The little group is having a bit of a rest and a drink, when none other than Brynmor shows up. It turns out that their old friend and occasional protector is in the employ of the Sun Temple and he has been sent along to help track down the groundskeeper.

Brynmor was always a comforting inclusion to the gang. He was not violent, but still he fought with a skill and passion unequalled in the schoolyard.

The investigation of the cemetery went very smooth. Some old love letters in Willies shed ended up in Gunter scroll collection for later use. A missing rake led them to signs of foul play and soon the half eaten corpse of Willie was located. Again Maya got scared. Gunter figured this was his chance to prove his worth, but only moments later he ran screaming from the scene with some corpse eaters hot on his tail. Brynmor and Max dispatched them without much fuss. The priest of Lathander gave them a reward for the work, but they didn’t really know anything about the Zhentarim whom may have been behind the murder.

A visit to Willies widow proves fruitless. The old woman is obviously mad.

During the night Gunter is haunted by the recurring nightmare. Good thing that he sleeps on the floor. He Spent most of the night poring over the love letters and even tries to compose something of his own, but it doesn’t seem to come out right. Maya would probably not like to be likened to the smooth workings of a gyroscopically balanced seed spreading machine.

In frustration he pulls out his spell book and tries to make sense of the spells Archibald had given him to study. A blast of bright colours reflected in the wall mirror knocks him out cold and he sleeps and dreams of elements bending to his will.

The next morning they return to the cemetery to have another look at the murder scene, but nothing point to the miscreants responsible. At the Temple they learn that there where two thugs at work and that one of them was well known in town.

Gunter tells the others of the murder of Archibald and they decide to go have a look and see if there is a connection between the murders. Max and Brynmor both seem to have trouble with their new horses and Gunter isn’t even going to try riding. It wouldn’t be much use anyway as Mami is quite slow with the burden of books and mechanical odd bits she carries around.

The trip to the cottage is rather uneventful. During the night of their little journey Gunter decides that flowers must be the better choice in the love letter, but what rimes with Morning Dew or Widows Delight? It is going to take a lot more work.

The ideas for an upgrade of Max’ sword is coming along nicely. If he could drill out the core and fill it up halfway with mercury, then it might hit harder.

At the cottage they find their way to the cellar where Archibald’s study is located. Olfert the Mephit Archibald’s old familiar is guarding the place and is making a lot of fuss when they enter. He pesters Gunter just like he used to, but a battle of wits ends with Olfert conceding and he volunteers some information about the gang that hit the cottage. It seems a half orc is the leader and his death is the price for more help from the Mephit.

