With bracelets of thy hair, rings, gawds, conceits,

Knacks, trifles, nosegays, sweetmeats, messengers

Of strong prevailment in unharden'd youth:

With cunning hast thou filch'd my daughter's heart,

Turn'd her obedience, which is due to me,

To stubborn harshness: and, my gracious duke,

Be it so she; will not here before your grace

Consent to marry with Demetrius,

I beg the ancient privilege of Heva,

As she is mine, I may dispose of her:

Which shall be either to this gentleman

Or to her death, according to our law

Immediately provided in that case.


 The above passage came to me the night our guide finally led us to the strange door he claimed to have found high up in the Badlands. While our guide and packs-men celebrated with a well-deserved cask of brandy. I retired to a restful evening of quiet thought; intent on putting to parchment the words my Daimon has given me while on the long trip up.

As described, the door is high up on the side of a mountain and near the shore of small lake nestled in a cirque. It appears to be nothing more than the outline of a gateway in the stone and a series of concentric, moveable rings covered in strange symbols I have never seen before.

Could this be an Ancestral Relic? The symbols are similar in style to those I have seen on other such sites.

That the rings can be rotated seems to indicate that they must be placed into the correct position to make the door open. It is simply a matter of finding the correct one. If I am patient and the door is not warded or trapped I shall be able to find the correct combination in good time.

July 22nd
I grow weary of this abominable contraption. I have tried every possible combination multiple times and nothing works. At first I believed I had made an error of some kind, but after the third time the error cannot be mine. There is something I am missing here.

The men are beginning to grumble. They were promised riches and we have been up in these dangerous lands for far longer and with no progress than we had initially planned for. We have been lucky so far that Drakes do not seem to frequent this Cirque on a regular basis. Our luck cannot last much longer though, and some of the other investors have begun to talk of returning to Vash'Kel before we taunt the fates one time to many.

July 24th

Disaster has struck, but so has serendipity. At dawn a drake of some size attacked our camp. We managed to run the beast off, but not before it slew and began to carry off one of our packsmen. Tomas slew it with a well-aimed arrow of Vasent as it took to the air over lake, dropping both the creature and the corpse it carried into the water.

The man we sent into the lake to retrieve the body returned with the body, the creature's Heartstone and news that there is some sort of submerged passageway hidden under a ledge. We shall investigate tomorrow. For now, we shall send our servant on to his next life.

July 25th

Progress at last!! Though the tunnel was long, dark and obviously designed to confuse anyone who tried to traverse it, I have triumphed. Were it not for my minor skill with fleshcrafting I would have perished from a lack of air long before I reached the first of three bubbles of trapped air. Now that I have successfully navigated the passages and reached the other end I will return to the outside, leaving behind markers to direct the men when we return tomorrow.

July 26th

All of the men have now traversed the submerged passages with our gear and provisions and have reached the landing at the far end. They warm themselves around a magically conjured source of heat Elgis has provided, while the investors discuss our next step. 

The way forward is quite obvious, and thanks to the curious torches set into the wall, well lit. Our discussion mostly involves who shall be in the advance party. Obviously, I am to go, as are Elgis and Aldeena. It is clear from the conversation that the investors do not trust one another as much as I had hoped. This mistrust was not apparent when we first brokered our deal and left for Vash'Kel, but obviously it has been festering in their hearts for some time. I hope it will not be a problem.

July 28th

In the end, I had to step in and explain that I would not tolerate such acrimony and that the investors could not count on my further assistance if they did not come to some sort of agreement. This mollified them somewhat, but I suspect the problem has only been submerged and will resurface in the future. I cannot understand where all this distrust is coming from. I have attempted to discuss the matter privately and their opinions seem entirely impervious to logic. Perhaps we should leave these fools to their fate before something ugly happens.

No matter. In a few short minutes we shall be setting out to explore the no doubt vast complex for the first time.

July 29th

Elgis is indeed a brilliant man with a vast and nearly Gnomeish store of knowledge and once again I have nothing but respect for Humans and their uncanny ability to puzzle out the most tangled of intellectual knots.

It was clear that the oddly curved wall was an obstacle that needed to be surmounted and that the statues with their colored torches were somehow related, but were it not for his mastery of the principles of optics we would never have arrived at the obvious answer.

July 31st

We have arrived at the next great puzzle in this increasingly odd place. The various tomb guardians (for what else can such a heavily defended place be) were difficult but not impossible to strike down, but their irritating habit of repairing themselves would have stopped us in our tracks.

Once again Elgis has proven his value by coming up with the brilliant idea that Aldeena summon a creature and task it with the monotonous chore of beating on these guardians at the first sign of repair.  The din is deafening though, and we had to seal their parts and the creature into a room.

Now, we must solve this new riddle. Three doors, each very similar to one another and all "stuffed to the asshole with wards" as Thomas so colorfully put it. He says they're beyond his ability to deal with, as does Elgis. There must be some way to bypass them, but for now that has not been puzzled out.

The paranoia and mistrust has begun to surface again and I grow weary of it more quickly than before. The others are beginning to show their irritation with it as well and for good reason. All the investors do, besides try to tell us how to do our jobs, is to carp and snipe at each other and accuse one another of planning to cheat everyone else.

