LEVEL 50 QUEST: THE GREAT UNVEILING

Message upon reaching level 50

Message from Grand Wizard 

Dear Adventurer,

A thousand and five congratulations on reaching the fiftieth level of excellence. All throughout the Great Underground Empire people are making up wild stories of your wondrous exploits, your mighty victories, and your huge, bulging... purse of loot.

But seriously, congratulations. You've come a long way in such a short time, and we hope that it's been a fun journey for you as you've risen through the ranks of adventurers to your current legendary standing. We can only pray that every once in a while you'll shine your glory down on those below you if they need any advice or a comforting hug.

Unfortunately it's not all fun and games... I'll be blunt, something's going on at G.U.E. Tech, and we have no idea what it is. The wizards are complaining about some sort of huge curtain which is blocking them from mumble mumble burst of static? That's all we got before the scrystones failed and slightly exploded. I'll be heading over there myself to investigate, and there's a distinct possibility that I'll need your help soon. But until then, we want you to keep your eyes open for anything unusual.

We know that G.U.E. Tech is the epicenter, but this is having an effect all over the world, so don't be surprised if things seem a little odd. Monsters are likely to have a lot more loot, but experience from the kills might dry up completely. Be warned though, if the sky turns bright orange, fills with Blue Meanies and Yellow Submarines, your problem is more likely to be the result of eating any old fungi that you find on the roadside, rather than otherworldly mystical energies.

I'll be in touch soon, I have you on SpeedScry,

The Grand Wizard

ALTERNATE MESSAGE

A mail from Grand Wizard: Goings on at G.U.E Tech...

Dear Adventurer,

The Grand Wizard here. I know you hear from me every now and then about the goings on in the world, but I'll be honest, when I'm writing those letters, I am often not thinking of you alone. This, however, is just for you.

It comes to me on the highest authority that when it comes to adventuring and solving problems, there are few that can match your skill. I'll be blunt, something's going on at G.U.E. Tech, and we have no idea what it is. The wizards there are complaining about some sort of huge curtain which is blocking them from mumble mumble burst of static? At that point in the conversation the scrystones failed and slightly exploded. I'll be heading over there myself to investigate, and there's a distinct possibility that I'll need your help, so please, make your way to G.U.E Tech as soon as you can.

I'm aware that you may not have had to deal with something of this scale before, so if you need help you can find it at The ****** Cafe. It's a place where the most daring of adventurers gather and share their wisdom, so obviously we can't let any old rif-raf in. If they ask you for a password, it's “sunitana42”, but please, don't share that with anyone else, it's highly confidential.

See you at G.U.E. Tech,

The Grand Wizard 

EVENT #0 (G.U.E. Tech)

You walk into G.U.E. Tech and look around, admiring the mighty machines which lie scattered about the place, the majestic buildings, the screaming enchanters running to and fro, the billowing magical curtain in front of you, the swirling purple vortex above you... Wait a minute, this isn't how the guide books described it!

One of the Grander looking wizards rushes over to you, “All right, admit it, it was you, wasn't it?”

“Eh... no?”

“Damn! I've been asking everyone who's come in today if they've been messing with the fabric of the universe, but so far no one's confessed to it. We've called for a specialist Physics Tailor from the Frobozz Magic Company, but he hasn't arrived yet.”

“A tailor?”

“Well who would YOU call to deal with the fabric of the universe?”

“I suppose-”

“Exactly! But as he's not here and you are, would you like to help us out?”

“I'd love to, but-”

“Excellent! So good to see the civic spirit is alive and well. Now, here's the thing, if you look behind me you will notice the huge, purple, magical wall, with accompanying vortex. No one knows where it came from, it just appeared overnight. At first we thought it was some student prank to stop us getting to breakfast, but every attempt we've made at dispelling it so far has failed. It seems to be made of pure energy, and just sucks in any offensive magic that we cast. Just watch this.” He turns and yells “HEY, FRIZZLEBITS! THINK FAST!” before hurling a fireball in the direction of one very startled wizard. Frizzlebits screams and waves his hands, desperately trying to summon some magical protection, but the fireball veers off at the last second, hitting the wall which absorbs it with a “gloop”.

“Haha, that never gets old,” says the Grand Wizard, turning back to you as Frizzlebits tries to extinguish his smoldering eyebrows. “But you can see our dilemma? Blasted thing just sucks in all the magic around it, and if you can't blow stuff up with it, what's the point in having magic at all? So what we need is some kind of anti-magic device to cancel out the wall. This should be able to generate a field which contains no magic whatsoever: what's called a “Blaine field”. This should be able to punch a hole in the wall and let us pass right through it. We have most of the parts we need, but we're still missing a couple of bits, so if you could run off and get them that would be great. Think of it as a holiday away from all this dull, underground stuff. Carrying all that loot around will give you backache, you know. Why, I'm practically doing you a favor! But don't worry about it, you can thank me later.”

He pats you roughly on the shoulder, nearly knocking you over, before turning around and bellowing “Frizzlebits! Look out, demons in the vortex!!! BWAHAHAHA, no, I'm just messing with you!”

The Great Unveiling – Clue 1

Message from Grand Wizard 

Hello there,

The Grand Wizard here. It was you I met earlier at the G.U.E. Tech curtain, wasn't it? There are so many swashbuckling heroes around these days it's hard to keep track...

I just realized that I sent you on your way without telling you what exactly I wanted you to fetch for me! How embarrassing, honestly, I feel as stupid as one of those worthless adventurers you see so much of these days... Not you, obviously! But all the others are about as much use as Grue sun block.

Now, I think I mentioned that we're working on a machine to try and blast a hole through that wall, but we need something to power it. So we need you to go and find one of the Caliginous Stones of Frobar. Now, I know what you're thinking: “weren't they all lost at sea in the great storm of 738?” Well... yes, they were actually. But we've consulted the Clue-O-Matic 9000 (which now comes with four new settings of vagueness and can hint at things that might happen in the undetermined future in 25 different languages) and we got the following response:

Crustaceans cover the crawling beach,

The Stones you'll find within their reach,

But don't you worry about their claws,

Beware other beasts, with bigger jaws.
Personally, I don't know how that could be any more clear or concise! It's on a beach... somewhere...

Anyway, good luck, and remember, time is of the essence! I left my lunch on the other side of that wall...

The Grand Wizard

[The clue explains a beach where you can find crabs. So you have to go to the Discipline Beach]
EVENT #1 (Discipline Beach)

You dig through the possessions of your fallen foe and your eyes fall upon an item which has such a perfect curve, such a beautiful black luster, that you cannot help but pick it up and stare into its depths, in search of forbidden knowledge. Then you notice something else underneath the Magic 8 Ball. It looks like that stone the Grand Wizard was looking for! You shake the 8 Ball and whisper “Is this the Caliginous Stone of Frobar?” After a moment, a reply rises from the inky darkness.

“The future is unclear, huh? Oh well, good enough for me...”

You pocket the stone and carry on your way, whistling a merry tune.

You take a piece of chalk and on the stone you carefully write:

Grand Wizard,

G.U.E. Tech,

Ethereal Planes of Atrii.

Dropping it into the mailbox with a sigh of relief, you are safe in the knowledge that your quest is now done and there is absolutely nothing else holding you back from continuing on your adventure. All you have to do is wait for confirmation from the Grand Wizard that you have done everything he needs you to do (which you certainly have, no doubt about it), and then you can continue on your merry way.

After all, what could possibly go wrong?

The Great Unveiling – Clue 2

Message from Grand Wizard 

Dear Stupid Adventurer,

I mean, really, what were you thinking? You wrote on an item of intense power with CHALK?! Have you never heard of an envelope, or Windcat Couriers? You could have at least used magical chalk, but nooooooooooo, you decided to use the kind that doesn't COMPLETELY rub off and smudges everything! Well, if we're going to clean this, we need special equipment. And guess who's going to get it? That's right, it's you, you little cheapskate!

We need Saint Quakko's Sacred Soap and Towel Set, the very same legendary set which he used to wipe the smiles off the faces of the heathens he probably battled. And may well have continued to possibly battle, if not for that unfortunate fall off of... eh, you know that place? The place with the thing? The thing he fell off? Oh come on, you have to know it, everyone calls it the Honeymoon Capital of the G.U.E.! That place. I'd start there if I was you, it was the last place Saint Quakko was seen alive, and it's just possible that his Sacred Soap and Towels survived the drop.

I assume you know the place I'm talking about? You look like someone who's been on a honeymoon or two. If you're not positive, just check the Encyclopedia Frobozzica, it might be somewhere towards the end. Or the start. Or possibly the middle? It's defiantly in there somewhere though. Or was it in somewhere else? Hmm, if only my brain wasn't so full of arcane enigmas, I might remember how to solve the simple ones...

Happy hunting,

The Grand Wizard

[The Aragain Falls is the most breathtaking and awesome waterfall in the known lands. It lies at the end of the Frigid River, where it flows from its underground source near Flood Control Dam #3. The Falls were a favorite honeymoon spot during the 8th and 9th centuries, often called the Honeymoon Capital of the GUE. TheFalls are quite dangerous and, despite a warning buoy, many adventurers raft off the falls to their deaths.]

EVENT #2 (Aragain Falls)

As you look down on your immaculately washed foe, you suspect that there might be more to this than meets the eye. Rifling through their possessions you come across a set of towels with S.Q. embroidered into them and a bar of soap that not only cleans and moisturizes, but also forgives sin. Interesting...

On arriving back to base you carefully place the Towels and Soap in an envelope, place the envelope in a box, wrap the box in paper, write the address on the paper, tie it to a homing pigeon, and then chain the homing pigeon to the most reliable courier in the land, before sending it all to the Grand Wizard with a smug grin. Now, truly, your quests are complete! ... Right?

