Sarachim:
Okay, here we go: 
The dust cloud to the east takes on a reddish glow as your group assembles outside Riole’s meeting hall. Nobody is waiting for you outside, so you hurry in.
The open space that would normally be used for public meetings is crowded with refugees from Riole’s outskirts. At the far end, there’s another door flanked by two armed elves. One of them waves you forward.
When you get to the door, the elf nods silently, opens it, and ushers you in. On the other side, there’s a small office. Mayor Krila is sitting cross-legged on the floor, and a dwarf you’ve never seen is standing at her side.
Sarachim: 
“Good morning, and thank you all for coming. Make yourselves comfortable.”
Eva Roe: 
I stand, shifting slightly.
Eric: 
I sit on the floor.
Xiriatl: 
"Good morning. Thank you for your time." I bow slightly and sit on the floor.
Wybren: 
Following Eric's lead, I sit on the floor as well.
Gramzon: 
I also sit.
Leithra: 
I remain standing, with my back to the wall.
Sarachim: 
As you sit, you notice the mayor is swaying slightly, as though she were struggling to stay upright. Her eyes look very heavy, as though she were exhausted.
Sarachim: 
"Thank you all for coming. Now that you’re settled in, why don’t you introduce yourselves? I’m afraid you may be stuck with each other awhile.”
Eric: 
I look around the room at everyone. "Eric."
Xiriatl: 
"I am Xiriatl, of the Cynosural Brotherhood. I am a seeker of the truth. In practical terms, I am an alchemist and what you would call a diviner."
Wybren: 
"I'm Wybren, ma'am." I look around the rest of the room. "Sorry for not mentioning it earlier, friends."
Eva Roe: 
I nod. "Eva Roe, a wandering healer from Tanan. At your service, madam."
Leithra: 
"My name is Leitha. Lei, I suppose, if you must."
Gramzon: 
"Hello, my name is Gramzon the Firebreather." I nod my head at everyone.
Wybren: 
"Firebreather, eh?"
Sarachim: 
Krila nods slightly at each name, as though she already knew these things, and starts speaking before anyone can answer Wybren.
Sarachim: 
“I have asked each of you here because rumor has it that you’re problem-fixers. Some of you are used to travel, and have experience of other places. All of you are supposed to have skills that are rare in our fair city.”
Eric: I nod.
Wybren: 
"You're too kind, ma'am."
Sarachim: 
She pauses, as though she'd lost her place, but then resumes. “Let me dig straight down: storms like this simply do not happen around here. I’ve talked to Pulig the weather-mage, and he agrees that these storms aren’t natural. Your job is to find the person or thing responsible and make it stop. Sound good?”
Xiriatl: 
"You may rest assured that I will channel all of my resources into the task before me."
Eva Roe: 
"Yes... but any idea where to begin?"
Gramzon: 
"Anything to serve Riole."
Sarachim:
She smiles faintly at Eva. "I'm glad one of you asks the sharp questions. Yes, we do have a lead. A guess, anyway."
Sarachim:
“Our city has been at peace for as far back as any of us can remember, with one exception. About two hundred years ago, we fought a war with Leor, over the mountains. I don’t know why they’d start that up again, or why they’d choose to attack in this way, but it’s the only answer I can think of. We’ve never had a problem with anyone else.”
Wybren: 
I shrug. "Sound a bit sketchy, but better than no lead at all, I suppose."
Wybren: 
"Could still be a coincidence, is all I'm saying."
Eric: "May we speak with Pulig before we begin?"
Xiriatl: 
"What has been the nature of Riole's recent contact with Leor? Trade? Cultural interchange? Have we had any... observers in their fair city?"
Sarachim: 
Krila takes a moment to consider your questions. A long moment, actually. You're starting to fear she's fallen asleep when she finally answers.
Sarachim: 
"Yes, it is a bit sketchy, but I can't imagine anyone else with even a sketchy motive to do this."
