THE PHILOSOPHER’S STONE DATA: VERSION 1.0

Given the description of the manuscript in the inventory at the beginning of the game, the player will assume that the chief goal is to inquire with several wise-men in hopes of deciphering the manuscript and learning the secret of the philosopher stone, the elixir of life, etc.

To reach this end, the player will feed the hermit, give him treasure from the village, and ask him about the manuscript, being rewarded with a partial translation and access to one branch of the underground caverns. This puzzle does not need to be completed to solve the game, but will contribute to the effect that the player is moving towards the goal of these alchemical secrets.

To gain access to the other section of the underground, the player must rescue the old witch by either bribing or killing the barbarian, and get the witch's map, which will reveal the barrow and the hollow tree, inside of which can be found the key. At this point, the player comes face to face with the Zork I adventurer for the first time, can steal from the adventurer, and even fight him, forcing him to flee.

Using the wand found in the garbage pile just west of the hermit, it is possible to put the gnome guard to sleep, steal his potion of see-invisibility, and cross the invisible bridge. Past that point, the key is used to gain access to the treasure room. Once the player enters the treasure room, the game is effectively at an end. The player and the adventurer fight, and the player is inevitably killed. At this point, the player has not completed the assigned task of deciphering the manuscript and saving his love, nor has he scored the full amount of points that the game says is possible, all of this hopefully leaving the player with a feeling of unfulfillment and peaked interest.

Our love would have lasted forever; we swore this to each other.

But they lied to us, cheated us, and finally took her away from me,

bent on using her, wrecking her like a replaceable cog in the sick

machinery of their experimentation.

STARTING INVENTORY

a bag

a stilleto

the ancient manuscript

a piece of waybread

669 zorkmids

a lamp

	Across the River

The bridge I took across the Frigid River is immediately the south, while the road away from the bridge continues off to the north.
	(south) There is no sense going back in that direction. There is nothing left there for me, until I find what I seek.

BRIDGE

RIVER

	Split in the Road
	RIVER

	Next to the River
	RIVER

	A Quiet Beach
	RIVER

	Lovers’ Leap
	RIVER

CLIFFS

	Hermit’s Cave

HERMIT
	(west, if not given hermit waybread) The moment I head for the tunnel, the hermit growls hungrily and pushes me back with a surprising cat-like grace. He is clearly not pleased with my intrusions into his domain. 

(west, after given bread) Thankfully, the hermit no longer seems to mind my presence, smiling vacantly at me as I pass him by.
HERMIT

(talk to without befriending) The creature glares back at me with a hostile and hungry stare, as if he'd rather eat me alive than answer my questions... is this what the crumbling of the empire has reduced mankind to? Disgusting.

(give waybread) He lunges greedily at my gift, scarfing down every last crumb in a matter of seconds. Once done, he seems much more relaxed, and looks back up at me with a grateful nod. "Well met, stranger," he mumbles. "It's been a long time since I've had any visitors. If there is anything I can do to repay your kindness..."

(show manuscript, if friend, no paid) He paws through the book's fragile pages, his forehead wrinkling with the strain of moving his mind's ancient gears. Several minutes pass in silence before he answers me. "Yes... yes, of course. But no one has used this script in centuries. What you have here is valuable indeed. I will help you, my son, but only for a price."

(give OBJ to hermit, first time) "Beautiful... haven't seen anything like it since my father's day... Of course, things have changed quite a bit since old Idwit died. At any rate, that old book in your hand. Let's have a look at that." (if now paid)

(give OBJ to hermit, other times) "You must come from quite a family, friend..." He boggles at my generosity, the OBJ disappearing quickly into the inner folds of his moldy robe.

(give or show manuscript) xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx

	Down the Provincial Highway
	

	A Curve in the Road
	

	Near the Village
	

	The Burning Village

BARBARIAN/ORC

VILLAGE/HUT
	(emit if not entered house) Fierce growls punctuated by the helpless screams of a captive native break forth from the wrecked hovel to the east.

(east, if barbarian/orc not killed and not paid) The brutal creature pushes me rudely out of the way, spitting at me and growling fiercely in some vague imitation of common Quendoran. I will make little progress this way.

BARBARIAN/ORC

(attack barbarian/orc) XXXXXXXX

(give zorkmids to barbarian/orc, if have not previously attacked) The barbarian gets nervous as I approach, but seeing what I have to offer, he relaxes somewhat, pawing through the coins, pretending to be able to count them. After a few seconds he seems to be satisfied, looking up at me and moving away from the doorway.