The Great Unveiling – Clue 3

Message from Grand Wizard 

Greetings,

Okay, you managed to find the sacred soap and towel set, so I take it back: you're not a big, fat, dumb, smelly mercenary who traipses around thinking that the world belongs to them and that everyone's loot is theirs for the taking. You MAY in fact be a competent adventurer who is helping me out of the goodness of their heart with no thought of reward... Maybe.

But that doesn't mean we're done with you! The Caliginous Stone of Frobar is now fully functional and working perfectly, but unfortunately that's not quite enough. While having a powered machine is all well and good, it's still in a very basic form, and needs a little bit more pizzazz. I'm thinking gold, I'm thinking ivory, I'm thinking jewels! And where is the best place to find jewels? In a mine, do I hear you say? Don't be crazy, they can't just be ANY old jewels! They have to be resistant to the wear and tear that they're likely to undergo as we use this machine, so jewels that have already been processed and used to make Jewel Encrusted Juggling Eggs are perfect! They've already been cut, polished, and because they're used in juggling they'll be sturdy enough to resist being dropped, thrown at things, and covered in custard, which are all important traits when it comes to mucking around with the fabric of the universe. But don't worry, I'm not greedy, I only want to add a little splash of ornament to the device, so three eggs should do it.

As to where to go if you want to find jewel encrusted eggs? Please, if I have to tell you where you need to find eggs like that, you shouldn't be here. Just go away, play some games, find a tree, climb it and sit there until enlightenment dawns. Maybe THEN come back to us when you're sensible enough to know such obvious things.

The Grand Wizard

[Right after starting a new game, go north twice and climb the tree. Take the
jewel-encrusted egg, then climb down and go south and east. To get into the
white house, open the window and then enter it.

So the Egg is on a tree and it's near of the start base “The White House”.]

EVENT #3 (The Dark Forest)

As you stand victorious over your vanquished foe, your eyes fall upon its huge, fake red nose, multi-colored wig, and pot of white face paint. Wait a minute, is this an amateur clown?! A very... unique amateur clown, but still, if it is a clown, then maybe it has something to juggle...

You rifle through its pockets and sure enough, you find a Trio of Jewel Encrusted Juggling Eggs. Who knew that clowns were doing so well in these times of economic hardship?

You take the Trio of Jewel Encrusted Juggling Eggs, carefully wrap them in FrobozzCo. International brand bubble-wrap, and walk over to the post box. You stand there for two minutes trying to think of something witty to say on the topic of juggling, wizards or eggs, but can't think of anything good enough, so you just post them and leave, swearing that next time you'll have a good pun prepared. Assuming there is a next time, of course.

The Great Unveiling – Clue 4

Message from Grand Wizard 

Dearest Adventurer,

Thank you for your timely delivery of the eggs, they really added that little bit of magic and sparkle required. However, when we tried to run our first test on the wall, things didn't go quite as well as we'd hoped...

You may recall the swirling vortex of pure evil from which echoes the screams of a multitude of damned souls? Well, we always kind of assumed that it was just for show, you know? I mean, what wizard doesn't throw in an extra little bit of lightening or hellfire when they're casting an impressive spell? It seems we underestimated the situation though, because when we approached the wall a huge demonic foot came out of the vortex and crushed our precious device! Oh yes, and the wizard carrying it. But Frizzlebits was still breathing when we scraped him up, and after undergoing some major reconstructive sorcery he's back on his feet. Well, somebody's feet...

But take heart, it's not all doom and gloom! Most of the parts of the device were replaceable, and the pieces which you got for us are still in working order, so you'll be happy to hear that you don't have to go back to the same old places to repeat the same old boring tasks over and over! Heavens no, what we want from you is simple: just take care of the huge demon from netherworlds unknown, and we'll call it a day.

Now, I appreciate that you may not have a great amount of experience when it comes to demons, so it's probably best if you try to find someone who is. I heard that old Nanny Beeble, the Governess of the Flathead dynasty, once had to fight off a clutch of horrifying demons who were trying to interrupt the children's nap, maybe she'd know something? Of course, she's dead now, so you can't really ask her, but she did have a mystic scroll of some sort, though I'm damned if I know where she left it. The only reference to it was one page in a diary she left, and it's all gibberish to me. I've enclosed a copy of it, so maybe you can make more sense of it?

Best of luck,

The Grand Wizard.

Diary of Nanny Beeble, 13th of Jelly, 723:

Oh me oh my, what a busy week I've had. First little Dimwit started teething, then on Wands Day we were attacked by demons, and just yesterday the King fell into the lake! What a laugh we had, he was soaked to the bone, and his crown was terribly askew when he climbed out. But he took it all in good humor and only imprisoned a few of the servant boys over the mistake. In his youth we'd all have been fed to dragons, but I suppose age does mellow oneself to a degree.

On a side note, I should like to say that some kinds of demons, while extremely unpleasant and really rather rude, are surprisingly easy to subdue. I had everything I needed in the room, and have made a note of the method on a scroll, which I have deposited in a cave for safe keeping. I am confident that it shall remain there, kept safe lest I forget how I did it in my autumn years. Unfortunately I fear that my autumn years are closer than I would like, so in fear that I might forget where the cave itself is located, this should jog my memory:

Daring adventurers each have to attack lonesome Fensteron,

Stealing nothing, in a trivial nuisance, unmasking our monsters.
Ha, I should very much like to see some lowly adventurer try to figure that one out!

Well, Dimwit is crying again, so I must return to my duty, but I do very much look forward to next week's Servant Toss. I believe the catapult has been primed to fire farther than ever! What a lark it all is.

[You have to take only the first letters of every word in the riddle and read from right to left.
Daring adventurers each have to attack lonesome Fensteron,
Stealing nothing, in a trivial nuisance, unmasking our monsters.
Go to the Flathead Mountains]
EVENT #4 (Flathead Mountains)

Your mortally wounded enemy falls to the ground with a grunt, raising his eyes to the heavens in a final plea to the gods before rolling over and dramatically dying. It's a masterwork performance and you feel moved to applaud, wipe away a tear, and then steal all of his possessions.

As you're going through the collection of trinkets, zorkmids and lint, you discover a scroll sealed with the sign of the Flatheads, and the faintest tang of peppermint sweets and Frobozz International brand anti-septic cream. It must be Nanny Beeble's scroll, stolen from its hiding place by the creature which now lies at your feet! Well, at least that saves you the trouble of stealing it from its hiding place yourself...

Sitting in a Cafe, sipping your Frozzachino, you read over the mystical contents of the scroll. Wow, this isn't what you expected at all! And the required items are all so easy to find! This is fantastic, you had better send it on to the wizards immediately! Well, once you finish your Frozzachino, of course. And maybe have one of those muffins... Hmm, the quest can probably wait a LITTLE bit longer...
The Great Unveiling – Clue 5

Message from Grand Wizard 

Generic Adventurer,

Thank you for sending us a copy of the scroll, although we're still perplexed as to why you chose to write it on a napkin covered in coffee stains.

We have analyzed the ingredients and there may be some truth in what Nanny Beeble says. However, she was fighting off some relatively small demons, but the one we have living in that vortex is a doozy and no ordinary ingredients will work! First of all, we need a Vial of Blessed Milk. Lucky for you, we know exactly where such a thing can be found: near a herd of blessed cows! Less luckily for you, we don't know where the herd of blessed cows are, but we've consulted the Clue-O-Matic 9000 again, and it gave us a crossword puzzle, which you can find below.

Probably not what you were expecting, but then again, it's not what we were expecting either. It has all of the answers written at the bottom of the page though, so at least you know what you're looking for. Well... it has MOST of the answers at the bottom of the page. There was a paper jam as the Clue-O-Matic 9000 printed the information from the celestial plains of mystery, so I'm afraid the last few clues were torn off. But what are the chances that those were the absolutely vital clues, eh?

Good luck,

The Grand Wizard
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[Finding all the words you find three more which are frigid, river and valley. So your next step is to go to the Frigid River Valley]
EVENT #5 (Frigid River Valley)

You know, you're so good at killing things sometimes you even impress yourself. I mean look at how artfully you've managed to slay this dangerous beast. The wounds it has suffered are so beautifully administered that you managed to kill it without even marking that lovely “Got Milk?” tattoo which it-... wait a minute...

You rummage through the possessions of the fiendish creature and end up with a handful of zorkmids, a rubber glove, a stool, a bucket and a vial full of milk, which is surrounded by a strange, glowing aura. It's either the Vial of Holy Milk, or something left over from the magical meltdown at Three Bloit Island and your chances of growing a second head are increasing by the minute. You'd better get this back to the wizards, and fast!

You stand before the post box, a carefully packaged Vial of Holy Milk in your hand, and a smug grin on your face. As you drop the package in amongst the other mail you declare, \”I sure hope the wizards don't MILK this quest for all its worth\”, and then walk away laughing, oblivious to the fact that you have just delivered a pun which is so bad that it's made several small children cry and at least one duck turn into a chicken.
The Great Unveiling – Clue 6

Dear Hero,

Wow, we're impressed, you managed to figure out the last puzzle using only your mortal brain? Haha, how delightfully old fashioned! We gave the letters a life of their own, had them step off the page and rearrange themselves into the words we required. Of course then we rearranged THOSE words into as many vulgar phrases as we could, using only the letters available. It was a lot of fun until we remembered that we should probably tell you what was happening, but by then our scrystones informed us that you were already in the Frigid River Valley, so there wasn't really much point.

