mean? The boy I was referring to is... well... Vardra's child.
Nate: yes, of course.

Nate: my mistake

Josh: Have you healing power, then? 
Josh: and a strong soul?
Josh: [Roll a spot check]

Nate: I DO have a healing power.  As far as a strong soul, one can only measure in retrospect...

Nate: [19]

Josh: I fear that Malic may have brought you here in vain, for Vardra's affliction... is not one of the body, but of the heart.
Nate: I'm afraid I do not understand.

Josh: [There's a half-elven woman here, obviously a prostitute, but she seems to be holding herself above the rest of the girls.  There is clearly no love lost between her and the others, and Malic in particular sneers her way.]

Josh: He did not tell you, then?
Josh: No... I see he did not.
Nate: ma'am, he is not much of a talker.

Josh: [tight smile]
Josh: perhaps it is better to see with one's own eyes, anyway.
Josh: Come with me.
Nate: [follows]

Josh: [she turns decisively and heads up some stairs]

Josh: You may be the answer to our prayers.. I certainly hope so, or I fear they will go unanswered altogether.
Nate: is mallic with us?

Nate: [

Nate: ]

Josh: [she pauses at a door, at the end of the hallway][yes]

Josh: Steel yourself, good dwarf.
Josh: [she ushers you in, and at first you can't see what's wrong. the bedroom is nice, well appointed - you suspect it's the madam's]

Josh: [roll a listen check]

Nate: 12

Josh: [good enough to hear this: there is a girl on the bed, and she is sobbing quitely, rythmically. It has the sound of the prayers of the desperate, those who have despaired of finding hope or forgiveness. You remember this sound from your past somewhere... ]

Josh: [there's a small basket in the corner, with blankets and lace and other finery - a quilt you suspect was made from cast-off bits of naughty clothing.]

Josh: [the girl, like Malic, is clearly a dwarf.]

Josh: [Malic squeezes past you, and tries to comfort his sister.  She appears to take no notice of him whatsoever.]

Nate: [nigel moves to her side] [to the madam] what is wrong?

Josh: with Varna? Well, I'm not a healer, but I have some experience with childbirth and the various... curses... one encounters in a brothel.  Her childbirth was hard, and she lost a lot of blood, but not so much she will die of it.
Josh: I believe it is her soul that's broken.
Nate: [raises an eyebrow] how can you make such an assertion?

Josh: Look in the basket.
Nate: [looks]

Josh: [It comes clear in an instant, everything that's happened, and what could have broken her.  The child is not dwarven - or at least, not entirely.  He is the result of a forbidden union between a dwarven woman and a human man.  These children are sometimes known as "lucifers".  They are abominations; disturbing to look at and destined to die a painful death before their first birthday.  Seeing one in person makes even your skin crawl.  It's the first you heard of in your lifetime. She is lucky to have survived the birth, and were she still with her people, she would be lucky to survive through the next nightfall - the penalty for conceiving a lucifer is death by exposure.]

Nate: [hand to hilt, remembers promise to beaeaelryn and the seal] [nostrils flaring] so what is to come of this woman?

Josh: [the madam looks at you levelly - she is, in spite of your moral misgivings, a formidable woman, and in spite of her age a beautiful one] Were she able to move, we would spirit her away from here, away from impending doom. Under the circumstances, she will stay here under our protection as long as we are able - though that may not be long.
Nate: [lets go of hilt]

Josh: I suspect in truth that her fate is in your hands now.
Josh: [roll a healing skill check ]

Nate: 17

Josh: [there's nothing at all you can do for the child; he will die in the next year no matter the care he receives - normally, they are put out on the mountain to die with their mother, which is considered a mercy for the child and justice for the mother]

Josh: [Varna, on the other hand, could probably use some healing, either herbcraft or mystical]

Nate: i don't have herbal craft as an option for him

Josh: [it would just be another healing skill check - it would also probably be easier to just use your lay on hands ability and possibly cure disease ability]

Nate: and isn't mystical sorceror stuff?

