LEVEL 20 QUEST: THE BARON AND HIS BOY
Event #1 (Greater Borphee)

You step off the ship and look around in amazement. Well gosh, you had heard that Borphee was a bustling seaport and the busiest city in the Westlands, but you're genuinely shocked with just how much is going on. There is so much life and vibrancy in this place! All around you people are running back and forth, an old man trying to sell you fish, a young girl trying to sell you fruit, a woman running past you, screaming, a small-... hang on a minute...
You look down the street after the hysteric woman and see her run into one of the biggest houses near the docks. Hmm... a poor woman in distress? Well, obviously not poor, but nevertheless a woman in distress... Your adventurer sense tingles as you approach the house and see that the knocker is in gilded gold and the curtains seem to be of the finest lace. It's curious, but the wealthier the owners of the house seem to be, the more distressed and in need you seem to remember the woman being. I mean, initially you only thought she was somewhat upset, but as you get closer and notice the fine porcelain in the window, you seem to remember her dramatically tearing out her hair while standing at the top of a storm-blasted cliff screaming "WILL NO ONE AID ME?!?!" into the howling wind. Strange how you can the fine details can come back sometimes, isn't it?
You knock on the door, which is opened by a stone-faced butler. "Yes, sir? May I help you?"
"Hello, yes, eh, hi, I'm here for- eh- the lady that just ran in?"
The stony-faced butler fixes you with a particularly hard look. "Sir is not an opportunistic adventurer, here to try and get a reward, is Sir?"
"Oh, me? Heavens no! Oh no, no, no, no, no! Ha! No. I'm the, eh... the..."
"Jeeves?" A voice from within the house calls, "Is that the detective?"
"-the detective! Yes, that's what I am. I am the detective. Now, if you would be so kind as to stand aside, Giles, I have some detecting to do..."
You push past the irate butler and into the front room of the house, and are met with a scene that would break any adventurer's heart. The room was filled with fine art in golden frames, jewel encrusted mirrors and any number of idols filled with precious stones, and there, sitting in the middle of it, were the two people who probably owned it all (and a wizard who looks like he would rather be somewhere else). And you were there to help them, rather than help liberate all the loot. Oh well, better get on with it...
"Evenin' all. My name is Dirk Softly, and I'm here to... detect... a solution to your... problem?"
A stern faced man, tall and thin with a nose like a hawk and eyes like an aardvark stands up, resting a hand on his sobbing wife's shoulder and says "Detective Softly, my name is Baron von Wolfawitz and I cannot exaggerate the urgency of this situation. As I'm sure you know, earlier today there was an attack on one of Borphee's most expensive private playgrounds, and our son was kidnapped! Now, as we're patrons of the Guild of Enchanters, they've very graciously loaned us Zippy here-"
"Zipathormus..." muttered the wizard.
"-who has been doing everything he can with magic, but so far he hasn't had any luck, have you Zippy?"
"I- well, to say that I've been doing EVERYTHING I can with magic is a bit of a stretch, I mean I can level entire buildings with the flick of my wrist, or summon the spirit of mother nature herself to do my bidding, but-... well, no, I haven't been able to "find" your son... So to speak..."
"So that's why we've turned to you, Mr. Softly. We have heard that forensic science has made great leaps and bounds in recent years, and hope that you will be able to succeed where magic has failed us."
"Ah, yes, of course!" you exclaim, eager to leap at any opportunity to bolster your credentials, "Now-a-days it's incredibly easy to get all kinds of information from the scene of a crime, and we very rarely have to summon the spirits of the dead to ask them how they were murdered. I mean, if your son has been killed, there's every chance that I'll be able to tell you how it was done-"
As the Baroness bursts into a fresh fit of wailing, it dawns on you that this might not have been the best thing to say in the circumstances.
"Not that he's been killed, of course! In 99.7% of these cases they've just been kidnapped, and we practically always get them back before anything too major has been cut off-"
As the wailing intensifies you suspect that a change of tact may be required here...
"But not to fear Madam, I will find your son for you! I guarantee that absolutely no harm will come to him, or my name isn't Dirk Softly!"
She manages to get herself under control and wipes away her tears with a tiny, lace handkerchief. "Oh thank you, Mr. Softly. Thank you so much."
"But first I must ask, have you any idea who might do such a thing? Are there any clues?"
"No, we have no idea who would do such an awful thing. But we do have one clue, Zippy here tells us that there have been reports from his fellow enchanters of some unusual magic flying around at Enchanters' Retreat, and it corresponds exactly to a magical residue which he found at the scene, so there may be some connection there, but apart from that we're rather at sea."
"At sea eh? Well then it's lucky for you that you found me, for I am the guiding light to lead you into the harbour. I am the friendly dolphin that will carry you safely to shore. I am the wandering albatross that... eh... helps you when you're attacked by... a swarm of squid or... something..."
A few minutes later you're out on the streets again, but now with a new swing in your step. You now have a quest to go and save a child from horrors unknown! What could be more noble and rewarding? ... Spiritually rewarding, of course. You would never get into something like this just because the parents are stinking rich and could build you a house out of gold! Perish the thought... Now you just have to focus on the issue at hand, getting over to Enchanters' Retreat and finding out-... well, first of all you have to find out where Enchanter's Retreat is... Maybe you should swing around the library and get a copy of the Encyclopedia Frobozzica? It is the ultimate source of knowledge when it comes to... well, everything really. The answer will be in there, you're sure of it!