The next thing on Nanny Beeble's list is the Tooth of Yoruk, which shouldn't be TOO hard to find. It was last seen in the possession of a man named Bah'ma. The only information we have on this is an old newspaper clipping from the New Zork Times, but it might be some use to you?

All the best,

The Grand Wizard

He's known as someone who has great taste in wine, women and fashion, but recently Mayor Bah'ma has revealed a new side to his personality: his interest in religious relics.

As of last night, the call has gone out all across the land for any and all items of great religious significance to be brought to his headquarters in Flatheadia to be inspected by the Mayor. This is an unprecedented move on his part; normally within the first few months of gaining office, a Mayor might summon the most beautiful people in the town (or perhaps those with the most interestingly shaped eyebrows) to dine at his official residence, but never before has an elected official sought the company of deceased religious icons.

Although many would question the sanctity, or even the sanity, of such a move, Mayor Bah'ma has defended his decision saying, “there's nothing unusual about following up on an interest when you're in a position to do so. All my life I've been fascinated by the relics of our holy people. It's only around them that we can be 100% safe from the dead rising up and attacking us.” It is even rumored that he always carries a piece of the famous skull of Yoruk, a tooth which had been reported stolen in 594, although the Mayor's office has declined to comment on the issue.

This is only one of the many controversies which have embroiled the Mayor since his historic election. Despite having won a landslide election, helped in part by his rallying slogan of “Yeah, we might be able to...” and in part by the death of his opponent mid-campaign, he has been hit with scandal after scandal, from his admission that while he did smoke Granola, he “did not inhale”, to his steamy affair with a pressure cooker. But despite these revelations, he remains as popular as ever with the man on street, who was recently quoted as saying “Oh, Bah'ma? Yeah, he's okay I guess”.

Mayor Bah'ma insists that his new interest in holy relics will not detract from his other hobbies, such as yelling obscenities at passing dragons, and walking daily in the areas around his official residence. “I love walking out here”, he told us while out on his regular route, “it's easily my favorite place to squelch about.”

[Oh, Bah'ma is a hint to Obama. Also “Yeah, we might be able to...” is a hint for his sentence “Yes we can”. Obama lives in The White House.
So you have to go to the Fenshire]
EVENT #6 (Fenshire)

You make a grab at your vanquished foe, just as the body starts to sink into the marshes. Once again, you wonder why you decided to stop and polish all of your armor before you went into this blasted heath...

As you struggle with the body, trying your best to loot it with one hand and keep away the swamp's many bugs with the other, you see that the monster has a gold chain hanging around its neck, and fastened to the end of the chain is what looks like a truly ancient molar. Your hunch was right, Bah'ma must have lost it one day while walking! You manage to grab it and wade away just as your ex-enemy is swallowed by the swamp with a “gloop”.

“Note to self,” you murmur as you squelch off, “next time I decide to become a famous adventurer, pack more clean socks...”

One long, hot bath later, you find yourself back at the mailbox, sending yet another package to the Grand Wizard. It's odd, but there seem to be a whole lot more chickens around than there were last time you were here. How peculiar...
The Great Unveiling – Clue 7

Message from Grand Wizard 

Adventurer,

I don't suppose you could have cleaned the dirt and blood off the tooth first, no? Would that have been too much to ask? Well, we'll need specialist equipment to deal with something like this! You're going to have to go and find Saint Quakko's Sacred Soap and- oh, wait, it's here... Sorry, must have slipped my mind.

Well, now that we have the Tooth of whatsit, we need a chip off the Old Block... My, my, this is ambitious, the Old Block hasn't been seen in DECADES! Last I'd heard it was lost, and quite badly chipped, I'm sure. I've checked with the ever-reliable Clue-O-Matic 9000 (now available in Sky Blue) and here's what it told me.

· J. Pierpoint Flathead starts selling lemonade.

· Captured by Jeearr, but how many siblings in his family?

· Second spouse of a Flathead. How long many weeks did he last?

· G, U, and E are your lucky letters
Make any sense to you? I haven't the faintest idea what it might mean, but I'm sure you'll be able to figure it out. You look like someone with encyclopaedic knowledge on the subject of history.

Good luck,

The Grand Wizard

[The answers to the questions are

· 8

· 6

· 5

Together with GUE it becomes 865 GUE. Looking into the Ecyclopedia Frobozzica we seek

Quote:
The granola mines in northern Antharia once supplied seemingly limitless quantities of granola. Since the Granola Riots of 16 Estuary 865 GUE, the causes of which are not clearly known, the output of the mines has fallen sharply.

You next step is to go to the Granola Mines]
EVENT #7 (Granola Mines)

With a mighty roar, you stand victorious over your fallen enemy! It doesn't look like it'll be coming after you, unless it can function without its spine. Then again, with some of the monsters down here...

You turn to leave, deciding that just this once, maybe it's better not to desecrate the body of something so recently departed out of respect for any family that it might hav- nah, who are you kidding? Let's rob the dumb corpse blind. You empty its possessions on the floor: a few zorkmids, a paperclip bent into an amusing shape, a chip off the old block, and a novelty pen. What luck! You quickly pocket the novelty pen (after all, you know the value of a pen shaped like a fish more than anyone), before licking the chip. Yep, tastes like Old Block to you, so you place it on your shoulder and saunter off.

You take some string and tie the chip to the leg of a carrier pigeon, hoping he won't eat it on the flight to G.U.E. Tech. Or more importantly, that he won't be eaten on the flight to G.U.E. Tech, it is a dangerous world out there, after all.

The Great Unveiling – Clue 8

Message from Grand Wizard 

Dear Adventurer,

Well, we finally managed to find your pigeon. Seems it was swallowed by a bloodhound, which was later consumed by a roc, which was in turn eaten by a flamingo. No, we can't figure out how it happened either, but the point is we managed to track down the Chip, which means we now have everything we need to prepare the mixture! Well... almost everything. There's just one teeny tiny other thing. Honestly, it's no big deal. It's just that we need to bake this all together at some very high temperatures, and most of our normal equipment will just melt, so we need something extra-resistant. We think that the oven mitts of the legendary baker Sneffle should do the trick. He was a man who used magic intensely while baking, so if anything can withstand the fireballs and huge temperatures we'll be blasting this stuff with, his oven mitts can!

Now, I know what you're thinking, “Well this sounds easy. All I have to do is find Sneffle, ask to borrow his mitts, and then return them, right?” Yep, it would be that easy if Sneffle wasn't more likely to let you have his mother to barbeque than he is to part with those mitts! He needs them to bake, and if there's a time when Sneffle isn't baking, then he's probably dead, been eaten by a dragon, or both. There is good news though, a few years ago the Guild of Bakers ran a competition, and the prize was Sneffle's OLD oven mitts. They're just as magically powerful, but have a rather unflattering windcat motif printed on them. Needless to say, he was rather happy to replace them with his current gloves - which have a much more chic grue design (that is to say, they're completely black).

The competition was roughly based around the idea that you needed to be both intelligent and determined to win the gloves, so they were hidden somewhere and there were a series of fiendishly difficult clues given, which in turn could combine to give you another clue, which might in some obtuse way point to where the gloves are hidden. As far as I know, the gloves were never found, but maybe you'll have better luck? I've attached the competition below.

I'm sure you'll manage just fine - Happy Puzzling!

The Grand Wizard

Do YOU want to make apple pies that are so delicious the gods themselves will want to come around for supper? Do you want to be able to create pastry so light, delicate, and tasty that it floats away to be seduced by butterflies? Do you want to bake cookies so good that they'll come to life and march against your enemies, crushing them beneath their doughy feet and stabbing them in the eyes with sharpened chocolate chips? Well now you can, with SNEFFLE'S ENCHANTED OVEN MITTS! These have been enchanted by the great Sneffle himself, and were used to create his famous “Éclairs of Creamy Death”! All you have to do is solve these few easy clues, and you'll be well on your way to baking heaven!*

ORIGINAL QUEST

1. He's not the brightest spark, but he did a dam good job in the caves.

2. An author with a magical history (but certainly not a brief one).

3. A body which, if not heavenly, is at least celestial, although a little green when it comes to how the world works. It sits closer to your son than you do.

4. You are here (although it doesn't exist).

5. They can fly, but with a name like that they shouldn't be able to.

1. _ _ _ _ _ _


DIMWIT

2. _ _ _ _ _


OZMAR

3. _ _ _ _ _ _ _


VENUSNV

4. _ _ _ _ _


O

5. _ _ _



ROC

FINAL ANSWER = DOVOR

REVISED QUEST #1

1. The complex that the discriminating Young Underground Professional desired used this as a basis for its architecture. An author with a magical history (but certainly not a brief one).

2. An author with a magical history (but certainly not a brief one).

3. The Invisible Horror is contained beneath this location alternatively used as capital, evil lair, and historical destination. They can fly, but with a name like that they shouldn't be able to.

4. The only civilized one of its kind, he became part of JPF’s collection and ate the 4Fs.

5. They can fly, but with a name like that they shouldn't be able to.

1. _ _ _ _ _ 


CHESS


2. _ _ _ _ _


OZMAR

3. _ _ _ _
_ _ _ _ _

LARGONETH

4. _ _ _ _



OTTO

5. _ _ _



ROC

FINAL ANSWER = COLOR (White Cliffs)

REVISED QUEST #2 (FINAL)

1. A desert animal

2. Feeling fortunate, punk? Try to avoid these guys.

3. These minor deities often have names like O or X

4. The original incarnation of a popular game (and only half as complicated)

5. Certain minor deities may use this term to describe some people. Not YOU, of course...

6. A body which, if not heavenly, is at least celestial. It sits closest to your son.

7. An author with a magical history (but certainly not a brief one).

8. Because calling this “a member of the Equidae family featuring a single pointed projection of the skin on the frontal bone of the cranium” would just be silly.