Sarachim: 
"Yes, you may speak with Pulig, assuming Captain Doburn here (she nods to the dwarf at her side) can spare you the time."
Sarachim: 
"And we don't have much contact with Leor of any kind, but what we do have has been. . . decent enough, I suppose. And no, Riole has no spies, there or anywhere else. You're a pioneer in that."
Xiriatl: 
"A war with a neighbour separated by a mountain range, on speaking terms but with no meaningful contact. Most unusual."
Xiriatl: 
"You would not happen to have any objects brought in from Leor, would you? Preferably by those high in society? Ceremonial gifts, things of that sort?"
Sarachim: 
"I don't. You can ask around, but you'll be leaving soon, you know."
Gramzon: 
"Do you have any maps of the island that we might use?"
Eva Roe: 
I take the moment to look over my traveling companions.
Sarachim: 
"Sure, I must have one around here somewhere. Let me look." Without rising, Krila rummages through the items behind her. You notice she's got a bedroll spread out on the floor there.
Sarachim: 
"Here, I'll do you one better. It's a map of the known world. We're on it, thankfully."
http: //www.flickr.com/photos/ephesos/4114226108/
Xiriatl: 
"It is always good to know one's place in the world."
Gramzon: 
I open my eyes a little in surprise at the map.
Sarachim: 
(You're on Koros, in case you forgot. : P)
Wybren: 
"Ah, excellent. Thank you."
Eva Roe: 
(Knowing what that map is, I am not clicking on that link. My Dial-up would have a heart-attack)
Eric: 
I smile to myself.
Wybren: 
I edge over to look at the map over Gramzon's shoulder.
Eric: 
"Do you know if any other towns have reported unusual weather? Or unusual activity?"
Sarachim: 
She answers Eric. "Sadly, no. This weather has made it impossible to travel. That's why we're so fortunate the Captain is here."
Gramzon: 
I look up from the map, "The Captain?"
Sarachim: 
"Yes, Captain Doburn. He's right here." She nods to the dwarf again.
Eva Roe: 
I point to Captain Doburn the dwarf. "Him, remember?"
Sarachim: 
The dwarf shifts his weight uncomfortably. "Your honor, you have not yet explained my part in this. May I?"
Sarachim: 
Krila looks confused for a moment, then catches herself. "Of course, your part. You see, we figured all this out a week ago, but you can’t travel through these storms so there was nothing we could do about it until yesterday. That was when Captain Doburn’s ship came in. His ship, the Serene Wind, is part of the Hiana navy. He’s generously agreed to carry you to Leor, out of goodwill for our city. So, you’ll go aboard, get off there, fix this, and come home. Travelling overland would be suicide, I think."
Wybren: 
"Sounds reasonable. How's the weather out at sea, Captain?"
Eric: 
"I see. So Hiana has been spared any dust storms, then."
Xiriatl: "Fix it provided, of course, that we are right in our assumption that Leor is responsible."
Sarachim: 
"So far, the weather is good." Doburn taps his right foot three times.
"If the wind holds, I intend to sail when the tide goes out in two hours. Be aboard with your things by then."
Eva Roe: 
"Erm..."
Sarachim: 
"Yes?"
Eva Roe: 
"No-nothing... I was just hoping to avoid sea travel."
Xiriatl: 
"Do you suffer from seasickness?"
Eva Roe: 
"Well... suffice it to say the ship I came here on had a kraken scare on the way over, and I'm not looking forward to repeating the experience."
Xiriatl: 
"Ah. I was going to suggest a potion to ease your journey, but perhaps you would rather be awake and alert."
Sarachim: 
"The Serene is a warship. It can handle a kraken."
Wybren: 
I wink at Doburn and tap the ground three times.
Gramzon: 
"I've never traveled by sea but I've heard tales from my elder father from when he sailed to Rioles so long ago. I am quite sure it will be very interesting to see so much water."
Eric: 
"It is, but it gets old fast."