[The Enchanters' Retreat is an old stone structure perched high in the Flathead Mountains.]
STAGE #1 (wrong location)

1 – You look at the map you bought off that wizard by the side of the road.  He said it would not only guide you, but also show you the location of nearby enemies nearby, and according to this you’re on a bridge, halfway across a chasm of fire on your way to Hades, facing off against a grue.
You look around the old woman’s cottage, and at the small kitten nuzzling up against your boot.  “Damn it...” you mutter, storming out. “That’s the last time I buy anything magical off a wizard with a badly glued-on beard!  Little no good piece of grue-bait...”

2 – You knock gently on the door.  “Excuse me?” You peep around the door and see a collection of people spreading peanut butter on a collection of badgers, “Is this the Enchanters’- eh... Retreat...”
The collective group look at you quizzically for a moment.  “Em... I think I’ll just... go...” you mutter, backing slowly away, before closing the door and leaving as quickly as possible.  You have no idea what’s going on here, but it’s definitely weird, and the less you have to do with it the better.  This definitely isn’t the Enchanter’s Retreat anyway...
3 –Reading the Encyclopedia Frobozzica, it describes the Enchanters’ Retreat as “an old stone structure.”  You look over the top of the book at the new log cabin standing in front of you... Hmm, something isn’t quite right here.  Maybe you’d better have another look at that entry and pay closer attention...
STAGE #1 (close call)

1 – “You know,” you reflect, “it’s funny how things can change depending on your point of view.  For example, I am, right at this minute, very close to achieving my goal and finding the Enchanters’ Retreat.  I’m pretty sure that’s it over there on that rocky outcrop, but it still feels like it’s far away, because before I can get over to it I have to untie these ropes, get out of this caldron and kill the ogres that are trying to turn me into a stew.  But once all that’s done I’m sure it’ll be a walk in the park...”
2 – You look over at the old stone structure perched high in the Flathead Mountains.  “Yup,” you murmur to yourself, “that looks like an old stone structure perched high in the Flathead Mountains, alright.”  You then look down at your feet, where the mountain plummets into a huge crevice, separating you from your goal.  It looks like you’ll have to find a new way around, but at least you know you’re in the right area.
3 – You reach up and pull the leaflet out of the bush it had become snagged on.  “The Enchanters’ Retreat” you read, “the perfect place to go, unwind and let your beard down...”  Hmm, you must be close...
EVENT #2 (Flathead Mountains)