9. “Only you can prevent Foozle fires!”

10. An item which you probably have very close at hand right now.

1. _ _ _ _ _




CAMEL

2. _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _



LUCKSUCKERS

3. _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _



IMPLEMENTOR

4. _ _ _ _ _ _ _




FANUCCI

5. _ _ _ _





FEEB

6. _ _ _ _ _ _ _




HERMAZZ

7. _ _ _ _ _




OZMAR

8. _ _ _ _ _ _ _




UNICORN

9. _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _


SMOKEYTHEGRUE

10. _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _
ENCYCLOPEDIA FROBOZZICA

*Note: Baking heaven may or may not exist. All entrants must have reached adulthood, whatever that may be for your species. The Guild of Bakers is not responsible for any injuries which you incur during the course of this competition, nor any defects within the mitts themselves, and will not be held liable if you are sucked into dimensions unknown during the course of your baking. Any impurities introduced to your pastry while engaging in activities with butterflies are solely the responsibility of the butterflies in question. Terms and conditions apply.

FINAL ANSWER = CLIFFHOUSE (which is at the White Cliffs)

EVENT #8 (The White Cliffs)

You know what? This isn't so bad. Sure, there are monsters, and you're still bleeding from that hit you took a few fights back, and you suspect that your significant other is cheating on you, but there's no point getting upset about it. I mean, you still have (some of) your health, you're getting a lot of exercise and killing lots of interesting kinds of wildlife, so really, things are looking pretty good. Hang on... you're normally not this cheerful... Something's up, but what? What could possibly put you in a mood as good as this? And then suddenly, the answer comes to you: baked goods! Of course, only the heavenly scent of a bakery could affect you like this! But where is it coming from...

You look around and spot a pile of rocks which begin to look more and more like a muffin the longer you stare at them. Clearly something is generating a lot of tasty magic over there. You pull the rocks from the pile, each one turning to a giant chocolate chip in your hand, before you spot the thumb of a glove sticking out from behind a rock. You pull it off and claim your prize, Sneffle's Enchanted Oven Mitts! Better hurry back to the wizards with this; both because of the urgency of the situation in G.U.E. tech, and also because you fear that with the amount of raw magic coming off these mitts, the floor could turn to custard at any second...

Having washed your hands, put on your apron and preheated the mailbox to the correct temperature, you take the mitts and cover them in flour to ensure they don't stick. You kneed them into shape, apply a light glaze of packaging, and slip them through the slot in the mailbox (accidently turning all the other mail into pancakes as you do so), before walking away, relieved. You were starting to suspect that those gloves were having some kind of effect on you...
The Great Unveiling – Clue 9

Message from Grand Wizard 

Heroic Adventurer,

Congratulations on finding Sneffle's oven mitts! We were so sure you'd fail and by eaten by something interesting, but once again you've surprised us. Especially given the amount of wild magic that's shooting off those mitts, I'm shocked you weren't turned into a gingerbread man. Or were you a woman... I'm afraid my memory isn't as good as it once was, what with all the arcane secrets of the universe being stored in there, so I can hardly be expected to remember such trivial details as your gender for more than a few seconds.

However, on to more pressing business. As I write, Frizzlebits is washing up the pots and cauldrons we used while putting together Nanny Beeble's mixture and it should only be a few days before it's ready! The end is so close now, I can taste it. The end and liquorice, I can taste them both, for some reason...

Now, I know you're going to laugh at this, but remember when I said that all of the machine parts we'll be using were either replaceable or at least scavengeable? Well, while that was completely true, it seems that there is some trouble actually fitting the pieces back together. The Caliginous Stone of Frobar was warped a little during the impact, and while it's still functional it does cause the device to randomly explode... a little. To stop this we have to try and recalibrate the magical frequencies of all the pieces individually, but unfortunately all the tools we have that are required for that kind of job are on the other side of the curtain, so if you could just run along and get some similar tools, I'd really appreciate it. Something like the Cardinal's Toolbox would be perfect, but unfortunately it was lost by the Cardinal long ago and has never been heard of since. We asked the Clue-O-Matic 9000 where he'd lost it, but all we got was a filled in lottery ticket. We tried examining it as a clue, but even after 12 rotations of our magic wands nothing happened, so we assume it's just a regular lottery ticket. As wizards, we're above such nonsense as chance, but maybe it'll be of some use to you. If you win, you could spend some of that money on some new tools for us!

The Grand Wizard

[image: image2.png]Magnificent Bozbarland Zorkmid Lottery

The Best and only Lottery in the land!
Could it be you?

Your Numbers:
10 21 18 5 1810 2 8 25 17
23 14 16 24 20 2 3 2 7 21

Bonus Draw:
2 25 22 1 20





[Taking the numbers as letters we get

Quote:
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Using Rot13 on this we get

Quote:
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Antharia Jack would go to the Antharia Caves so you do too.]
EVENT #9 (Antharia Caves)

You know what? You're having second thoughts about this whole “underground” thing. I mean, what's the appeal? It doesn't rain down here, it's true, but is “not having water fall on your head” really a good trade off when the only things that DO fall on your head are either rocks or monsters that want to eat you? On top of that it's dark, there are grues around every corner, and all manner of things to trip over. Just as you're pondering the issue of tripping over things, you trip over something and fall flat on your face. “Okay, one-nil to you, comic timing...” you grumble as you get up, dust yourself off, and look down at the rock which was your downfall. Curiously enough, that rock seems very toolbox shaped...

“Ha! Suck on THAT, comic timing!” you shout as you victoriously scoop up the toolbox, turn around, walk away, and trip over a rock.

You limp over to the mailbox, your hands and knees scuffed and raw, and squeeze the toolbox into it. You really have been doing a lot to keep the postal industry running recently... I wonder if there's an expense account the wizards have to cover all the zorkmids you've spent on stamps?
The Great Unveiling – Clue 10

Message from Grand Wizard 

Hello again,

Sweet Yoruk, where did you find that toolbox?! That's unbelievable, people have been searching for it for decades! Every time we scried for it all we could see was darkness, and occasionally hear someone cursing. How curious...

Well, we now have everything we need to get started, but it will take some time to completely work the Caliginous Stone of Frobar, so in the meantime, maybe you could do us an enormous favor? You see, just in case there's any trouble at the curtain, we're going to need an item which contains magic the likes of which the world has never seen! It's the legendary Bejeweled Herring of Flatheadia, and is said to have unimaginable powers! It was created by the powerful sage Fizzonacci. He was so proud of his creation that he immediately hid it and then pretended that he'd never invented it in the first place, so no one knows what power it might hold, but we know that it's big and we can't risk NOT having something like that on our side.

This time we've got some pretty good tips for you, because Fizzonacci wrote a paper once on his mighty herring. We've attached it below, so you can examine it in as much detail as you like, although we think it's pretty clear.

Good Luck,

The Grand Wizard

Robbery, evil, phear: the upper echelons of wizardry cannot just look on as these curses take hold in our lands and our people! We must do what we can to fight off the evil in this wondrous place and help to unite all people under our banner of peace and harmony! To this end, I have created one item to rule them all! It is the Majestic Bejeweled Herring of Flatheadia, and they who own it will have power unimaginable! But they must be truly intelligent, honorable and just to control power such as this, and to this end I have hidden it, safeguarding this most precious, jewel encrusted of treasures against any but the deserving. I have hidden it somewhere which can only be reached by those with one hand, can only be seen by those with one eye, and can only be recalled by those with one single memory. Whatever else may come in your quest, all this is bathed in the rubies of my prize. May you prove worthy, or all hope is lost for our lands.

[phear reminds to Ruins of Pheebor which is your next step]

EVENT #10A (Ruins of Pheebor)

You stalk through the ruins of this ancient city, searching every building, examining every cracked edifice. Who knows how long you've been here in reality, but it feels like years...

Out of the corner of your eye you spot something sparkling in one of the ruined buildings. You clamber over some fallen masonry and enter the room where you see, mounted on the wall, a herring covered in rubies. Honestly? It doesn't look all that magical.

Dangling from the fish is a yellowed, tatty note which reads:

“Hahaha! Take THAT, evil villain! You've probably spent YEARS searching for this elusive fish of power, and actually all it really is just a fish with some rubies stuck to it! You spent all this time looking for a red herring, you moron! Bwahahaha! That was time you could have spent hurling fireballs at orphanages, or kicking puppies, and I've wasted it! HA! I'm so smart it's a wonder my brain just doesn't explode.”

Those damn wizards, you bet they knew all about this, Fizzonacci was a wizard too, after all. If you didn't need them to fix the tear in reality and get rid of the magic curtain, you would march over to G.U.E. Tech right now and give them a bit of your mind! Actually, going to G.U.E. Tech might not be a bad idea, the wizards have probably had enough time to prepare everything by now...

You return to base and collapse at the bar of the nearest tavern, giving the barkeeper a filthy look as he opens his mouth to make some joke about you having “caught a big one, there”, or something equally fishy.

Phew, this has been an adventure and a half! It nearly makes you nostalgic for just hacking your way through waves of enemies. At least they don't ask you to figure out riddles or count every third letter of every second word. And if they did, you could always just punch them until they stopped. “Hmm,” you think, “I wonder what's happening at G.U.E. Tech right now...”

EVENT #10B (G.U.E. Tech)

You walk into G.U.E. Tech and look around. Purple curtain, frustrated wizards, and screaming vortex. Yep, not much seems to have changed since you were last here...

The Grand Wizard runs over to you, “all right, admit it, it was you, wasn't it?”

“No, Grand Wizard”, you reply with a sigh, “it still wasn't me.”