Nate: that's what I was tihkning...

Josh: [mystical is just a generic term for magic of any kind]

Nate: [nigel places his off hand on her forehead]

Nate: [uses lay on hands]

Josh: [as soon as you touch her, she starts, and locks eyes with you. Hers are wild, frightened, captivating. She is a beautiful, fallen creature.  You see the holy power radiate out from your hand, and color returns to her face. She stops trembling.]

Josh: [Malic gasps, and backs into a corner. He seems overawed by the evidence of a story come to life]

Josh: [The madam sighs] You are the one I prayed for.
Nate: [to the madam and malic]

Nate: [change that..to the girl] are you feeling better?

Josh: [she bites her lip, then nods.  You aren't sure she knows what just happened.]

Nate: do you know what hapened?

Josh: Varna - He's coming. 
Nate: who is?

Nate: who is coming, varna?

Josh: Cormac.
Nate: is it he who made you a babymomma?

Josh: yes. He wants the child.
Nate: the child is destined to die.

Josh: [her eyes well up with tears.  She bites her lip again, then nods] Lucifer. I know. 
Nate: does HE know?

Josh: Cormac says he can save him. 
Nate: Cormac cannot save him.  Nothing will save him.

Josh: I know.
Nate: was Cormac a -ahem- a customer or was this life otherwise created?

Josh: [She begins to cry again. The madam pulls you aside.]He was a customer, but Varna was supposed to have a charm to prevent this.  I am unsure if it failed, or if she didn't take it, but I suspect the latter - she loves him, you see.
Josh: Love is a powerful and dangerous force.
Nate: the most powerful of drugs.

Nate: [to varna] was this a plan that the two of you had?  did you MEAN for this to happen?

Josh: [she just cries more]

Josh: [roll a sense motive]

Nate: 2

Nate: [detects evil (even though its on the fritz]

Josh: [roll a caster level check - d20 + half you paladin level]

Nate: did he u21

Nate: 21

Josh: [no one's evil in this room, though the baby makes you distinctly uncomfortable]

Nate: [ebon heart?]

Nate: varna, did he use you?  does he have a purpose for this child?

Josh: [no, just weird]

Josh: [she manages to stop sobbing for a minute]  I ... I don't know. I didn't think so, but... 
Nate: Varna, what did he tell you?

Nate: what do you know that yo're not telling me?

Josh: He scares me sometimes - he gets so angry. But then he's so nice to me, and buys me things - pretty things. He bought me this... [she holds up a wrist, with a silver bracelet on it.  it's very pretty, and looks very out of place in this trashpile]

Nate: that is lovely.

Nate: tell me more about him.  what does he do, where is he from?  why would he want you to carry a lucifer.  he knew of the repercussions to you, yes?

Josh: He... he's a businessman.  At least, that's what he says.  I think he's the leader of the Thornewood boys. I don't know why he would want to have a baby with me, except... he said he loved me.
Nate: [to the madam] the thornewood boys?

Josh: Madam - organized crime, mostly on this terrace.  Kind of new, mostly in drugs and smuggling... I've also heard some rumors they are involved in some sort of arcane trade.  They have been defying the Al'Hamzahs for some time now, and there's talk of a gang war brewing... 
Josh: They've tried to expand into controlling prostitution as well, and have a big portion of the street trade already, but haven't made much headway with the houses.
Josh: Malic [shouting] - That's not true at all! Don't you talk about them that way! They are trying to make things better and protect people!
Josh: [he starts sobbing and runs out of the room]

Josh: varna - He'll be here tomorrow morning. He said he's taking the baby to live with him. I'm scared.
Josh: [it is now early afternoon.]

Nate: what use could you possibly have for this baby?  what use could HE have for the baby?

