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Immaline Starfall had come to Mintar seeking a magic item, specifically an Amulet of Health of the 2nd order, or at least something like it.  She’d just acquired the befabled Headband of Intellect that had once belonged to Prince Thornacious of Weathercote Wood, and recalled to herself various facets of her life, both recent and remote.

For the first century of her life Immaline had been content to remain at home learning her craft.  However, an attack on her village by a band of roving orcs changed everything.  It was a large party and her village was a small one.  The elves fought valiantly, but, at the end of the battle, her family and most of her friends were dead—as was most of the band of orcs.

With the devastation of the village, those few elves who remained were reluctant to try and rebuild their homes, especially with the threat of more attacks possible, began to scatter.  Unfortunately for Immaline, her parents and brother had been killed and, with no other relatives, she was uncertain where she could go.  However, as she enjoyed researching new things and ideas, Immaline decided to travel.  Having witnessed what happened to her family by the orcs, Immaline decided to learn their language so that, should she encounter them again, she would know what they were saying and be able to take steps to defend herself.

~*~

Earlier that tenday…

Having burned a few scrolls with the Divinations that guided her here, Immaline had reached the Stonehenge of Intellect, a well hidden location whose illusions and wards she’d had to contend with.  She’d been tailed by a roguish knave with druidic proclivities, but she’d dealt with him the day before, and had her full spell repertoire at her avail, in the event of something more serious than an illusion.
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She was here for a Headband of Intellect reputed to be hidden here, an item of the 3rd order that would grant her the faculties to memorize more spells, make them more difficult to overcome, recall more knowledge, and in general just be smarter.

The staircase to the henge, which was more of a sconce, was about 30 degrees from the level, grassy ground around it, and as lore that came her way stated it, she should be capable of casting detect magic and seeing her way towards the hidden item.
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From experience Immaline knew not to just walk up the 30’ to the top of the staircase—much as she wanted to but one never knew what surprises might be waiting.  She had several spells memorised in case of trouble, and could dodge, if necessary.  With that in mind, Immaline cautiously took a 5’ step towards the beginning of the staircase and looked around.  She couldn’t see any obvious traps so she cast detect magic.

[bookmark: _Hlk151529851]Round 2

To no surprise, there was at least one magical aura present, and soon she would be able to pinpoint multiple locations emanating dweomers.  Immaline wasn’t particularly surprised to find there were magical auras present—she’d have been surprised if there weren’t—but, as yet she couldn’t quite tell exactly where they were.  She gazed upward, sighed and proceeded another 5’.

Within the spell’s 60’ range, she noted only before her the glows of about five auras of equal hue.  However, because they were on flat ground several feet above her, she would have to ascend to get a better visual with now arcanely augmented eyes.

She continued to concentrate on the spell, knowing that if her concentration broke, so would the spell.

Round 3

There were several glows emanating around her but Immaline still wasn’t entirely sure what they were.  They appeared to be somewhere above her.  She would have to cancel her detect magic ability by ceasing to concentrate if she wanted to cast mage armor or some other spell, and thus thought to continue scanning the area.  The wizard then moved to the top of the staircase.

Round 4

Now standing at the top of the staircase, Immaline had a look around the henge.  It was—as had been described in the notations she’d acquired from a fellow arcanist named Lavahn—a circular platform with two interlaced pentagons orbited by five slabs with runes cast on the inward façades, and an irregular denture of jutting rocks around them.
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According to the instructions provided in the notes that had come with a handy map, she was to concentrate her gaze upon the seemingly empty altar in order to see the Headband of Intellect that had been left here for a worthy wizard.  She had—after all—bested the traps, wards, illusions, and monsters that had gotten in her way, and this was no small feat.  Now, she stared at the platform, and for the moment noted only the presence of a magical aura there.  It could still be a decoy, she thought warily.

Round 5
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The spellcaster then began to see the outline of the headband, and kept and open eye and ear for any malice or mischief going on around her.  Her concentration began to pay off as color began to complement the silhouette of the magic item before her.
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Immaline cautiously approached the altar and examined it to see if the Headband was really there—and if it was the real item, and not a decoy.
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It most certainly looked real, and was wise enough to tilt her head to see it from various angles before grasping it and confirming its mass.  Per her understanding of the methodology associated with the item, she was now in possession of the Headband, and could don it if she wished.

Immaline examined the Headband and as she believed it was the real item, placed it on her head.  She waited to see what would happen next.