“Oh, you've been here before? ...Oh, it's YOU! The one who's been fetching us items of incredible arcane importance? Funny, I thought you were more attractive than that. And the opposite gender... oh well, not to worry, you're here now, and that's the important thing. Did you bring the fish? Haha, no, we don't really need it, but we thought that since you'd had such fun running all over the world collecting items, we'd send you on one more little quest. After a Red Herring, eh? Rather funny I thought, though it was Frizzlebits' plan. He's not much of a wizard, but he does occasionally have a bright idea. The crazy loon wanted to make you use it to cut down the mightiest tree in the forest, for some reason. I do wonder what goes on in his head sometimes...”

Out of the corner of your eye you see Frizzlebits freeze in mid-step at the mention of his name, look at the Grand Wizard in horror, and then jump headfirst through the nearest window, presumably hoping that the wall will be enough to protect him from any rogue fireballs.

“But despite the setbacks, we're finally ready to, eh, 'get this party started', as I believe you young adventurers say. The directions given to us by Nanny Beeble have been followed to the letter, so hopefully there should be no more interference from the demon in the vortex. We've taken the Chip off the Old Block, broken it down into many smaller chips, mixed it with some mystical cookie dough, blessed it with Yoruk's tooth (his sweet tooth, as it turns out), and baked it all to golden perfection! And now that we have the Blessed Milk poured into an appropriately impressive goblet, I think we're about to begin. Frizzlebits, have you got the- hmm, where did he go? FRIZZLEBITS?! Oh well, I guess he's wandered off, but can SOMEONE please get the most holy Milk and Cookies?”

You watch as the unfortunate wizard who happens to be closest is yelled into submission and slumps off to get the blessed snacks. “Thank the gods this isn't a democracy,” you reflect, “or nothing would ever get done...”

He returns with the cookies, accompanied by another wizard who is holding the a small wooden box in his hands.

“This will be interesting...” murmurs the Grand Wizard as his lackey approaches the vortex, the platter containing the milk and cookies held aloft. There is a faint rumble from the vortex, before a huge, black hand covered in matted hair descends, delicately taking the milk and cookies between two razor-sharp claws, and retreating into the vortex.

“Apparently Nanny Beeble discovered that some demons will just nibble at them for DAYS before they finish them off, and not pay even the slightest attention to anything else until they're finished. It's how she was able to get rid of her demons: they just went straight for the children's cookies, so all she had to do was pick them up, put them in a sack and drop them down a chasm. All rather simple really, but I think we'll have to be satisfied with just keeping this one sedate until we can find a way to close the portal. Oh well, on to stage two of the plan. You there, whatever your name is! Power up the device and let's see if this young person's hard work will have paid off, or if we need to send them off to do it all again!”

Suppressing a shudder, you watch as the box is opened and the wizard activates the gadget inside. A faint glow instantly surrounds him and as he walks towards the curtain it pulls back, parting just enough to let him pass by untouched before closing over again.

“Wonderful!” the Grand Wizard proclaims as the guinea pig walks back through the curtain, “it works perfectly! Now, all we need-”

Unfortunately you have no idea what they need, as the next words are drowned out by an explosion and the resulting shockwave, which knocks you all off your feet. You get leap back up, drawing your weapon before you notice Frizzlebits standing in the middle of a group of prone wizards. He is dressed entirely in black, holding a staff made of bones and with what looks like a physical incarnation of darkness pouring off the crown on his head and pooling around his feet, creating an evil dry ice effect.

“What the devil did you do that for, you numbskull?!” bellows the Grand Wizard, picking himself up off the ground and dusting himself off, “you could have hurt someone!”

“You pompous old troll, of course I could have hurt someone, I'm an evil wizard! For too long have you subjected me to-”

“Oh rubbish! You couldn't be an evil wizard, you can barely pull a rabbit out of a hat.”

“I created this wall, which has dumbfounded you all!!!”

The Grand Wizard shrugged, “I haven't eaten in a while, it's true, but at the end of the day when a lowly mortal adventurer can gather the materials needed to take it down, how impressive do you really think it is? I mean, they didn't even have to travel to an astral plain to capture the essence of mighty creatures long since gone! You probably collected coupons and sent away for a spell like that.”

“That's not true!!!” shrieked Frizzlebits, blushing deeply, “I got the spell from a mystical grimore of ancient power, created a curtain of pure energy, summoned an evil demon from the netherworlds, and I would have gotten away with it too, if it wasn't for that meddling kid!!!”

He screams one last time, gesturing upwards as the darkness at his feet billows up, surrounding him before he vanishes with a crack of thunder, leaving nothing behind but a perplexed look on the Grand Wizard's face and the book 1000 Really Nasty Spells for the Aspiring Warlock.

“Well, I don't know what's gotten him. I suppose some people just can't take a joke... Anyway,” he says, turning back to you with a smile, “as you can see, we've finally got something that can let us pass through the curtain, and it really is an incredible little device.”

You walk over, and take the box out of the hands of the unconscious wizard and examine the contents: a brooch, with an inlaid crystal which glowed slightly in the darkness.

“We've managed to shrink it down quite a lot from the original prototype which was smashed by the demon, so you would now be able to wear that brooch and freely move around down here as much as you like without it making any difference whatsoever to how you much loot you can carry, how well you can fight, or even what other items you can wear. It changes absolutely nothing, apart from the fact that you can now move through the curtain as if it isn't there at all! Useful, eh? We've decided to call it the Dex Machine. The D stands for Deus, which seems appropriate, wouldn't you say?”

“What, you mean like Deus Ex Ma-”

“Exactly!”

“So, with this brooch I'll be able to carry on as if everything was perfectly normal?”

“Why, of course you will! We don't want to detain you any more than is absolutely necessary.”

You take the brooch from the box, delicately holding the one item in the world which has the power to let you advance to the next stage of your adventure. 

“Which is why you will be getting your very own Dex Machine, just as soon as you bring Frizzlebits back to us.” says the Grand Wizard, plucking the brooch from your hand, “after all, he's clearly a danger to himself, if not the fabric of reality, so we can hardly have him running about willy-nilly, casting dark magic everywhere. So, just bring him back here, where we can 'take care of him'. I mean... take care of him. Obviously we wouldn't want any harm to come to the poor chap, it's not like we're going to drop him down a bottomless pit or anything. They've mostly been filled up anyway... We will be able to trace the magical resonance left by Frizzlebits' teleportation which will give us an idea of where he is now, but it will take a short time. For now, you just take a little break, relax, and we'll let you know once we can identify where he is. Once he's back here, I'm hope we'll be able to persuade him to remove that curtain once and for all. Although I will miss some things about it...” He grins widely before turning away to the other wizards, summoning two balls of lightening in his hands and yelling “HEY! Enthorious! Think fast!!!”

You turn and stalk away from the sound of wizards screaming and one very loud, very irritating wizard laughing. You knew it was too good to be true...
The Great Unveiling – Clue 11

Message from Grand Wizard 

Hello there Adventurer,

What a busy little time we’ve been having. Who’d have thought that a second rate yibble like Frizzlebits could cause so much trouble? We tried to track the trail of magical resonance from his teleportation spell, but it was so badly scrambled that we weren’t able to get any kind of fix on where he might be, so we turned to the Clue-O-Matic 9000 (winner of “Plot Device of the Year” for the last three years running) and it gave us these images:

[image: image3.png]



We suspect that he’ll be drained and exhausted after his antics earlier, so we hope that he has spent the time since his dramatic departure recovering and won’t have gotten too far ahead of you. If you’re lucky, he might still be in the area but if he’s not I’m sure you’ll be able to use your finely honed tracking skills to hunt him down. I suppose you can look out for his footprints, broken branches, his... leavings? Whatever it is you people do, I’m sure you’ll be able to do it! And it least it’s a change from searching for items, eh?

Best of luck,

- The Grand Wizard

Ps. We rifled through Frizzlebits’ possessions and found a large collection of documents, one of which was his diary. It turns out that he has a huge crush on some Dark Sorceress, but probably even more importantly, the diary hints at his various nefarious schemes. It looks like he’s got something to do with the reason you haven’t been gaining experience from the monsters you’ve been killing. Perhaps when you find him, you’ll find your answer to what’s been going on?

[The pictures mean: RUNES OF FEE BOAR which shall mean Ruins of Pheebor are again your area to be]

EVENT #11 (Ruins of Pheebor)

You’ve lost and found the meandering trail of Frizzlebits intermittently as you’ve explored the Ruins of Pheebor, but now, standing at the edge of the desolate city, you can see where he was heading. The trail of pieces of trashy dark wizard’s costume now leads quite directly out of the city and towards the Coast Road. You glance at the horizon, now turning pink as the sun sets. Well, you won’t be able to track him during the night, so there is little more you can do for now. May as well make camp, get a fire going, and make yourself some smores.

CLUE #12 (Greater Borphee)

You stir the ashes of the campfire with a stick, revealing a few embers still glowing. He must have left here recently...

You look around the makeshift campsite, spotting the tell tale signs of tacky dark wizard garb: a papier-mâché horn here, some black sequins there. Scrawled on a nearby wall is the message:

Dark Brother,
We trust your mission has been a success, and that you will be joining us soon. We are wary lest anyone is following you, so I will say only this: “Of the two places that share this name, we are waiting at one, and there is nothing built in honour of Babe near us.”
You note down the message on a scrap of paper for future reference before glancing at the horizon, now turning pink as the sun sets. You won’t be able to track him in the dark, so there’s nothing more you can do for now. May as well camp here, get that fire going again and make yourself some smores.
EVENT #12 (The Coast Road)

You scramble over a rocky outcrop near the road, and swear in frustration. Looking down at the beach below, you can see a small boat making its way out into the Great Sea, with Frizzlebits hanging over the side, slowly turning a deep shade of green. Looking around, you can see there isn’t a Port for miles around, let alone anywhere you can “borrow” a boat of your own to follow him. As the craft moves towards the horizon, you can make out several other black-robed figures moving across the deck. Hmm, it seems that he’s got help. This is going to be trickier than you thought...