Josh: [sobs] I don't know, I told you.
Josh: [roll a spellcraft check]

Nate: 22

Nate: my rolls are ON tonight

Josh: [except for sense motive :P]

Josh: [Something's been nagging in the back of your mind for a little while - you don't know for certain, but you think that if someone with significant magical power were to start with an abomination like this baby, and infuse it with some major magical mojo, they could create something of great power... and possibly great evil.]

Nate: [same thoughts been running through my head..]

Josh: [so far as you know, it's never been tried... but your knowledge on this topic is pretty limited]

Josh: varna - He told me not to run... 
Nate: [Nigel makes mental note: get Jericho a long-haired wig...]

Josh: [Jericho's hair IS long - shoulder length and wavy.  The ears sort of stick out]

Nate: [nigel makes mental note: clip Jericho's damn ears]

Josh: [Jericho also has Regeneration as a spell]

Josh: Code of Honor of the Order of the Sword of Malicean

The Paladin shall at all times be the embodiment of the Seven Sacred Virtues: virtus, liberalis, frenum, industria, patientia, humanitas, and humilitas (or in a translation from the Celestial, chastity, generosity, moderation, zeal, meekness, charity, and humility).

A Paladin: 

· Is at all times chaste, embracing moral wholesomeness and achieving purity of thought through education and betterment, and rejection of the temptations of the flesh. (Celestial: virtus; Common: chastity; opposes lust).

· Demonstrates generosity, by giving largess to everyone, rejecting material wealth and earthly power, and maintaining at all times a nobility of thought and action. (Celestial: liberalis; Common: generosity; opposes greed)

· Practices constant mindfulness of others and one's surroundings, maintaining self-control, abstention, and moderation. (Celestial: frenum; Common: moderation; opposes gluttony)

· Has a zealous and careful nature in one's actions and work, suffering no evil to exist while the paladin still draws breath, refusing to recoil before one’s enemy, and making war against the Infidel without cessation or mercy. (Celestial: industria; Common: zeal; opposes sloth)

· Maintains forbearance and endurance through peace of spirit, remembering that redemption cannot be found at either end of a sword. (Celestial: patientia; Common: peace; opposes wrath)

· Offers charity, compassion, friendship, and sympathy without prejudice, respecting and defending weakness. (Celestial: humanitas; Common: charity; opposes envy)

· At all times behaves modestly, selflessly, and respectfully, performs scrupulously their duties, and remains faithful to their pledged word. (Celestial: humilitas; Common: modesty; opposes pride)

Josh: there.

Nate: found it...

Josh: Varna - He told me not to run, that he'd find me and I'd regret it... and so would anyone who helped me...
Nate: I understand your position.  where have you to go, should you decide to run?

Nate: have you family in the mines?

Josh: nowhere.
Josh: I have no family; that's why I'm here. 
Josh: [sidenote - no dwarf is ever without family entirely unless they've been cast out, so there is something she's not telling you here]

Nate: you and I both no that either isn't true or you're not telling me something.  Which is it?

Josh: My mother was cast out when we were just kids; she died of a fever. We can't go back.
Josh: Madam - I was going to arrange for a place for her out of Haven, but I fear it's too late.
Nate: [is that bit abut not being able to go back even though it was her mom true?]

Nate: [if only bebeaaereyn were here!]

Josh: [It's unusual for her mother to have been allowed to keep the children in the first place, if she were truly cast out. Odds are, none of it's true.  but it may not matter, or she may not want to go back]

Josh: Madam - I suspect that Cormac has bribed some of the guards; I doubt we could get her out of the city safely at this point...
Nate: i'm not sure I believe that, but whatever the case, you must understand, Varna, that Cormac has no good intentions.  he does not love you.  He has used you as an oven to create a monster.  That which lies in the crib should, for all intents and purposes, die within a year.  It will be agonizing for him AND you.  IF he were able to save the baby, it would become an abhorant monster and be used only for evil purposes.  I cannot, and will not, let that happen.  when he comes to the house, does he come alone?

