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Stormhaven, though a sizeable city, was no Eastwych.  Both were stamped with the 

traditional hallmarks of a portside city: narrow, garbage strewn streets, fish-gut breezes, 

and the sounds of commerce, in one form or another, pouring from every doorway.  

However, Eastwych was the most prominent city of the eastern duchies.  Stormhaven, 

though a bustling port with easy sea access to the capitol city of Thaloc, had not yet 

reached the grandeur of the Eastern Watch. Nevertheless, though he had never been in 

Stormhaven before, Rennik felt the sense of ease that comes with the familiar.  

 

The journey to Stormhaven took nearly three weeks.  Rennik had managed to hitch a ride 

with a trade caravan traveling from Eastwych to Colmyrin.  From Colmyrin, the 

swordsman booked passage on a trade ship to Stormhaven.  The Sea of Storm 

demonstrated that its name was not merely the flair of poetic license; the ship heaved 

across the waters as Rennik heaved into them.  Rennik ran from the ship once it was 

secured to the pier and took refuge in a dockside inn called The Breezy Tart.  After a 

couple of days of decent grog and floors that didn’t move, he felt fit enough to begin 

working on the grim task laid before him. 

 

He started his search early one morning as the merchants and tradesmen of the harbor 

district began setting up their stalls and preparing to begin their day.  Rennik had always 

had a way with people and had never been afraid to talk to strangers as if they were old 

friends.  It helped that he genuinely liked most of the people he encountered; they were 

simple people, working hard to eke out a decent existence on the crumbs left to them by 

the noble classes.  While he had done many unsavory and morally ambiguous things to 

escape it, it was still his world.  And, if his natural gregariousness didn’t pry the 

information he needed from the market folk, he’d use a few of his coins (as well as a few 

he “found” along the way) to ease the paths of his inquiry.  

 

By the end of the first day, Rennik had discovered that a man called Fremindar was the 

landholder for a few of the plots being used by stall-merchants in the nearby Market 

District.  His gut told him that this was his man, but he wanted to see this Fremindar to be 

sure.  He’d also need to get a sense of his target before he could formulate a plan to 

complete his side of the Boneman’s bargain.   

 

That night he stayed in the Tart.  During the course of his day, he had even managed to 

“find” a few silver talons with which he could purchase the attentions of a friendly lass 

who called herself Maldra; said attentions, in his opinion, were worth every coin.  He 

started again the next morning, a little later than he intended, but well-rested and in high 

spirits.   

 

He decided he would need to venture into a slightly higher stratum of society.  When 

making his inquiries among the tenant-sellers on the outskirts of the Market District, he 

didn’t notice any mercenaries or thugs watching over Fremindar’s holdings.  This meant 

that he was probably current with his dues to the local merchant’s guild and didn’t need 

the constant vigilance required to maintain business outside of their auspices.  Guild 

membership meant that Fremindar was fully ensconced in the merchant class, which 

meant that Rennik would probably find him in the more moneyed portions of the district.   
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Starting with the shabby, open marketplaces between the harbor and the Market District, 

Rennik worked his way deeper into Stormhaven, scouting within and without various 

taverns and other public gathering places.  Fremindar most likely conducted his business 

from his home or from some rented space near the centers of commerce.  However, 

wherever there was money there were guards; both the city watch (referred to by the 

locals as “The Garrison”) and private bodyguards.  Rennik preferred to operate in areas 

where most people knew enough to mind their own business.  Fortunately, in his 

experience, men like Fremindar were seldom homebodies.  They liked to go out, 

reestablish old contacts, form new alliances, and simply “be seen”.  What good is having 

coffers full of gold crowns without flaunting them a bit?  At some point he’d get thirsty 

or want to meet an old friend for the midday meal; with any luck, Rennik would be there 

to watch and appraise. 

 

It was slow work.  Rennik lingered in the common rooms, sipping at watered ale or wine, 

watching for someone who fit the description the sorcerer had given him and listening to 

the chatter of the room for some clue to put him on the proper track.  Once he got tired of 

waiting or he had overstayed his welcome, he moved on to the next venue. While on the 

streets, he supplemented his income with loose purses; he fully expected this phase of the 

operation to take a few days and he needed his funds to last.  At night, he returned to the 

Tart and devoted some quality time to Maldra.  He focused on each part of his task one-

by-one and would worry about the final act when he got to it; he didn’t want to think 

about the end goal of his work just yet.   

 

It was late in the afternoon of the third day when Rennik finally spotted his prey at an inn 

called The Dancing Mare.  The Mare was apparently the place to be seen by the traveling 

classes.  The common room was constantly full of merchants, minstrels, and mercenaries 

who had achieved enough success to afford the inn’s various amenities.  As he took in an 

early supper of buttered bread and pale wine, a pair of sell-swords entered the inn’s 

common room and glanced around.  After their quick, professional assessment, they 

stepped in and allowed their employer to enter.   

 

Fremindar strode into the pub with a wide, confident stride.  His thick brown hair hung 

down to his shoulders in an unruly, wavy mass.  He had apparently enhanced the 

mustache the necromancer had last seen with a thin beard that formed a neat line around 

his jaw.  The beard was trimmed away from a puckered scar on his left cheek.  A short, 

silken, cape was held in place across his broad shoulders with a modest gold chain; the 

chain was pinned in place by a set of amber broaches, one on each end of the garment.  A 

meaty hand rested idly on the hilt of a long hunting knife worn at his side; its worn sheath 

and handle were incongruous with the finery of his clothing.  All the eyes in the room 

turned toward the new arrival and then turned back to their previous business.  Rennik 

continued to watch him over the rim of his wooden tankard. 