They could be heading anywhere, so it’s going to be virtually impossible to pick up the trail again! Maybe you could send a letter to your uncle Vanquartash in Grubbo-by-the-sea? He’s got lots of sailing contacts in this area; maybe one of them will have seen where the boat is headed And he has those sea biscuits with the wriggling bits that you love so much...

The Great Unveiling – Clue 13

Message from Windcat Ltd. 

Well hello there, nephew! 

Or was you my niece? I can’t ever remember which. By the gods, what was your mother thinking giving you a name like that?

It took a little while, but aye, I got you your information. And a few over-ripe sea biscuits too, you weird little kid...

I told me privateer buddies to keep an eye out for that dinghy you’re searching for and I one of them did send me a message saying:

“Y’argh,I spied yon drifting bucket hitting land. T’was from where they fetch’d the blocks fer that royal pussle at the Moo see’um.”

And if you think that’s hard to understand, you should him jabber in real life... By the by, if you’re talking to your father at any stage in the next while, could you just mention that I’m very, very sorry about that thing that happened between us at that party in Gurth, and tell him that I hope it grew back? You don’t need to ask about the details, just give him the message, would ya?

· Vanquartash

[Searching the Encyclopedia Frobozzica for museum and puzzle we find
The Royal Museum, built by Lord Dimwit Flathead in 776 GUE, and dedicated by him the following year, houses the crown jewels, a technology display, and a famous royal puzzle in the form of a sandstone and marble maze. Searching again for marble we find Peltoid Valley is the site of huge marble mines in Antharia. So our next step is to go to the Peltoid Valley]
EVENT #13A (Peltoid Valley)

You’re not sure what specifically it is about this site that makes you uncomfortable. It might be the unnaturally large collection of rocks which surround it, or it could be the raised altar in the middle of it, or maybe it’s the circle of slowly-fading magical runes which surround it. It might even be the blood that covers everything in a 10 foot radius - but why nitpick? The most important feature is that clear set of tracks leading into this area, and then... well, vanishing. You look to the sky, keenly aware of how many villains have escaped from the hero’s clutches by putting on a monocle and flying off in a Zeppelin, but the skies seem clear. Hmm, it must be something to do with these runes then...

You quickly scribble down the outlines before they fade completely. You probably should go back to the wizards at G.U.E. Tech with this and let them sort it out... but then again, as soon as you do, you know the Grand Wizard will just start harping on about how all the dumb adventurers end up coming back to him for help, and then he’ll probably try to set one of his associates on fire for a joke... maybe if you skip over the G.U.E. Tech wizards this time? You know there are other wizards who hang around Port Foozle, who have an alternate set of values – values that can be made to grow more flexible with large numbers of zorkmids. Maybe you should travel to Foozle, and and try to get one of them to help you out?

EVENT #13B (Port Foozle)

Port Foozle has always had a special place in your heart. True, your left ventricle has always had a special - and much more important - place in your heart, but there is something about Port Foozle that you just can’t resist. Maybe it’s the casino where you lost all those winnings from your first adventures? Maybe it’s because this is where you bought that hilarious novelty sword with the Dryad in a bikini on the blade, or maybe it’s because this is where you had your worst ever case of food poisoning - but there is certainly a mystique which keeps dragging you back here. In this case the mystique seems to be “solve this damn mystery and get back to killing things”.

You round the corner, heading towards one of the oldest taverns in the Port, and a notorious hideout for people of disreputable reputation when a voice hisses at you from a dark alleyway.

“Psst! Want to see a magic trick?”

“I, eh... maybe?”

Great!” a wizened old man hobbles out of the shadows, a battered hop hat in his outstretched hand. “Now, first I need an item of significant weight from you, so if you could just drop your wallet into this hat...”

“...”

“... You’re, eh, not going to fall for that one, then?”

“Nope.”

“Dang. How about if I ask you to write your bank details down inside a sealed envelope, which I will then read with my mind?”

“No.”

“Huh, go figure. Perhaps if I could tempt you to give me your pocket watch, which I will then-”

“Defiantly not.”

“Oh you adventurers are all the same! ‘Don’t take my money’, ‘Don’t hypnotise me’, ‘I don’t want my mace turned into a banana split!’ Where’s your sense of fun?” ”Well how about this? I can give you a piece of paper with some magical runes on it, and if you can tell me what the runes mean, then you can have a nice big pouch of zorkmids?”

One of the interesting things about doing business with wizards is that, in some cases, their pupils literally transform into zm signs when they’re interested in money - which makes it rather difficult for them to feign disinterest.

“Well young’un, I can guarantee you that out of all the wizards in this place, you’ve come to the right one! I was once under the great Belboz, you know.”

“Really?” You look over his cloak and robes, which are clearly some star-patterned curtains that have been badly sewn together. “You were apprenticed to Belboz?”

“I never said ‘apprenticed’, I said I was under him. One day he had a couple of drinks too many in the Indigo Oyster Bar and fell over on top of me. It was only for a few seconds, but I know that in those fleeting moments, more secret and arcane knowledge passed from him to me than any length of time studying at G.U.E. Tech could have brought me!”

“What did you do, pick his pocket and steal his spell book?”

“No, of course not!”

“Well, then-”

“It just fell out of his pocket, and I happened to pick it up afterwards...”

“...”

“What? It could have happened to anyone!”

“Can you translate the runes or not?”

“Of course I can!”

“Great, my name and-”

“Ha! You think I need such paltry things as an address? I am a master of arcane magic and card tricks, I’d be able to find you if you lived surrounded by Grues in a bottomless pit. I’ll take this back to my dark tower, and send you a letter as soon as I have something to report. I suppose a small down payment would be out of the question?- Yes, yes, of course, I can see that you’re a very busy adventurer with a very dangerous weapon or three, so I’ll get right on this. I’ll be in touch.”

And with that he scuttled back into the shadows, disappearing at the speed of someone who knows that moving quickly will get him an easy buck, and hanging around might get him killed.
The Great Unveiling – Clue 14

Message from Windcat Ltd. 

Good Sir,

You may not know me, but I am your great-uncle twice removed, Rumplestiltskin. I have recently caught the black lung, and the local medicine men tell me that it’s fatal. As I never had any children myself, you are my closest living relative, and it is to you that I have decided to leave my huge fortune of 70,000,000 zm. However, due to an accounting oversight this money is in a secured account which I am unable to access, so I fear I must ask you to send 10,000 zm to my lawyer, Wizard Farthingazz of Port Foozle, who will then be able to access the account and repay you all the money in full. I hope you enjoy the same happiness that being able to sleep on a huge pile of Zorkmids has brought me.

Uncle Rumpie

Sorry about that, but all the notepaper I have comes printed with that on it. I have been looking at the runes which you gave me, and I’m reasonably sure that I can identify them as being “magical”. However, if you need more detailed information than that, I can’t get it. These aren’t common, and look pretty wicked, so I need a specific book. Unfortunately I loaned the very one that I need to a friend of mine who took it as some light holiday reading, and never returned from his trip. All I ever heard from him was a postcard I received later which read:

“Ah, it’s so great to get away from all the bustle of home! Really enjoying the book, such fun to surround the deck chair with dark symbols and then listen to the monsters explode when they try to creep up behind me. You must come to visit some time! I’m sure that I mentioned where I was going to you before, but if not just get some of Halfwits Chic Beef, and you’ll know exactly where to find me. See you soon,
-Zazzimano”

The fool never told me where he was going and I have no idea what kind of beef is the most chic, but I need that book! The sooner you get it for me, the sooner you get your answers.

-Farthingazz

[Halfwits Chic Beef is an anagram of White Cliffs Beach which is your next step]

EVENT #14 (White Cliffs Beach)

You survey the scene with a mixture of shock and awe. Well, it looks like Zazzimano was having a lot of fun with his exploding runes, right up until he got one slightly wrong. Whatever was creeping up behind him didn’t so much “blow up into pieces” as “blow up to ten times its original size”, and then seems to have stepped on him. Searching amongst the debris of smashed deckchair and half buried drinks coolers, you soon spot the spine of a book sticking out of the sand and a little digging reveals Wizipedia: A Guide to Ruinous Runes. Probably best to get away from this paw-print shaped crater post-haste. After all, who knows what might still be lurking around here?

You wrap the book in Windcat Courier approved brown paper and scribble “Wizard Farthingazz, Dark Alley # 19, Port Foozle” on the front and drop it into the letter box. Hopefully he’ll remember to use it to figure out what those runes mean, instead of pawning it and squandering the money on something pointless, like a hot meal.
The Great Unveiling – Clue 15

Message from Windcat Ltd. 

Dear Wealthy Benefactor,

Using the book, my unbridled intellect and asking several passersby, I can tell you that the runes are marks of teleportation. These specific runes are used by a group of dark wizards called the Brotherhood of Ur’agoth: a deeply secretive and mysterious sect. Each set of runes is custom made to teleport the wizards to a specific place, so I can’t tell you exactly where these ones lead, but I know someone who might be able to help. His name is Shinboz, and I play Double Fanucci with him occasionally. We’re meant to be meeting up soon actually, but he moves around a lot, so I’m not sure where he’ll be. I got his invitation which read:


.-..--.-/.--.-..-/.----.-./.--.---.
.--.-..-/.--....-/..-...../.-..--.-
.--....-/.---..-./.---..--/.--.-...
.--.--../.--....-/.--.---./.--..-..