You approach the Enchanters' Retreat with a mixture of caution and even more caution. You know how grouchy wizards can be when their rest is disturbed. Poor Uncle Yak hasn't been the same since he accidently woke a wizard that was snoozing in the forest. Then again, since he's been turned into a duck you have been able to call him "Uncle Quack", which is always fun...
You knock gently on the door. "... Hello?"
The door bursts open and an avatar of flame and smoke appears in front of you.
"Who dares disturb the rest of the Wizards?" it bellows, its sulphurous breath blasting you in the face and sending you sprawling backwards.
"I- I- I-" you stammer as you try to compose yourself, "I am an adventurer, come seeking the wizards' help with a quest of great importance!"
"Oh..." the flames shrouding the body suddenly flicker and vanish, leaving behind a short, meek-looking wizard. "Well I guess you'd better come in then..."
He leads you down a corridor lined with doors, through which you can see wizards play ping-pong with fireballs, listening to whale song sung by live whales or just snoozing, stretched out on hammocks made from rainbows.
"So what exactly do you need?" he asks, leading you into his office.
"Well, I heard that there were some reports of strange magic in this area, and I'm investigating if it may be connected to the abduction of a child in Borphee"
"Ah yes, the magical energy around here has been a little unusual since yesterday. There seems to have been some huge magical discharge, as if something was transported here, and since then there have been wisps of magic which you don't get from anything which lives around here. At first we thought it was some magical creature that had gotten lost, but when we went looking for it we discovered that it was masking its trail, so now we suspect that it's hiding from something. We tried to find where it was going next using an old Ouija board, but with all the left over magic flying around we weren't able to get anything other than "J. F. Dor" repeated over and over again. We've checked our history books and can't find a mention of him, her or it (whichever it might be), so we don't know what's supposed to mean. Other than that, I'm afraid I can't help you."
"But you do think that this is connected to the stolen child?"
"Well, as I said, it's very unusual to see this kind of energy around here, so if this child was snatched from Borphee, and the magic comes from Borphee, then I think your chances of the two being connected are pretty good."
"Hmm, okay then, maybe I'll be able to find this J. F. Dor and see if that leads me anywhere."
"Yes, I'm afraid there's nothing else I can realistically do to help you at the moment."
"Thanks anyway."
"If you'd like some unrealistic help, I could transport your mind to an alternative plane of existence and you can seek your answers there, but there's no guarantee that you'll come back as the same person. I once knew someone who came back convinced he was a cupcake..."
"Eh... Thanks, but no thanks. I think I'll look for Mr. Dor and see if he can help. Thanks again."
Five minutes later and you're outside the Retreat, trying your best not to think about the Succubus massage parlor that you saw on your way out. "Okay," you think, "now I just need to find this J. F. Dor. But where could he be..."
[J. F. Dor is an anagram of Fjord. The next step is to go to the Flathead Fjord]
STAGE #2 (wrong location)

1 – You sigh and turn away from the home of Mr. Rizzle Dor, it seems he’s not related to anyone named J. F. Dor. That’s the third Dor that’s been slammed in your face!  You’re starting to think that you’re going about this the wrong way.  Maybe J. F. Dor lives somewhere a little more aquatic?
2 – One more city official bribed to let you look at the birth certificates for the last few decades, one more hour sifting through them, one more dead end.  There isn’t anyone called J. F. Dor here either!  If you didn’t know better, you’d swear that J. F. Dor wasn’t a person at all...
3 – You pick up the discarded newspaper and flick through its pages.  It’s mostly bee ruined by rain, but the puzzles page is still intact, with a crossword, an anagram, and a mathematical puzzle for your consideration.  You toss it aside in frustration, you don’t have time to sit here and solve anagrams, you have to find J. D. For!  Or was it D. F. Jor?
STAGE #2 (close call)