(give zorkmids to barbarian/orc if attacked previously) The creature growls at me, slapping my hand away with an angry curse. Maybe I shouldn't have attacked him if I wasn't ready to finish him.

(attack barbarian/orc, if paid) He's already sold himself to me, might as well leave him alone... for now.

(attack barbarian/orc, if dead) Seeing things now, eh? Am I losing my mind -that- easily?

	[Inside Hut]

WOMAN/WITCH

[IMPERIAL SCEPTER]

[OLD MAP]
	(west) No sense in sticking around here any more than I have to. Leave to the west and never come back.
WITCH

(ask about imperial scepter) "Oh, this little trifle? I've had it since the Last Days, really, back in 883. This funny looking young man ran through here, purple robes, flattened head... handed it to me, insisted I hold on to it for him until he came back... Well, I guess he never did."

She hands me the scepter, the effort of the motion sending her body into a series of painful spasms and coughs.

(show manuscript) "I've never been good with the ancient tongues, son... but the wizard, the exile. Oh, what was his name? The one from Frobozz... at any rate, he'll be able to help you. He probably grew up reading that kind of script."

The poor woman seems to lose her train of thought for a moment, coughing and gasping for breath. I move forward, trying to support her shaking body. She rallies briefly, grabbing a scrap of paper and scribbling a few brief lines and symbols. "Here," she says with her last breath, handing me the map, "to the northwest of the old house, near the tomb in the hollow..."

She never finished the sentence.

	The Edge of the Forest
	

	Deep in the Forest
	

	The Storm-Tossed Trees
	

	Trees Near the Beach
	

	In the Forest
	

	A Clearing Near the White House
	An obvious path heads back into the forest to the south, while it is also possible to enter the house from its east side. [Thanks to the markings on the old witch's map, I can just barely make out the windings of an overgrown trail heading off to the northwest.] 

(enter house) Walking around to the back side of the structure, I push open one of the windows and slide in, closing it behind me again.

	Inside the House

CHEST

DOOR/GOTHIC LETTERING

RUG

TRAPDOOR


	(emit upon first entering)

Strange. I don't remember leaving the trapdoor open the last time I came through this way. The rug has been pushed aside, the sword taken... and the treasure in the chest! Someone else has broken into the underground, after all these years! Could it be one of Syovar's men, pursuing me to the ends of the earth? No, I was not important enough to him. But this one... he could be of use to me, if I trap him, and do not let him escape me.

(close trapdoor, if first time in house) I can hear him struggling, pushing against me in vain, frustrated and fearful. If he has not mastered the tunnels yet, he -must- do so now.

(close trapdoor, not first time in house) I close it shut, but the brave adventurer below has already found his own path. I must go into the underground after him. 

(down, if trapdoor opened) No, I must find my own ways through the tunnels below. These other routes are too well-traveled...

(down if trapdoor closed)  No, I must find my own ways through the tunnels below. These other routes are too well-traveled...

(take OBJ from chest) I put my hand out to nab the treasure, but some sort of magical force-field pushes my palm out of the way. Strange... who could be protecting that newcomer in this fashion?

This house is a known commodity, hardly worth exploring. The climb down to the underground here is equally fruitless, too near to that damn troll. Might as well just head back outside.

(exit, if trapdoor closed) I climb back out the window the way I came in, glad to be out of that cursed old relic of a building.

(exit, if trapdoor opened) I back out of the house, confused and a little frustrated by the presence of the newcomer. The sight of that open trapdoor had disturbed me more than I had thought.

	Lost in the Forest’s Stillness
	

	At a Slope in the Forest

There are hints of a barrow here, some kind of old burial ground, but that can't have been what the old woman meant... could it? If this is what it's going to take to find him, it will not be easy. They exiled the old man for his stupid, senile pranks, ignoring his deep wisdom and skill. If I could find him, and show him what I have learned, he could teach me the rest. He alone can give me what I need to bring her back to me. But this burial mound, the massive stone barrier blocking the entrance... there is nothing I can do in the face of this.

BARROW
	(examine barrow) At first glance I wouldn't have thought it more than a stone slab on a hillside, but the more I look, the more it seems like a tomb. I can just barely get my hands underneath the obelisk that blocks the entrance. Opening it seems like a hopeless feat.

(move barrow) Impossible. My whole body aches with the strain of the effort. If this is the only way to the wizard, I will never find him without some sort of magical aid, if not an entire army of super-human monstrosities.