He does hate stupid people turning up, so he always codes his invitations to make sure they can't understand them. By the way, if you happen to figure it out, you eh... wouldn’t mind sending me a letter with the solution, would you? It’s just that I’ve missed the last few games...

[Counting the parts we see there are always 8 chars and also only two different ones. Replacing all . with 0 and all - with 1 we get
01001101/01101001/01111010/01101110
 01101001/01100001/00100000/01001101
 01100001/01110010/01110011/01101000
 01101100/01100001/01101110/01100100
or in hexadecimal
4D/69/7A/6E
69/61/20/4D
61/72/73/68
6C/61/6E/64
All we need to do now is to look at an ASCII table and find out the characters. The two words Miznia Marshland come out so we go there]

EVENT #15 (Miznia Marshlands)

Why do you always seem to end up in swamps? It’s as if the adventuring gods just look down on you and think “hmm, here is someone who has spent far too much time snug and dry in taverns, or walking along sandy beaches. Let’s drop him into a pile of old, rotting plants”. An alligator lunges at you from the murky depths and you casually kick it in the jaw, sending it sprawling back into the putrid water. Well, it could be worse, at least it’s not raining. Even as you think it, you automatically reach for your oilskin hat to protect you from the first drops, but alarmingly, nothing happens. Reflecting that this may well be the first time in the history of the universe that someone has begun a sentence with “it could be worse, at least it’s not...” and then the dreaded thing fails to materialize. Deciding that now is the time to push your luck, you loudly proclaim “Oh well, it could be worse. At least I’m not lost in a swamp, with no idea where this house that I’m looking for might be!”

At that very moment there is the sound of crashing trees behind you, and you turn to see a small hut walking towards you. The hut, which sports a pair of huge flamingo legs and stands at well over 20 foot tall towers over you, and the shutters on one of the windows are thrown open, and a beard yells down to you.

“Hey! What do you think you’re doing, standing there where my kitchen should be?! You adventurers are all the same, just assuming you can wander into someone’s home, just because they happen to be out taking the house for a walk!”

You dive to the side as the house sinks into the ground around you, and just manage to roll out of the way of the porch as it touches down on the damp ground. The front door swings open and a tiny wizard charges out, whiskers quivering in unbridled rage. “Now who are you, and what are you doing here?”

“I came to see, eh, you? I guess...”

“Why would you want to see me? If it’s about getting certain aspects of yourself enlarged, I don’t do that anymore, I’ll have you know.”

“No,” you sigh, climbing out of the puddle you landed in, “I heard that you were once a member of the Brotherhood of Ur’agoth, and could help me find out more about a set of teleportation runes which I found in Peltoid Valley-”

“What?! You expect me to sell out my blood brothers, those to whom I’d sworn undying fidelity?”

“I don’t think-”

“The family who welcomed me in when I was but a young conjurer of cheap tricks?”

“How-”

“The ancient masters of the dark lore who taught me everything that I know, and you expect me to betray them?!”

“How much do you want?”

“Not too much, I find that just asking for money for my services is a very poor way of doing business. Why bother asking for 20,000zm when I can have you go out into the wilderness, find something that will give me the power of augury and then use it to look into the future and predict the outcome of the lottery? Give me time to examine my books and see what’s on offer in terms of predicting the future without resorting to cutting up bits of farm animals, and then we can see what kind of goodies you can get me.”

With that he springs back onto his porch and his house creakingly rises to its feet and stalks off into the swamp. “Well,” you think, “that could have gone-” but you’re interrupted by the patter of raindrops on the leaves around you as the heavens open and the rain starts to pour.
The Great Unveiling – Clue 16

Message from Windcat Ltd. 

Hello Trespasser,

Well, if you want my help, I’ve found the perfect thing to buy it with! It’s called the Amulet of Aggthora, and is one of the better jewels around when it comes to foreseeing the future. Unfortunately the only reference to its location that I could find is a single paragraph which states:

“The mighty and far seeing Amulet of Aggthora is hidden, with other secrets, from those who would use it for ill, but will one day be found at the place where I is you and twice you is I.
-Radqef ar Kagft”

I don't know who Radgef is, the history books make no other mention of him, but he must know something, otherwise I can’t see why he would be listed. I’ll leave deciphering what he means to you, it’s not my job and I have enough problems as it is with my house forgetting that it only has a flamingo’s legs, and not its wings too...

-Shinboz

[The authors name is a simple shift cipher (Caesar cipher). This time it's a ROT12. Rotating the letters back we get to know that our next step is the Forest of Youth]
EVENT #16 (Forest of Youth)

After another in what seems to be an endless series of turns in this jungle, after hacking your way through yet another patch of thick undergrowth, yet another foot dropped in something warm and foul-smelling, you burst through some bushes and into a gloriously beautiful clearing. Cute critters bounce across the emerald green grass, flowers are blooming everywhere, and in the center sits a mighty fountain, the spray of which catches the light and creates the most singularly amazing rainbow you have ever seen.

And off to one side, looking very bland compared to all the other sparkling, shimmering scenery, is a small chest. Walking over you open it and remove the jewel’s last obvious line of defense against evil doers, a note which reads “please do not use for evil purposes”, you carefully remove the Amulet of Aggthora and look it over. It all seems fine, although holding it you do get strange feeling that you should probably get that back tooth which has been hurting for a while looked at, because it could be a whole lot worse in the future. Returning the amulet to its box you pack it all away in your bag and prepare to leave, before you realize that you’re thirsty. You glance over at the fountain, its rainbow slicing through your vision. Maybe you should just take this chance to fill up your water bottle? Oh, wait, no, your water bottle is already full. Oh well, drinking water from any old fountain in the Forest of Youth probably isn’t a good idea anyway, who knows what you might catch?

On reflection, you should probably have asked Shinboz where his house was likely to be at this time, but hopefully the postal service will be able to track him down. Apparently they once found an escaped prison convict who was hiding in a cave up in the Flathead Mountains and delivered the huge parcel which he’d been sent. The parcel contained three guards, who promptly arrested him again, so customer satisfaction probably wasn’t high on their list of priorities, but the point remains - they managed to do it. You write his name on a piece of paper and stick it to the chest, while sealing your copy of the runes inside. Hopefully that will do?

Just as you’re turning away from the mailbox, a thought strikes you. You take out another scrap of paper and quickly write “If you want to play Double Fanucci, the answer to the puzzle was ‘The Granola Mines’” and then, addressing it to “Wizard Farthingrass, Port Foozle”, slip it into the mailbox beside the chest before walking away, chuckling quietly to yourself.
The Great Unveiling – Clue 17

Message from Windcat Ltd. 

Huh - you did well. Who knew you had it in you?

Well, I suppose I had better live up to my part of the bargain, or else you'll come around and stand in my chrysanthemums again...

The runes you sent me are, as you know, teleportation runes, and these lead directly into one of the Ur’agoth hideouts. This way they bypass the door, which can be a little tricky sometimes. You see, it tends to move around a lot. The door is never fixed in one spot for more than an hour, so it can be difficult to find at the best of times, and teleporting straight into the main chamber can be so much simpler. Much more dramatic too, which they love...

You, however, won’t have any such luck with teleporting in. You’ll have to find the door yourself and get in that way.

Now I’m off to the arena to place a few bets on fighting adventurers with my new favorite amulet!

-Shinboz

Ps. Given that you seem to be chasing after someone in the group I used to belong to, I was ready to just steal the amulet and then run away without giving you any real guidance in return, but on reflection you do seem to be very good at finding lost things, so escaping you might not be as easy as I thought. Let me give you this advice:

Morality is rarely black and white, but you’ll have more than a hill to climb if you want to find the Ur’agoth Brotherhood.

[Between black and white is gray and a mountain is more than a hill. Our last step is to go to The Gray Mountains]
EVENT #17A (The Gray Mountains)

You’re standing in front of a door, which you’re sure was a solid rock just a few moments ago. I mean, it’s possible you just didn’t notice it before, and maybe this door doesn’t go anywhere interesting at all, but it does seem unlikely.

You tentatively push against it, and it doesn’t budge. You push harder and harder, but it resolutely refuses to move. You throw your shoulder against it before stepping back and placing a few well aimed kicks at certain points in the framework which would have brought down any normal door, but this one remains resolutely immobile. After a minute’s flustered attacking the door you stop for a moment and notice the small sign that reads “pull” just above the handle. You reach out and tentatively pull the door, which opens with a smooth swing outwards. Blushing brightly enough to scare off any grues you descend into the dark cave.

You may well never know what it is about dank, dark caves that attracts evil wizards and their like. Honestly, would the occasional throw rug or bean bag have been just too much to ask? As you progress through the corridors your eyes slowly adjust to the faint light thrown by the occasional lit torch, and your ears catch the distant sound of chanting: always a sure sign that evil is afoot. You creep toward the sound and, peaking around a corner, you see a vast chamber. The ceiling is covered in tendrils of light which swirl towards the center and then arc down into a crystal, which is slowly, but steadily, glowing stronger. Off to one side, Frizzlebits is standing near a deep pit, watching with rapt attention as the other dark wizards chant and sway, all attention directed on the crystal in the center of the room.

“Well,” you think, “if it’s that important to them, it’s probably something I should put a stop to...” You consider what the best plan of attack could possibly be, and look around for the precision tool required to carry out your stratagem. “Aha!” you pick up a reasonably sized rock, “this should do nicely...” and with a grunt you send it flying across the air, crashing into the crystal, and cracking it right down the middle.