1 – You look around the Fjord.  Well, this looks like the kind of area you would run to, if you were an evil child-snatching demon.  Not that this is the kind of thing that you put much thought into.  Gosh no, when you’re day-dreaming about demons you tend to picture yourself much more as a “Prince of Darkness” kind of demon, who crushes his enemies under his boot made out of pure evil... not that you spend time thinking about such things of course...
2 – You bend over, scrapping away the mud that cakes the tiny shoe.  Unless you’re very much mistaken, it comes from an Antharia Jack Action Figure.  Just the kind of thing that a small child might have had with him in a playground...  Hmm, you must be close.
3 – You strain your ears, trying to catch any hint of your quarry.  Not that you have idea what kind of noise they might make, but you still feel it’s important to try.  Somewhere in the distance you can hear the distant tinkling of music.

Well, it’s not the best clue you’ve ever got, but it might still be worth looking into...
EVENT #3 (Flathead Fjord)

You creep into one of the many caves in this area, cautious and aware that death could wait around any corner. In fact, so focused are you on the corners that you don't watch where you're stepping and trip over a rock.

As you're picking yourself up, sure that the toad watching you from outside is secretly laughing at you, you notice something scrawled on the wall. Someone has written "He said there would be cake. The cake was a lie! He says there will be something like muesli instead..."
You get back to your feet. Well, it's a little better written than you'd expect from a child, but private tuition can do wonders. What a strange message though. Cake? Muesli? You'll need to think about this one...

[The picture of the Granola face card shows something like muesli. Your next step is to go to the Granola Mines]
STAGE #3 (wrong location)

1 – 1.
You stare down at the bowl of muesli sitting in front of you.  You know that this relates to the clue somehow, but suspect that this isn’t quite what they meant.  “Something like muesli”?  What’s like muesli, but not quite muesli?
2 – Sighing, you walk out of the village of Semilu, where you’ve spent the last three hours questioning people and trying to find any trace of the child, but it was another dead end.  Well, it looks like muesli wasn’t a cunning anagram.  What else could it mean?  What possible foodstuff could be like muesli?
3 – You look around at the mucusoid-porridge hybrids slowly oozing towards you, and thin that this is the last time you ask an old woman with green skin, a wart on her nose and a huge, pointed black hat if she has anything like muesli.  And the worst thing is, there isn’t even any sign of Reginald around here...
STAGE #3 (close call)

1 – Wandering through the darkness with your lantern held out ahead of you, you pause, chip a piece of granola off the cave wall and taste it.  “Hmm...” you think, “something like muesli...  I must be getting close”.
2 – Creeping through the caves, looking for any kind of a sign, you come across two sets of tracks: one small set of what seem to be human tracks and the other a set which look distinctly evil. “Yep” , you think to yourself,  “if I were a child-snatching monster, these are probably the footprints I would have.”  Now you just have to follow them and see where they lead...
3 – You take a moment to pause from your epic battle with your own boot (and the hilarious hopping dance that you invariably end up doing when you try to pull off a boot while balancing on one leg, rather than sitting down on a nearby rock, as any sensible person would) and listen as you hear the faintest strains of music echoing through the cave.  That sounds oddly familiar...  You struggle to pull your boot back on, fall over, and land in a pile of granola.  Somewhere in the background you’re pretty sure you can hear a grue giggling at you...
EVENT #4 (Granola Mines)