Josh: Varna - No, he usually brings some of his boys, and his uncle's there too, the old vulture.
Josh: Madam - I suspect he will come in force, if only to make a showing and impress the locals.
Nate: does he know how it works with a lucifer?

Josh: It'll be good for his business.
Josh: [??]

Josh: [what do you mean?]

Nate: [with the dying process]

Josh: [Does nigel know, you mean? yes, in theory.  They simply do not have even the slightest blessing of the Light, so they basically, well, fail to thrive. Eventually, they waste away.]

Nate: [i was speakig more of cormac]

Josh: Varna - I don't know.
Josh: [the baby begins to cry.  You've heard many babies cry, good healthy dwarven babies, and even some human babies.  This is nothing like either of them, and it grates on you.]

Josh: varna - He's hungry. Will you...
Josh: Madam - We'll leave you alone for now.
Josh: [She takes your arm and steers you toward the door]

Nate: [follows]

Josh: [she closes the door and takes you into a room down the hall]

Josh: We have little time left to us, I'm afraid. He will bring all the Thornewood boys.  He's reputation's riding on this now; too many people on the terrace know he's promised to take the baby.
Nate: the baby will not see dawn, madam....

Josh: from the looks of things, none of us will.  My girls are tough little tarts, but no match for his boys. Will you stand with us, or take your leave?
Josh: And I tell you this, sir knight - you will not slay that baby without slaying me first.
Josh: Varna's had enough pain and sadness for one lifetime already this week.
Nate: I respect your stand, madam, but that baby could be the essence of evil.  before we talk further, I would like to speak to the half-elf wh is in your employ

Nate: [taking out gold] if money is a matter, I shall pay for her time

Josh: keep your gold; it will matter little tomorrow.
Josh: Her name is Narshanna. I shall see if she is busy.
Josh: [she leaves you alone in the room.  Narshanna comes in shortly, and looks down her nose at you.

Josh: yes?
Josh: I haven't much time, hairy one.
Nate: there is no need for hostilities, miss  I mean no harm.

Nate: I am here to help.

Josh: *sniff*
Nate: why did malic sneer at you?

Josh: The dwarf child? How should I know? More to the point, why should I care?
Nate: something strange is afoot.  do you know anything of it?

Josh: I know that ... Varna... dallied with the wrong man, and gave birth to a bastard abomination. Is it that to which you are referring?
Josh: Or is there something else afoot?
Josh: [She seems quite amused at her jest]

Nate: why do you find humor in another's misfortune?

Josh: I find it amusing when a dirty dwarf breaks her own society's rules and gets what's coming to her!
Josh: Are you finished asking questions now, shortbeard?
Nate: no.  what the heck is wrong with you?  do you not know that tomorrow could be the end of us all?

Josh: You, perhaps.  I don't intend to be here.
Nate: and where might you be?

Josh: [she stands] I'm done with this game.  It has ceased to amuse me.
Nate: you're a coward.

Josh: If that's what you call someone who wants to live, so be it. I'm not the only one, I promise you.
Josh: [she turns to leave]

Nate: [nigel moves to stand in the door]  what do you know that could help me save this woman's life?

Josh: Nothing. She and her bastard child are as good as dead, and better for all of us that way.  Now move, or I shall scream.
Nate: [steps aside]

Josh: [she leaves]

Nate: [to self "bitch"]

Nate: [is nigel supposed to draw against this guy]

Nate: ???

Josh: [what nigel does is strictly up to you. is he going to, that's the real question.]

Nate: [nigel calls for malic]

Josh: [there's no answer, but the madam sticks her head out of her room and tells you he's proabably in the kitchen

Josh: [which he is]

Josh: yeah?
Nate: [was there a specific time when varna said cormac was coming?]

Josh: [dawn]

Nate: take me to the thorewood boys' leader

Nate: no no...the al'haraaragaba

Nate: those guys' leader

Josh: The Al'Hamzah? Are you nuts? 
Josh: You'll never get close without an introduction.
Nate: you defended them earlier..said they were trying to make things better.