There is a cave-shaking boom and immediately the pattern of light reverses, with the swirling cyclone on the ceiling all but vanishing and the glow of the crystal starting to fade as the light starts to leak out and dissipate into the air.

The wizards, whatever connection they may have had with the crystal now shattered, are thrown backwards and lie sprawled around the cave floor for a moment before getting to their feet and yelling at each other.

“The crystal is shattered!”

“Woe and alas!”

“Run, run for your lives!”

“Rhubarb, Rhubarb!”

“It cannae take it cap’n!”

“It’s gonna blow!!!”

As the dark wizards run from the crystal and in some cases into each other, Frizzlebits looks around, searching for the origin of the missile. After a moment scanning the area he spots you reaching out from behind the corner to get another rock.

“YOU!!!” he screams in fury, “NOT YOU AGAI-” Fortunately he never finished the sentence, as your well aimed rock rebounds off his forehead, and he stumbles backwards, falling straight into the pit behind him.

As the last of the panicked wizards flee the room, still screaming about how everything was about to explode, you walk over and examine the crystal. The crack, although not too big right now, is slowly spreading, and seems to be reacting to pressurized magical energies from within the gem. There’s no way to tell how long it will be until the crystal shatters, but it’s probably not a good idea to be around when it happens. You hurry over to the pit, searching through your backpack to see if there’s a rope you can use to climb down and get Frizzlebits, but as you arrive at the edge you see it won’t be needed. The pit stretches down deep into the bowels of the earth, vanishing into an impenetrable darkness below you. Picking up a pebble, you hold it over the edge and drop it in, straining to hear even the faintest noise as it hits the bottom, but there’s nothing. It must be one of the old bottomless pits, although you thought that they’d all been filled in. Oh well, whether there’s a bottom or not, either way it seems that Frizzlebits is out of your life forever. You turn and hurry back to the surface; there’s no point in hanging around in here any longer than you have to with that crystal cracking more every minute. You should probably head back to G.U.E. Tech anyway, and report to the Grand Wizard.

***

Half an hour later, with the chamber completely deserted and nothing to be heard but the occasional snap and crackle from the gem, a whisper of an echo drifts up out of the pit...

“Ow!”

EVENT #17B (G.U.E. Tech)

The Grand Wizard looks at you across steepled fingers, “so, he’s dead?”

“Yes, I’m-”

“You’re sure he’s dead?”

“He fell down a bottomless pit, I think that’s pretty conclusive”

“Hmm... alright then, so he can’t complain that we’ve already spent his pension on my birthday party. Excellent! That’s all I really needed to know. Thanks for dropping by.”

“But what about me? I have so many questions! Who are these dark wizards? Why are they out to get you? How many more nefarious plots are they hatching? What was that crystal? What were they doing with it? Will it actually explode? And while do I feel.... strangely stronger?”

“Well, you were pretty strange to begin with, but I imagine the answer to your final question is ‘because you’re finally advancing again’. The whole tangled web revolves around that crystal, you see. They were draining the power of the world’s top adventurers (and you), and storing it within the crystal, although what they were going to use it for, we have no idea. Frizzlebits seemed to be essentially bait, luring you all here to G.U.E. Tech and then keeping track of you as you ventured throughout the world, killing things and gaining power - which they would then immediately drain. When you cracked the crystal, the power started to seep back out into the world, so it's no wonder you feel stronger again. However, as the crystal wasn’t completely shattered, your abilities may take some time to return to normal levels - but as soon as the crystal explodes, everything should be made right. Unfortunately we have no idea how long this will take, and before you suggest it, no, you can’t go and destroy it yourself. When it finally shatters the crystal will explode with enough force to destroy the cave, if not the mountain, so standing beside it with a hammer would probably be a bad idea. As for your other questions, I’m sure you’ll discover the answers in good time.”

“Okay, but what about-”

“I’m sure you’ll discover the answers in good time.”

“But-”

“I’m SURE you’ll discover the answers IN GOOD TIME.”

You give in with a sigh. Sometimes banging your head against a brick wall seems so much more intellectual... “Okay, fine. But can I at least have the brooch you promised me?”

“...Brooch? Promised? You? Are you sure you’re thinking of the same Grand Wizard?”

“But you said-”

“Well, I suppose we COULD give you a brooch.  But do you really deserve one?  They are still very rare, and can’t be handed out to just anyone.  I shall send you on a series of quests, which will test you and... um...”  He falters as he sees your hand, trembling with rage, reach for your weapon.  “You know what?  Actually, I think you’ve proved yourself enough already!”  He gets out of his seat and walks over to a nearby closet.  With a wave of his hand the doors glide open and you see a small room stuffed to the brim with Dex Machine brooches.  With another gesture a box of about twenty glides across the room and hovers in front of you.

“Here, help yourself.” He says as you take one, “using this rare and mighty magical item you can now pass through the curtain unhindered and can take your anger out on any monsters which happen to be on the other side.”  With another wave of his hand the box is whisked away and the closet sealed once more.  “Now, if you’ll excuse me, I have some very important paperwork to do!”

You get up and walk out the door, looking over your shoulder as you leave to see that he has taken out a sheet of paper and started to fold it into the shape of an origami fireball.  Somehow you’re not surprised...
The Great Unveiling – Resolution

(note that this message was only sent to the 20-25 people who first completed TGU while stuck at a level 50 cap, subsequent finishers may have received a different message)

Message from Grand Wizard 

Hello Adventurer, [Greetings Heroic Adventurer]


You may or may not remember, but recently you helped us out with a small matter in G.U.E. Tech which involved a demon, a vortex, one very annoying little wizard called Frizzlebits, and a large crystal which has been sucking all the energy out of our brave adventurers. [I would like to take this opportunity to once again thank you for your help with that little fiasco up in the Gray Mountains.] We’ve been carefully monitoring the crystal that you cracked, and it has finally shattered, creating a rather impressive fireworks display. Sure, it destroyed a mountain village or five, but it really did look extraordinary. Our wizards have been in the area trying to decontaminate the excess wild magic that’s zipping around (we wouldn’t want peasants growing seven heads or gaining super-powers after all) and investigating what’s left of the Brotherhood’s base.


It turns out that they were busy little packrats, and had quite a collection of magical items. While the vast majority of these are too filled with arcane power for you to handle without turning into something small and slimy (smaller and slimier, at any rate), there was one thing which we found and don’t have room for in our vaults, so I thought you might be able to use it to “fight evil” or some such thing. It’s called:

1 – Terazarg, the Sacred Grue-Slaying Lance of Entharion

2 – Zarglebane, the Influential Longsword of Mysterion

3 – Grovnar, the Shining Halberd of Mysterion

4 – Bozthark, the Mighty Mace of Mumbo

[1,2,3]

and while it’s not incredibly powerful magically, it is very, very sharp, and has a degree of magical resonance. I’m not really sure how you go about this “adventuring” thing, but I’ve read in books that the pointy end goes into the other person, and this seems ideally suited to that. Personally I think it lacks a certain style, but if you want to practice amateur surgery with a meat cleaver on your enemies rather than using the powers of the cosmos to rearrange their organs over a square bloit, that’s your call.

[4]

and is one of the most powerful magical weapons that we’ve ever found. It shimmers with arcane power, which should help you overcome even the most ferocious of enemies (and also sports quite a few large spikes, just in case magic isn’t enough). Personally I’ve always preferred using the powers of the cosmos to rearrange the organs of my enemies over a square bloit, but each to their own.

[1]
This lance has got a certain historical significance though. The entry in the Zorkpedia reads:

This elegant lance, tipped with a genuine grue’s tooth, was the reward Entharion the Wise gave to one of his soldiers whose deeds exceeded all expectations and would pass into legend. This soldier, using only a piece of over-ripe fruit, fought off a gaggle of grues who were about to devour King Entharion and refused to abandon him no matter how difficult the fight became, eventually hauling him to safety. This episode would later inspire Entharion to try to eradicate all grues from the planet. On the handle is simply engraved “With Gratitude...”

We thought it was fitting.

[2]

This sword has got a certain historical significance though. The entry in the Zorkpedia reads:


This august longsword was once the prized possession of King Mysterion the Brave. Having found it abandoned in the woods when he was merely a young prince, Mysterion took the sword home and raised it as his own. Known more for his valor than his brains, Mysterion tried to have the sword educated and then brought into his court. He claimed it was his most influential advisor, always in his hand, and gained a reputation for decapitating anyone that disagreed with him.

We thought you might have a better use for it than we would.

[3]

This halberd has got a certain historical significance though. The entry in the Zorkpedia reads:


This Halberd was one of the most prized possessions of King Mysterion the Brave when he was a young child, as it used to shine brightly enough to protect him from the grue which he thought lived under his bed. His father, eager to dismiss such childish fears, used to have the young prince's nannies crawl under the bed to show that there was no grue in the room. The king lost eight child minders before he realized there actually was a grue, and the young prince was moved to a different room.


We thought you might have a better use for it than we would.

[4]

You might be interested to know that this weapon also has a certain historical significance. The entry in the Zorkpedia reads:


This mace was the weapon of choice for King Mumbo II. He is said to have had a particular affection for it, and named it after a pet turtle that he owned as a young child. He always carried it into battle, saying that while holding the mace it was only fitting that he advanced very slowly while the rest of his army raced ahead. Bozthark was said to have been enchanted by the court wizards to be lighter, tougher, and to enable the shaft retreat into the head when danger threatened.


And so, in acknowledgement of services above, beyond, beside, behind and frequently below the call of duty, we award you this most marvelous of weapons!

[1,2,3]

Happy stabbing,

-The Grand Wizard 

[4]
Happy bludgeoning,

-The Grand Wizard