Round 7

Immaline was pleased to gain so many fond memories, and also realized that the item was of the 4th order, not 3rd.  Her mind gained clarity as she felt the tiara-like device attuning to her brain.  Having acquired the headband Immaline took a last look around then descended the stairs.

She got about half-way down the stairs when she spotted an elven woman whose face she only vaguely recognized, as she’d only seen her at a pub in Saradush on her way here.  She thought she’d lost all tails on her way to such a remote region, but here was the woodsy woman with bow in hand, casting mage armor in the divine fashion, ready to take a shot at the wizard.
Archer-cleric gained +4 to FFAC and AC.
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Having emerged from the foliage not far to the archer’s west was another woman—a human—dressed in garments depicting a black dragon.
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As far as Immaline could tell, he was a complete stranger, and either a shamaness or some collector of black dragon memorabilia, and radiated an Aura of Presence as she spoke with an intimidating tone.  “We do appreciate you going to the trouble of finding that wonderful headband.  We’ll be good enough to leave you with your armor and weapons, but the headband and a few of your other goods will be the price of your life today.”
Effect uncertain.
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	Character
	Initiative
	Roll
	Modified Roll

	Immaline
	1 + 4 = 5
	18
	23

	Anæsthesia
	1
	19
	20

	Velvet
	3
	9
	12
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Immaline sighed as she spotted the pair.  She stopped concentrating and ended detect magic, casting mage armor [expired in 12 hours] on herself instead.  “I think I’ll keep the headband,” she said with a smirk.
Immaline gained +4 to FFAC and AC.

Anæsthesia fired a few arrows at the magically armored wizard, who identified the magebane weapon.
	Ranged Weapon
	Dmg.
	D+
	TH+
	Critical
	Rng.
	Wt.
	Atk
	Roll
	Check
	Notes

	Magebane Longbow +1
	1d8
	1+3+2
	1
	x3
	100’
	3.0
	+19
	10
	29
	+2d6 vs. arcane casters

	MB Longbow +1, 2nd Shot
	1d8
	1+3+2
	1
	x3
	100’
	-
	+14
	9
	23
	+2d6 vs. arcane casters

	MB Longbow +1, Rapid Shot
	1d8
	1+3+2
	1
	x3
	100’
	-
	+9
	9
	18
	 +2d6 vs. arcane casters


Hit, hit, miss.  Dmg:  (5 + 1 + 3 + 2 + 4 MB) = 15 [57/72].

Velvet vomited a line of acid towards the elven wizard.
	Ranged Weapon
	Dmg.
	D+
	Rng.
	Notes

	Breath Weapon (line of acid)
	6d6
	+1d6
	60’
	DC 10 + 2 focus + 5


Dmg:  29 + 6 = 35 acid.
	Save vs.
Breath Weapon
	Rank
	Ability & Mod.
	Misc. Mods.
	Total
	Roll
	Check

	Immaline, Reflex
	4
	Dex (+1)
	0
	5
	3
	8


Fail.  Full damage taken [22/72].
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Wishing she had a familiar, Immaline cast magic missile upon Velvet.
Dmg:  11 + 5 = 16 magic [force].

Velvet told her junior partner in crime, “I thought you said she was a knave!  She’ll kill us if we don’t ward ourselves!”

Anæsthesia should have known better than to have approached without having cast nightshield, so she did so now [expired in 10 minutes].
Anæsthesia gained +3 to saving throws, and negates future magic missile damage.

Immaline identified the nightshield spell, knowing this to be a common tactic among mage hunters.

Velvet [swift action] activated her Aura of Vigor [probably hurled her javelin], and hurled her returning shortspear at the wizard on the steps, stepping 5’ eastwardly.
	Ranged Weapon
	Dmg.
	D+
	TH+
	Critical
	Rng.
	Wt.
	Atk
	Roll
	Check

	Returning Shortspear +2
	1d6
	+5 +2 +2
	2 – 2 height
	x3
	10’
	9.0
	12
	8
	20


Miss.
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Round 10

Velvet caught her returning shortspear.

Immaline recognised the nightshield spell so cast Melf’s acid arrow upon Anæsthesia.
	Ranged Weapon
	Dmg.
	Atk
	Roll
	Check

	Ranged Touch Attack
	2d4 acid
	+7
	14
	21


Hit.  Dmg:  5 acid + 3 acid on next round.