You walk through the maze of twisty passages, all alike, bent double with your lantern hung low as you follow some faint tracks. In fact, you're bent so low that, as you walk around a corner, you crash straight into someone's shins.
"Oh, dang it, I'm sorry" you say, picking yourself up. "I didn't see you there."
You look at the wizened old man that you crashed into, and to your surprise find that he's still standing. In fact, he hasn't moved at all. You look a little closer and discover that the reason for this is probably because he's not a person at all, but a statue made out of granola.
"Och, it's nae problem" says the statue, "happens all the time, dun' worry about it."
"Oh, you can talk?"
"Aye, I can. I know, it always seems tae surprise people, as I dun' have any vocal chords, but it seems tae work somehow."
"How did you get like this?"
"I'd shrug me shoulders if I could, but I cannae do't, I dun' have the power. To the best of me recollection, a wizard did it."
"He gave you the ability to speak?"
"Aye, and think! One second I was a perfectly content inanimate object and then bam! I'm sentient. I did'nae ask to be made: no one consulted me or considered my feelings on the matter. I don't think it even occurred to them that I migh' have feelings..."
"How terrible. But, say, as you've been standing here for a while, I don't suppose you happened to see a small child and a... something else?"
"Oh, aye, they went past a little while ago."
"Have you any idea where they were headed?"
"Aye. Well, nay. Well, kinda. When I asked where they were going he just said 'Alice's father has five daughters. The first is called Fifi, the second Fefe, the third Fofo, the fourth Fufu. What is the name of his fifth daughter?' When I said I did'nae know he jus' laughed and said when you come to a satisfactory answer, the first and fourth letters of her name will tell you where I'm going'."
"Hmm, that doesn't sound too tricky... Thank you for your help!"
You run out of the tunnel with a new sense of vigor and gusto, eager for the chase. So eager that you just miss out on the voice that trails after you. "Oh, do be careful though! It's nae jus' any old monster, it's a monk-... oh, he's gone. Never mind..."
[Alice is also a daughter of her father. We know 4 names so she is the missing one. Alice is a (really bad) hint towards A C which leads to the next step.
You have to go to the Antharia Cave]
STAGE #4 (wrong location)

1 – You sift through yet another pile of leaves and find nothing.  What’s going on?  This is the first time in adventuring history that huge, obvious piles of leaves aren’t revealing any clues at all, unless “lots of bugs and an odd smell” count as clues.  Maybe you’re not going about this the right way...  What was that riddle again?
2 – You scratch your head and look at the paper where you’ve written Fafa, Fnfn, Fpfp, Fyfy, Fubar, Francesca and Rumpelstiltskina.  None of them give you any clue to where they might have gone!  And you’re starting to suspect that Fpfp isn’t even a name...  Maybe you’d better have another look at that riddle, just in case there were any subtle hints that you missed.

You bend over, closely examining the message scrawled on the wall.
3 – “Please help me,” you read, “I am a princess who has been trapped in a tower very close by.  The guards are old, fat, weak and should be very easy to overpower and I will reward anyone that rescues me by giving them more gold and riches than they can possibly imagine.  Please come and rescue me, it will only take five minutes and you probably won’t even break a sweat.”

Damn, that doesn’t help you at all!  Maybe you should go back and look at the riddle again.  Alice’s father had five daughters...
STAGE #4 (close call)

1 – Ow! This is one of the reasons you don't like these caves all that much: there are just too many big, heavy rocks to stub your toe on. You move to step over the rock, but pause for a second. Looking closer, it doesn't seem to be a rock at all. It's some kind of golden idol with a big blue question mark carved into it. Whatever could that mean...
2 – You shudder at the thought of spending even more time in caves, but at least this time they're not filled with granola. Unfortunately they're still filled with grues and other horrible monsters. Still though, at least you've found another set of tracks to follow, so you must be getting close now...
3 – You’re not sure how long you’ve spent wandering through these caves, but it’s been long enough.  If you don’t find a clue to hint that you’re on the right track in the next few steps, you’re going to just turn around and go home!  Yep, that’s what you’re going to do alright...