 

The merchant strode to a booth with a padded bench while his two bodyguards took up 

positions to ensure that their employer was not interrupted.  A barmaid took his order and 

returned shortly with a bottle of wine, two glass goblets, and a tray of meat and bread.  

Expecting a guest? Rennik thought as he slowly chewed his day-old bread across the 
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busy common room.  Sure enough, an older gentleman in plain but finely-made clothing 

entered the room.  His hunched shoulders and darting eyes gave him a verminous aspect.  

One of the bodyguards motioned to get the old man’s attention; he shuffled over to 

Fremindar’s booth with his head hung low on his thin neck.  As he sat, he reached for one 

of the goblets with a shaky hand. 

 

Rennik cursed his luck; he wished he had gotten a seat closer to that booth so that he 

could hear the conversation.  From the looks of things, the rat-man had come for his 

dressing down before the headmaster.  Perhaps some sort of leverage could be used 

against the old man to get information on Fremindar that would ease Rennik’s way.  No 

matter; the situation was what it was and he’d have to use what little he had.  

 

From his vantage point, Rennik could see the old man talking and bobbing his head at 

Fremindar.  He was obviously apologizing for something, though the swordsman 

couldn’t quite see enough of the old man’s mouth to read his lips.  He once again cursed 

his lack of position.  Finally, Rat-Man left, obviously chastened, and shuffled out the 

door of the inn.  Rennik continued to wait. 

 

Fremindar took his time and enjoyed his meal.  Finally, he signaled to one of the 

bodyguards; the mercenary nodded curtly and left through the front doors.  A moment 

later, the merchant settled his bill with the barmaid and left with the other bodyguard 

following close behind.  Rennik rose and followed them out. 

 

A carriage waited for Fremindar on the street.  The first bodyguard held the door open, 

helped his employer inside, and then followed him, shutting the door behind them.  The 

second guard sat beside the driver, who wore no livery but was dressed well for a 

commoner.  The carriage jostled as it was pulled down the street, gaining speed as the 

iron-rimmed wheels ground against the stone cobbles.  It moved far too fast to trail on 

foot.   

 

Rennik cursed fluently as he made his way back to the Tart.  He would have to hope that 

The Dancing Mare was a frequent lunch spot for his prey.  It was the only lead he had. 

 

The next day, Rennik ensconced himself in a booth near where Fremindar and the Rat-

Man had conducted business the day before.  He grinned to himself as, about an hour 

after midday, Fremindar and his entourage entered once again.  The merchant took up his 

accustomed seat while the bodyguards (whom Rennik referred to in his mind as “Hanald 

and Ranald”, after a pair of dimwitted twins in a puppet play) assumed their previous 

positions.  Over the course of the next hour several patrons came by and chatted with 

Fremindar, though none lingered.  He only ordered wine for one; he didn’t appear to be 

conducting business today.   

 

True to form, when Fremindar finished his meal, he signaled “Hanald”, who left to secure 

the carriage.  Fortunately, the Mare was still busy at this time of day; Rennik rose quickly 

and followed the man out under the cover of several other exiting patrons.  Hanald 

walked quickly around the corner of the Mare.  Rennik followed and passed the 
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alleyway, glancing over to see the guard step onto the running board of the carriage as it 

trundled out of the alley.  Once the driver managed to maneuver the vehicle out into the 

street, taking a wide turn back toward the inn’s entrance, Rennik crossed the wide 

thoroughfare, mingling with the foot-traffic along the way.  When the conveyance settled 

in front of the Mare, he darted back across the busy street to the carriage and slid beneath 

it.  He pulled himself up into the supporting struts that held the box of the carriage to the 

axels and wedged his feet into another set toward the front of the vehicle.  With any luck, 

his weight was evenly distributed so it wouldn’t be noticed; also, with any luck, 

Fremindar’s next destination wasn’t terribly far. 

 

Rennik’s luck held; the ride was relatively short.  He waited impatiently as the carriage 

sank and Fremindar and the two bodyguards boarded.  The vehicle lurched forward and 

then started to accelerate.  Along the way, uneven cobbles scraped Rennik’s low-hanging 

back.  He winced as he was hit with refuse of varying degrees of stench as the carriage 

passed over the garbage-strewn streets.  By the time it came to a halt, his arms were stiff 

and sore, his back stung and burned with what seemed like a thousand small cuts, and he 

smelled of rotted food, sweat, and horse dung. 

 

He felt the carriage shift as someone alighted from the top and then heard the rattle of 

chains ahead.  Rennik pulled his legs gingerly from where he had wedged his feet and 

then slowly lowered himself to the ground.  It was damp and hard, but at least he hadn’t 

lowered himself onto a pile of waste.  The carriage rattled as it jerked ahead once more.  

Rennik shut his eyes as the tall, iron-bound wheels passed by either side of his head, far 

too close for his comfort.  As soon as the vehicle was clear, he rolled to the far side of the 

street and took cover behind a discarded barrel.   

 

As Rennik had suspected, the carriage was making its way through a narrow gate set into 

the relatively low wall that marked the boundary of a modest, urban, estate.  The stone 

arches that flanked the iron gate bore a plaque indicating that the estate was called 

“Amberdawn”.  Once the carriage cleared the gate, it stopped and allowed “Ranald” to 

reboard after he secured the gate behind them.  Then it continued into the yard of the 

estate down a cobbled path.  Mentally patting himself on the back (because to do so 

physically would probably sting at that moment), Rennik emerged from behind the barrel 

and started limping his way back to more familiar streets. 

 

Behind him, at the gate, a shadow peeled itself away from the stone archway and 

skittered silently along the lane in the same direction.   