After getting a better look at the archer-cleric, Immaline recognized the unholy symbol of Malar upon the rival elf’s lapel.  Anæsthesia seethed with the pain of her skin being dissolved, and said, “I thought she was a knave!”  Thinking they’d still be able to overcome her, the moon elf tapped herself with a wand whose effects healed her on the order of a cure moderate wounds spell.
Anæsthesia gained 9 + 10 = 19 hps.
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Velvet was far more rugged than her cleric accomplice, and figured she would be able to withstand the petty magic missiles and acid arrows that the stranger was hurling at her.  Still, she drank the potion she’d been hoping to save for a rainier day.
Velvet gained +4 to Strength.

The dragon shaman then moved to the bottom of the stairs, blocking the wizard’s way through.

From the bushes behind Anæsthesia, there shot out three arrows towards the archer.
	Ranged Weapon
	Dmg.
	D+
	TH+
	Critical
	Rng.
	Wt.
	Atk
	Roll
	Check
	Notes

	Bow of the Wintermoon +4
	1d8
	+4 +5 +4
	4
	x3
	110’
	3.0
	+15
	12
	27
	+1 within 30’

	Bow, 2nd Shot
	1d8
	+4 +5 +4
	4
	 
	 
	 
	+10
	8
	18
	+1 within 30’

	Bow, Rapid Firing
	1d8
	+4 +5 +4
	4
	 
	 
	 
	+15
	5
	20
	+1 within 30’


Hit, miss, miss.  Dmg:  7 + 4 + 5 + 4 + 1 = 21.

“Ooouuch!”  The elven archer cringed from the single shot that pierced through her armor, unable to spot her assailant.  Realizing they was now between two attackers, she and the dragon shaman reconsidered their predicament.
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Immaline was surprised when the archer was shot at, but she didn’t let down her guard.  There was no way to know if this new person would prove to be friend or foe to herself.  Instead, she concentrated on Velvet, as she had moved closer, and cast a lightning bolt at her.
	Save vs.
lightning bolt
	Rank
	Ability & Mod.
	Misc. Mods.
	Total
	Roll
	Check

	Velvet, Reflex
	3
	Dex (+2)
	0
	5
	4
	9


Fail.  Full damage taken:  34 electric.
OOC note:  This proved to be a very effective spell, and given the DC of 19, you are free to swap out any of my suggested spells of the same level, if you want to cast it again.
	3rd-level Spells

	Spell
	Level
	SF
	DC
	Cast?

	Dispel Magic
	3
	0
	18
	q

	Fireball
	3
	0
	18
	q

	Fly
	3
	0
	18
	q

	Haste
	3
	0
	18
	q

	Lightning Bolt
	3
	1
	19
	þ


Also, for a spell like lightning bolt, magic missile, and Melf’s acid arrow, which deal variable damage, I would consider the Maximize Spell and Empower Spell feats.  Because they raise the spell slot level into which a spell can be prepared, you could conceivably prepare a Maximized (+3) and Empowered (+2) magic missile (level 1) spell into a 3 + 2 + 1 = 6th-level spell slot.  This would guarantee damage (at Immaline’s level) of [(5 x 4) + 5] x 1½ = 37 (always rounded down) on any target without immunity to magic missiles.

Still unable to see her archer assailant, Anæsthesia pulled the arrow out of her wound and armor, declaring, “Malar damn you!”  She then cast true seeing, and kept scanning the area to her south and southeast.

Not yet ready to release her next line of acid, Velvet kept her Aura of Vigor active and hurled her returning shortspear at the wizard above her.  “We take what we came for,” she insisted to her wounded accomplice.
	Ranged Weapon
	Dmg.
	D+
	TH+
	Critical
	Rng.
	Wt.
	Atk
	Roll
	Check

	Returning Shortspear +2
	1d6
	+5 +2 +2
	2 – 2
height
	x3
	10’
	9.0
	14
	8
	22


Miss.

The unseen stranger spared no mercy on Anæsthesia, sending three more arrows her way.
	Ranged Weapon
	Dmg.
	D+
	TH+
	Critical
	Rng.
	Wt.
	Atk
	Roll
	Check
	Notes

	Bow of the Wintermoon +4
	1d8
	+4 +5 +4
	4
	x3
	110’
	3.0
	+15
	4
	19
	+1 within 30’

	Bow, 2nd Shot
	1d8
	+4 +5 +4
	4
	 
	 
	 
	+10
	5
	15
	+1 within 30’

	Bow, Rapid Firing
	1d8
	+4 +5 +4
	4
	 
	 
	 
	+15
	8
	23
	+1 within 30’


Hit, miss, hit.  Dmg:  (7 + 4 + 5 + 4 + 1) + (2 + 4 + 5 + 4 + 1) = 21 + 16 = 37.