You look around the tunnel, but nothing obvious seems to be hinting the way.  Dang it, so much for trying to bluff the universe into giving you extra clues.  Oh well, you’re probably on the right track anyway...
EVENT #5 (Antharia Caves)

You move slowly through the caves, on the lookout for any hint that your prey might be ahead of you. Or creeping up behind you with a particularly heavy rock, they're both issues to keep in mind when engaged in this kind of windcat and mouse game. But at least you have your trusty brass lantern to light your way, and illuminate all the secret messages scrawled on the walls. The only problem is that there do seem to be quite a lot of messages scribbled on the walls, so it can sometimes be difficult to find the one that you're looking for. It's one of the concerns that you just have to deal with when you live in a world of magic and monsters. It's like how you can never just take a stroll in the woods, you always end up saving some little girl on her way to grandma's from a hellhound or finding houses made out of cake. Not that there's anything wrong with houses made out of cake, but people can take offense when you start nibbling on their front door...

After much searching, you do eventually spot what you were looking for: another message written on the wall in the same style as before, but this time the words were very different.
"I've been observing you, you interloping adventurer. Beware, pursue us no further and you may still escape from this series of unfortunate events unscathed. If you insist on following us to uif Svjot pg Qiffcps, you will regret it. Not that your simplistic brain could possibly understand what I mean by that! Bwahahaha!!!"
"Huh..." you mutter, "I've never come across someone who actually dictates his maniacal laughter before." But, you reflect, at least you know where he's heading: uif Svjot pg Qiffcps. Which shouldn't be too hard to find... right?

Hmm, you've got a feeling that you're nearing the end, and could be a slightly more dangerous level than the rest. You'd better be ready to take this fight to the next level before you go any further...

[Just shift the letters of uif Svjot pg Qiffcps by one and you get the Ruins of Pheebor which is your next step.]
STAGE #5 (wrong location)

1 – You walk along the road, your eyes open for anything that might give you a clue to the whereabouts of-

“Pooky!”

You freeze at the sound of that old, familiar voice.

“Pooky, where are you?”

You look around, suddenly panicked.  If Pooky is anywhere in this area, then it’s definitely the wrong area!  Maybe you’d better go and have another look at that clue?  Preferably somewhere with big, thick stone walls and a convenient catapult...
2 – You look again at the page that you’ve covered in anagrams of uif Svjot pg Qiffcps.  You’ve got nothing so far!  Maybe you’re going around this the wrong way, what if it isn’t an anagram at all?  Could it be a cipher of some sort?
3 – Wow, this seems like such a great area!  It’s got everything you could want: lots of monsters, lots of loot and- em... well, actually that’s it.  A surprising lack of clues actually, now that you come to think of it... hmm, maybe you’re doing this the wrong way?  Why not go back to that weird jumble of letters and see if you can twist it into anything intelligible?
STAGE #5 (close call)

1 – Perched atop a ruined tower you look down over this fallen city. If you were a poet rather than an adventurer then you'd probably have something very touching to say about how this reflects on humanity. As it is, you're just cold and hoping that you don't slip in guano on the way back down the stairs. You're just about to give up on this tower when, off in the distance, you see two figures moving through the streets. Aha! You knew you were on the right path!
2 – 1.
You stalk through the streets, searching for any hint of what way the child and his captor had gone.  Before long you stumble across a beaten Antharia Jack action figure.  It shoes, hat and whip are missing, but there’s no mistaking that cocky smile on his face.  Or at least on the parts of his face where the paint hasn’t been scraped off.  This is almost certainly the kid’s though, so they must be close...
3 – You examine yet another wall in the hopes that there might be a secret message scrawled there, but you don’t see anything.  Although you might hear something...  You listen carefully and- yes!  There, just whispering on the breeze are the faintest strains of music.  You set off at break-neck speed towards the noise, hoping to finally catch up and bring an end to this once and for all.
EVENT #6 (Ruins of Pheebor)

It's been over five minutes now since you heard the music from the roadside and you are finally creeping up to the source of it. Peeking around a corner you see a campfire set up in the middle of a ruined kitchen and, sitting right beside it staring into the flames, is a small child. His clothes are tattered, his face streaked with dirt, and he seems completely hypnotized by that strange music that is dancing through the air. You look around and can't see his captor anywhere. Maybe if you're very quick, you can-

