�The Story for:��On The Border of a Dying Kingdom


���	The tale begins in the Borderlands (an area between the law abiders and the lawless, the normal human and demihuman lands and a chaotic realm where monsters and shady individuals run amuck). You have been living in the Keep all of your life. And a good life it's been being the son/daughter of the taverner (he's more than just a... barkeep ("What a demeaning title. Yuck!!" quoth thy father)). You, like anyone else exposed to all the stories that pass in and out of a tavern, want to see what is true or not, but your father needs you there since your older sister/brother has been helping out a priest on stopover (7b.)�	Recently a troop of adventurers returned from a jaunt to The Caves of Chaos. Their stories told of a dark cult of clerics living in the Caves with the other evil denizens of the place. The Sergeant of the Guard was in the room and asked them to go with him. A person at the bar mutters about the King being an ex-Paladin who should stop acting like one. Your father promptly tells the man that he's drunk too much and kicks him out himself�-and the "drunk" was a big man (you find out later -through your father- that the man was a mercenary whose killed well over 100 monsters (Your father called him a wimp when he through him out!)). Less than a two days later (it takes 3 days on horseback at a walk to reach the castle), the King with 50 of his fiercest knights thunder up to the gates. The arrival is missed only by the ill with all the shouting and carrying on.�	The king announces publicly that he intends to find out if the rumor is true, and he tells all that he will return as soon as possible. He leaves all cheer him to victory,"Our Majesty can do it!" "Long live King Markus!". The Seneschal soon leaves as well... for the castle. "Doesn't do too much around the Keep any way," says Betchel Bloodletter (the mercenary from earlier). "Why that foo..." he continues to be stopped by a hand on his shoulder, the Castellan of the Keep. "I hear you've been saying untoward things about our fair and just rulers. One more offense and its your neck that you'll be worrying about next."�	The Castellan lets him go and turns away down the street toward the inner bailey. Betchel aims a crossbow at his retreating back. He fires, you shout seemingly too late... the Castellan whirls a dagger up in time to deflect the bolt. Guards rush in and take a disbelieving Betchel away. He casts a withering look at you before vanishing.�	"Take no heed to his look it means nothing now," says the Castellan watching the departure at your side. You assume that the removal took more time than you thought. "My thanks for your shout. You are...?" you stammer your name. You notice your father walking up to you. "Ah a fine name for a (strong lad/ fair maiden) such as yourself," he notices your father,"Ah _________ how are you?"�	"As can be expected, sir."�	"It's Eldrick my good man. No titles remember."�	"As you wish, Eldrick."�	He turns back to you,"Same goes for you too (young man/young lady). Well, I'm off to work, and I guess so are you both."�	A month goes by before anyone comes back and then only four make it back. One dies at the gates, one through complications that do not sound natural at �
the hands of the traveling priest (7b.), one is in magical life support who endlessly repeats,"Dark order", and four days later the healthy survivor is locked up and deemed cursed, with a need to return to the Caves.


	All looks bleak.


	The Seneschal musters a force to rescue the king. Your brother/sister steps up to join as a CLERIC. He is welcomed by the Seneschal. You take him/her aside when he/she gets back home. You ask how they could become a cleric since


	As appropriate to character race:


		1. he's/she's just as much of (a dwarf, an elf, a halfling) as you are.


	"Father Gimbold, you know that priest I've been helping, says that there are no real racial bars to the calling. It's just that our race usually doesn't try to become clerics. You know what? I am already level 2... and I have a wand of healing to help me.


		2. father doesn't trust your motives.


	Don't you see? Father just wants me around the tavern to help. But it's what I want to do that matters. Besides I am already level 2, and I have a wand of healing to help me.


	Your father enters the loft quietly with a troubled look. "I know I can't stop you, so I might as well help you," he hands him/her a sack that chinks. "It isn't much but it's yours." He leaves.


	Your brother/sister nearly loses his/her head when he/she looks inside. You ask what's in it. To answer he/she spills it on his/her bed. You count 17 gold, 40 electrum, 29 silver, and 82 coppers. He/she puts it back after you stop staring. You think of what you could buy with that much. The possibilities are staggering. He/She gathers his/her things, gives you a hug, and leaves. As you watch him/her go you wonder if you'll be doing the same in five years when you're 22 (for elves * by 8 (*AD&D* 1/2 to 3/4 elves by 5); dwarves by 4; and halflings by 2).


	A month later there is no word yet as to their success or failure.


	Six weeks later, two knights bloodied and battered (total compliment of rescue force 20 hvy cavalry, 30 lt cavalry, 100 heavy infantry, and 50 knights (+one Seneschal)) arrive at the gates. The curate meets them, and heals both to a point after they dismount. They are quickly lead away.


	The next day word is passed from door to door that the rescue force was ambushed. Some how they knew that the force was coming.


	People get on with their lives, sullenly deeming it destined, except for your father. He spends most of the next day trying to find out what happened to your brother/sister. Turns out that he/she was captured. The knights know nothing more.


	That very next day, a Tuesday, your father asks you to journey to The Caves of Chaos rescue your sister, and any other captives. "And I will help you more than I helped your brother/sister.


	"First you'll need a weapon. A very good one. And I know of one. Ask me further later. We still have a business, I'm sorry to say, and the people need our services more than ever." With that he vaults over the bar and announces a 10% reduction of prices for the next week to tide people through this crisis. The patrons are all for it.





And so your adventure begins... 
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