The cleric of Malar dropped to her knees, and smacked her head on the floor as she bled out, leaving Velvet to decide whether or not to act on her declaration or turn tail and try to best the wizard at a later occasion.
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As the dragon shaman caught the spear she’d just thrown and saw her accomplice fall in battle, a snow elf—his racial stock evident in the paleness of his features and the fur on some of his garments—emerged from the bushes, his arrow trained on Velvet, and declared, “By Solonor Thelandira, lay down your weapon and you shall live.”
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Round 12

“I knew I shouldn’t have counted on the sincerity of a pointy-eared imbecile such as you,” Velvet either said to the dying cleric she’d trusted or to the wizard before her.

The archer aimed at the dragon shaman, seeing what she would do before unleashing another volley of arrows her way.

As Immaline inhaled and sighed with relief, the dragon shaman spat upon the ground and sprinted northwestwardly at full pace.

Immaline watched as Velvet sprinted away.  She could have cast more spells at the fleeing woman but she wasn’t the vindictive sort.  Instead, she descended the rest of the way down the stairs.

“Well met,” she said to the snow elf.  “Thank you for your assistance.”  She kept a little distance between herself and the stranger having learned to be cautious during her travels.

[bookmark: _Hlk152241079]The snow elf had already studied her, and taking a few steps closer as he returned his arrow into its quiver and lowered his bow.  He spotted telltale signs of a worshipper of Solonor Thelandira, and proclaimed, “Hail, heroine.  I have been seeking you.  Do not be alarmed, for the Great Archer has guided my path.  Would you allow a casting of zone of truth that we might establish our sincere motives?” proposed the man dressed as a wandering cleric of her deity.

Immaline considered.  He had helped her and he was wearing the attire of her deity.  And, if he proved false, well she did have some spells she could fall back on.  “Very well,” she said.

Casting the spell, the worshipper of Solonor then began as a gesture of good faith and trust in his own visions.  He detailed some revelatory information that had led him to her, dubbing her the Seeker of Secrets but with no reference to the Headband of Intellect she’d sought and acquired.  The snow elf revealed himself as a Seeker of the Misty Isle.
Immaline is vaguely aware of the information in Complete Divine on this prestige class.

Immaline nodded, as she was somewhat familiar with legends of the Misty Isle, and its elusiveness despite archaeological evidence of its existence across the Realms, pointing to Gruumsh, Kurtulmak, and Malar—ravenous deities governing monstrous souls—being responsible for presumably stowing away this landmass inside a pocket plane.

Shouldering his bow, and looking around one last time to ensure that the archer at his feet was truly dead, and that there were no others about, the Seeker said, “The Great Archer guided my arrows here.  His bow hastened my stride, and I must now impart upon you the warning that where you head, trouble will await you.  I am to offer my camaraderie if you wish it, and am guided to venture to Mintar, whence word has come of Malarian misdeeds against well-meaning folk.”

The Seeker of the Misty Isle—a title replacing his name more than a specialization—offered a few more details that confirmed his adherence to Solonorite dogma, which was fairly loose and chaos-driven.  If he was faking, he was going to a lot of trouble to do so.  Immaline’s hunch is that he was no charlatan, though he skewed a bit towards the fanatical in his purpose.  With a morningstar hanging from his belt, and his bow across his back, the man traveled otherwise rather lightly, and looked like he’d been sleeping outdoors for weeks.
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Immaline frowned.  Not at the snow elf but at the warning he brought.  “Thank you for your warning,” she said.  “I’d be happy to have your company to Mintar and let us help the good folk of the town against the minions of Malar.”
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The Seeker of the Misty Isle

NPC

Race: Snow Elf Sex: Male

Class: Cleric Level: 6

Class: Seeker Level: 4

Alignment: Chaotic Good Deity: Solonor Θ

Attack Bonus: 7 Base Speed: 30’

Initiative: +5 Actual Speed: 30’

Strength: 18 +4 Lb. Capacity:

58/116/175

Dexterity: 20 +5 Lb. Carried: 46.5

Constitution: 12 +1 Hit Points: 70

Intelligence: 14 +2 Touch AC: 20

Wisdom: 17 +3 FF AC: 26

Charisma: 10 +0 AC: 28
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