The forest clears out somewhat to the east, and a faint path farther into the forest can be seen to the northeast.

	By the Massive Trunk
	(open tree, if not looked at three times) Wishful thinking aside, it just looks like a tree to me. If I really want to get fancy, I'll need to take a closer look at the rotten old thing.

(examine tree, first time) It looks a little unhealthy, if it is in fact still living at all. Large pieces of the bark seem to have been grafted back onto the trunk, as if to cover up something hidden beneath. Perhaps it is worth a second look.

(examine tree, second time) Strange. Now that I think about it, this entire side of the trunk seems to be its own piece, separate from tree itself. I pound on the tree in puzzlement, and hear a hollow, echoing thud.

(examine tree, third time) There!

The forest clears out somewhat to the east, and the forest floor slopes towards a hillside in the southwest. [A hollow panel in the tree trunk leads down into the darkness of the underground below.]

(down, if tree not opened) Maybe there is more to this tree than I've noticed so far, but whatever it is certainly isn't obvious.

(down, if tree opened) I slide carefully into the hollow mass of the trunk and grab on to a rotten, makeshift rope ladder that has been left inside, working my way down to the floor below.

	Deep in the Maze

I have found myself deep in the heart of that damn maze, an infinity of twisty little passages, all alike. Thankfully, my last venturing in this area paid off. I know my way around down here like the back of my hand. Various parts of the maze head off in all directions, but the only exit I need lies to the south.
	(emit -- if previously entered white house, and this is the first time entering maze)

But look here! Of all the things to expect in this maze, it is him I have found. He doesn't look like much, really, this brave and foolhardy adventurer. Perhaps I overestimated him. Funny, isn't it, watching his nervous, curious reaction to my presence as I stand here smirking at him. He sees my sack, my little bag of treasures, and look at how badly he wants it, the poor greedy little thing. He'd have to kill me first. But that platinum bar in his pocket... tempting.

	The Hidden Grotto
	

	Near the Ledge
	

	The Sunken Alcove
	The only exit is back out the tunnel to the east

[One exit heads back out the tunnel to the east, another through a narrow crawl-space to the southwest]. (if panel open)

(unlock panel with no key) Unfortunately, I don't seem to have the right tool for that.

(unlock panel with key) The fragile and rusted wire frame produces a solid and satisfying mechanical click as it unlatches the locks that hold the panel in place.

(open panel, if locked) The damn thing is locked, and I can't seem to get it to move at all.

(open panel, unlocked) The damn thing is locked, and I can't seem to get it to move at all.

(southwest, if panel locked) The damn thing is locked, and I can't seem to get it to move at all.

(southwest, if opened) Beginning to move through the narrow crawl-space, I hear the careless trampings of the adventurer moving noisily ahead of me. I let out a cry of anguish as I realize that he has violated my inner sanctum. Pulling up to my full height, I gesture briefly and my treasures vanish. I move in for the attack, nodding grimly at him as he realizes what must now come next.

	The Treasure Room
	(northwest) I could head back out to the northwest, but this battle must first be fought.

	The Gnome’s Guardpost
	(use wand on gnome, if gnome is not sleeping) The gnome looks at me and chuckles for a brief moment before collapsing suddenly into the deepest of sleeps.

(use wand on gnome, if gnome is sleeping) He'll be out for long enough as it is. Might as well let the poor thing be.

(steal potion from gnome, if not sleeping) I've picked many a pocket in my time, but this gnome's a careful one. Any move I make towards him, he counters with another move away. He must know what I have in mind.

(steal potion from gnome, if sleeping) I've picked many a pocket in my time, but this gnome's a careful one. Any move I make towards him, he counters with another move away. He must know what I have in mind.

(drink potion) My eyes tingle briefly. I feel as if my awareness has increased somehow, and yet I can notice nothing immediately obvious.

The chasm to the west looks utterly unbridgeable. Only a superhuman leap could span the gap. A steep slide comes in from above, impossible for me to climb. It would seem that the only way out is to the east.

(if drunk potion) [A tunnel winds out to the east, and a slide comes in from above, too steep for me to climb. But... that strange potion I drank must have me seeing things. There IS a bridge across the chasm to the west, scarcely visible, only the faintest outlines available.]

	[DARK] (west)
	

	[DARK] (east)
	

	
	

	OBJECT LIST
	

	Bag
	

	Stiletto
	

	Ancient Manuscript
	

	Piece of Waybread
	

	669 Zorkmids
	

	Lamp
	

	Imperial Scepter
	

	Old Map
	