Nate: let me handle that.

Josh: [the thornewoods are trying to make things better - he was clearly upset that she was bagging on the gang, not the alhamzah.  sorry]

Nate: do you know whereabouts he is?

Nate: or can be found?

Josh: She.
Nate: ok...she

Josh: and she lives in an estate Upside.
Nate: [is that up the buckets?]

Josh: [oh yeah]

Nate: [is this beaearelyn's mob boss lady?]

Josh: [yes. though you are aware that B is really nervous about meeting her; she is quite unsure what type of reception to expect.]

Nate: [shit...nigel'ls getting mixed up with the mob...cool...]

Nate: can you take me there?

Josh: [your gut feeling, by the way, is that barging in and demanding an audience, only to demand that Naseem take the Family to war against an upstart bunch of punks down in Pukeside, all based on your association with an elf that was part of the family a century ago… would probably be a disaster.  Just a thought.]

Josh: I can take  you as far as the gates...
Nate: [would she care about the thorenwood boys?]

Josh: [You also know that B is in fact meeting the Godmother tomorrow morning, for the first time in a century]

Josh: [only if they were impacting profits, or making the family look foolish or incompetent. She also has patience, knowing that a group of punks like the Thornewoods are just as likely to get themselves all offed in a tussle with some adventurers as become a major player in the Great Game of Commerce.]

Josh: [The Family is patient like a Zen Spider]

Josh: [they can afford to wait]

Nate: have you met cormac, malic?

Josh: yes, once.  He bought me cotton candy in the Market. He was nice to me that day, and said I could be one of the Thornewood boys when I get a little older.
Nate: do you WANT to be a TB?

Josh: Better'n working on the lifts, or farming, or mining.
Nate: there's nothing wrong with mining, malic...what do TBs do?

Josh: Protect the merchants from bad guys, party with Cormac, ride expensive horses... 
Josh: [I'm picturing a Horse with spinny horseshoes and a gold and diamond bridle, here]

Nate: do you want to save your mother?

Josh: [sister[

Nate: yeah, that's what I meant

Josh: From what? Cormac's going to come get us and take care of us forever - Me and Varna and the baby too!
Nate: I can understand that you think that.  why don't you go back to the kitchen and make me a samich.

Josh: alright!
Josh: [he trundles off to the kitchen]

Nate: [nigel, leaning out the door]  madam!

Josh: [after a few minutes] yes?
Nate: i need a messenger

Josh: ask Malic; that's what we feed him for.
Nate: he won't take the message that I need sent.

Josh: ah. I see. 
Josh: Well, I'll ask one of the girls.
Nate: [OR would Nigel's mount be able to get in the bucjkets without a handler?]

Josh: [NO][exits and sends a girl in] - I'm Onya - you need a message sent?
Nate: aye...[nigel writes note to Jericho, asking for him to round the posee ASAP and come back with Onya.  No details, but the tone lends a sense of urgency]  please take this to the Hotel __insert name here___ and leave this for a guest named Jericho.  You will think he is very handsome and he plays a MEAN mandoline.  Wait for him and his friends and escort them back here as quickly as you can.  yuo MUST be back before dawn.

Josh: alright.
Nate: [gives her gold pieces].  this will double when you return by morning light

Josh: Wow!  Thanks!
Josh: [We'll pick up here on Saturday.]

Josh: [the rest of the group is already primed]

Nate: you fag...!!!  you set it up so that I had to ask for help?  that's what Saturdsay is al labout?

Nate: fag!

Nate: :-D

Josh: that's why I didn't cut you off earlier - we had to get to this point before Saturday.

Josh: I plan waaaaay ahead, when I can.

Nate: dude...I thought I was going to have to drown the baby, kill the mom, slaughter the whores and the mini-mobsters

Nate: all on my own

Nate: all I had to do was ask for help?