Your thoughts are interrupted by a sudden change in the music, as chords jar and the melody stops, leaving only a screaming clang of musical notes gone wrong. You instinctively leap forward, rolling away just as a blast of musical energy tears into the space you were occupying only moments ago, shattering the rock. Out of the shadows steps a monkey grinder, already powering up its sense organ for another blast against you.
"I do believe that I warned you not to follow me, good sir. However, as you are now here regardless of my warning, I suppose that I shall have no choice but to eliminate you. How unfortunate for you, but intensely pleasurable for me..."
You roll away just as another blast from the sense organ brushes past your ear and scramble to your feet, desperately trying to remember everything that you know about Monkey Grinders. You know that they're very dangerous, you know that one blast from that sense organ will leave you a gibbering wreck with a shattered mind. Eh... none of that helps, really... Oh, but didn't you once read that although Monkey Grinders spoke very eloquently, they were actually very, very dumb? 103% of them are illiterate (which explains why he had to dictate his threatening messages and crazed laughter). Maybe you'd be able to trick him? You spin around, backflipping through the air to avoid the next of his musical blasts.
"Hey, Monkey Grinder!"
"Yes?"
"Don't you know anything about humans? You can't kill me yet!"
"Oh, and why might that be, pray?"
"Well, I'm still wearing my armor! You can't kill a human while they're wearing armor, it guards the one weak spot that a human has: their stomachs. Unless you take off my armor, I'm pretty much invincible. Here, I'll help you."
You walk over to the monkey grinder, unbuckling your breastplate as you go and dump it on top of his sense organ. You quickly work your way through every piece of armor that you have, piling it all into his arms until he's standing there, swaying gently under the weight of it all.
"Um, well thank you, this really is appreciated-" he begins.
"Wait!" you interrupt, "I nearly forgot the most important thing!"
"Oh, indeed?"
"Yes, I forgot my weapon." You pull a blade out of some secret hiding place and swing, decapitating him in one fluid motion.

As he collapses to the ground with your armor clanging all around him the boy by the campfire seems to come around and starts to look owlishly around him. Hmm, you'd better get him back to Greater Borphee as soon as possible...
EVENT #7 (Greater Borphee)

There's nothing you like more than a family reunited. Well, if you're given the choice, you'd generally prefer if it was a rich family reunited and in your debt rather than just some random impoverished family that you had nothing to do with.
"How can we ever repay you, Detective Softly?" asked the Baron.
"Oh please, it's all in a day's work for Detective Derek Softly."
"Oh? I thought you said your name was Dirk Softly?"
"... Yes, exactly..."
"Well, we are forever in your debt, Detective Softly. I'm afraid that with all the money we've spent on building a new, heavily fortified playground for Reginald we haven't got much cash lying around at the moment, but we do have do have this rather fine old piece of armor. It was my Uncle Chesterfield's breastplate when he was fighting in the wars, and is remarkably tough, so we'd like you to have it."
"Oh, thank you, I'm sure this will come in very useful. But I have to ask, have you any idea why a monkey grinder would target your son? It's very unlike them to do anything like this; normally they just destroy people's minds. Kidnapping is a little out of their league."
He shifts from foot to foot, looking away for a moment. "No, I'm afraid I really couldn't say why anyone would want to target us. Just bad luck, I guess."
You look him hard in the eye and he looks away again. You know you could press the matter, but then again you don't want to lose your new suit of armor if he suddenly has a change of heart. And, after all, everything seems to be okay here, so maybe it's not all that important.
"Sure," you say, "bad luck. Could have been anyone. Anyway, now I must leave you and get back to the station where I have to look into a gang smuggling... contraband..."
You are escorted out of the house and thanked many times over before you finally make it to the door and out into the fresh air. Hmm, you're pretty good at this detective stuff. Maybe you should settle down and turn it into a steady job? You think about the hours and hours of paperwork that would probably come with such a job and burst out laughing. Fat chance...

REWARD: Uncle Chesterfields’s Breastplate