Perhaps we should have left them all outside to fend off the Drakes on their own.

August 3rd

The dissension amongst the investors continues to simmer and bubble, but nothing can be done about the matter for now. At least our newly made progress has given them something else to do besides concoct elaborately complex methods by which they will be betrayed by their partners.

In the end, it was Aldeena who stumbled onto the solution when she made an off hand comment about our lack of progress. As she casually observed, we had only been focusing on the similarities between the doors and not their differences. When we subtracted out the similarities it left a door that matched exactly with the outline of a specific fresco in a gallery we had encountered earlier.

August 4th

The bickering amongst the investors has become too much to bear and nearly got Tomas killed when one of their frequent crescendos distracted him in a crucial moment while disarming a particularly nasty engine of death. They have been sent back to the Torch Chamber with instructions to remain there or return to the surface and await our return.

They were so enraged by our casual dismissal of their supposed authority with a blunt statement of the facts that the lot of them very nearly set aside their differences and turned on us en-masse.  Only Aldeena and her amazing skill with the diplomatic arts prevented a massacre. I might even have felt guilty after slaughtering them to a man, but my patience has been worn terribly thin. Even now, if we emerge to find that they've become third course to a Drake I will shed few tears.

August 6th

We are very much in need of a rest, having been working our way through this accursed dungeon for nearly two weeks now. I so miss the feel of sunlight on my face and the smell of fresh air. Very soon now, I shall feel them again I believe.

Slowly, and with some losses we have traversed the wretched trap and guardian infested galleries and catacombs between the room with three doors and the room I am in now. Elgis believes this room contains the final door to whatever is secreted away at the heart of this place.

Aldeena and I agree with him as well and we are sure Tomas would, were he still alive. I shall never forget the sound of his screams as that obscene cloud of whirling blades detached from the wall and stripped the flesh from his bones. I hope to never experience such horror again. There was nothing we could do but turn our faces and stopper our ears as best we could.

But I digress. The room contains at its exact center a series of concentric metal rings nearly the exact duplicate of what we found on the surface. By carefully comparing the sigils on this copy with drawings I made of those on the surface I have determined that there is a single unique sigil in each ring on the copy in this room.

My theory, which we shall test tomorrow is that some combination of the symbols unique to the rings in this room will engage the mechanism that opens a door into this place's inner sanctum. What we will find inside I do not know, but it must be quite important given the extreme level of wards and guards on this place.

August 7th

We are just about to begin our first attempt to open what we think is the door to the inner sanctum, but I have just received disturbing news from one of our packsmen who has been staying at the encampment in the first gallery.

Apparently, the discord between the investors has finally bubbled over into violence. At least one of them is dead and the others have retreated with their men into nearby portions of the catacombs, where they now wage an insane war against one another.

We will have to deal with this when we leave, but first we shall open this tomb and see what lies at the heart of this place.

August 7th

Oh sweet reward. I cannot even begin to describe how much our expectations have been exceeded by what we have discovered. An entire chamber with walls lined by sheets of lead and gold and inscribed with strange and alien runes exactly like those found at other Ancestral Relics. That is surely what this is.

And inside! Oh how I thank the fates, even though the last two weeks have been nothing but torment. The room is filled with strange artifacts, the purpose of which I cannot even begin to imagine. There is nothing of overt value in the room besides the gold-sheeted walls, but I can't begin to imagine what a price the artifacts will fetch among collectors. Even more important, who knows what a storehouse of knowledge about the Illustrious Ancestors they may prove to be?

Even more astounding, however, is the room's occupant. A wise, charming and venerable drake whose scales sparkle and refract as if set with the purest diamond. Imagine our terror when we completed the correct sequence and the well-hidden door in the wall swung open to reveal him regally sitting there amongst the artifacts, regarding us with what can best be described as curiosity.

We very nearly attacked him on site. Aldeena managed to stay our hand with some well chosen and quick words and as it turned out, though he was not thrilled about being disturbed while in what he thought was his impenetrable inner sanctum. He was also quite curious about his visitors and interested in talking to us about the artifacts once he realized Elgis and myself studied them.

After a long conversation and a verbal agreement to work together to investigate the nature of the items, he let us take a single artifact from the trove as a token of good faith. We are now returning to the surface, closing the complex behind us and releasing the guards and wards as we go. Obviously, the nature of the pact we made with the investors has changed.

Frankly, based on their behavior to this date I neither care that we are effectively going to break our contract nor that they will most likely attack us and we will be forced to kill them. It is unfortunate, but we have obviously tied ourselves to a group of lunatics.

As a small measure of paranoia on my part, I am removing the pages of my journal relating the methods by which we traversed the complex and secreting them away in the hidden compartment in the haft of my waraxe.

From the beginning, we took pains to obscure the safe route through the complex from the investors in case they attempted to double cross us. If they, as I suspect, attack us and are victorious they will not likely find these pages and will themselves no doubt die in a foolhardy attempt to navigate the halls and galleries on their own