Leithra: 
"How long does the journey take?"
Gramzon: 
"Nothing gets old fast, you only think it does." I wink at Eric.
Sarachim: 
"With good wind, three days. Not that it matters here."
Wybren: 
"All right then, two hours. Where can we find this Pulig?"
Sarachim: 
Krila answers this one. "Five houses down this street. You'll know it by the observatory dome. Assuming you can see the dome, I mean. I hope you can, it's quite impressive."
Eric: 
I stand. "Well, then, assuming no one else has any questions, I think it's time to go."
Xiriatl: 
"Very well. Is there anything else we should know?"
Eva Roe: 
I bow. "Thank you for your time."
Sarachim: 
"I think you're as ready as you're going to be. Good luck, and come back safe." Doburn bows, excuses himself, and leaves.
Wybren: 
I glance at my companions, then clear my throat. "I don't mean to sound gauche, but there's also the matter of our reimbursement."
"I realize that we're don't fully understand what we're facing, your Honour, but I would prefer to discuss it sooner rather than later."
Sarachim: 
Krila looks annoyed, but it doesn't show in her voice. "Of course. I was planning to handle this when you’d succeeded, but your negotiating position is better than mine."
Xiriatl: 
"For my part, all I seek is a small plot of land on the outskirts of the city to set up a new workshop and a stipend to carry out alchemical research. You may rest assured that my work will benefit Riole."
Sarachim: 
"That's fine. Land values are down this season."
Xiriatl: 
"I can imagine why."
Sarachim: 
"Anyone else?"
Eva Roe: 
"For my part? Access to your mages to enhance my codex of spells would suffice."
Sarachim: 
"I can't promise you their time, but if you succeed I'm sure they'll all volunteer. Well, except maybe Furos, he's a bit surly. I'll do my best with him."
Eric: 
"Doing the work of Sliros is its own reward." I bow slightly.
Wybren: 
"I was merely making sure that sufficient payment was expected by both parties, your Honor. Too many bad experiences to assume otherwise, no offence. For my part, I would prefer payment in coin, though I understand we can't agree on a price until our completion."
Gramzon: 
"I only wish to serve Riole. My city needs me and knowing that I have helped those who live here is all I seek."
Sarachim: 
"I understand, Wybren. We're honest people here. I regret that we're sending you to places more like what you're used to."
Leithra: 
"I wish for nothing that can be given. Coin works as a suitable alternative though, of course."
Sarachim: 
"Fine by me. Now, is there anything else I can do for you all?"
Leithra: 
"I believe, though, that's everything? Shall we visit this weather-mage?"
Eva Roe: 
I shake my head. "I believe that's all..."
Wybren: 
"Let's shall. Thank you for your time, your Honour."
Sarachim: 
Krila rises and bows to you. "Safe return."
Xiriatl: 
"I think that would be the most appropriate course of action, unless anyone has anything else to add. Thank you, Your Honour. I will respect the trust you have placed in us."
Eva Roe: 
I bow as well.
Xiriatl: 
I stand and bow.
Wybren: 
I return the bow.
Eric: 
I bow and leave the office.
Eva Roe: 
I follow Eric.
Xiriatl: 
I follow the party out.
Gramzon: 
I nod and follow the others.
Leithra: 
I half-bow, and join the rest of my party.
Sarachim: 
You exit, and one of the guards closes the door behind you.
Wybren: 
I match pace with Leitha.
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Wybren: 
"I hate asking that question. I'm a honest adventurer, and all I want to do is make sure I get an honest day's pay."
Xiriatl: 
"Of course. There is nothing wrong with fair compensation for fair work. It allows more fair work to be done, after all."
Eva Roe: 
"I just look forward to getting out of-" I gag on the dust. "...out of the city.”
Wybren: 
"Of course." I glance at Gramzon and Eric, though.
Gramzon: 
"Nothing wrong with that, I'm guessing that you haven't been in Rioles long then?
Eric: 
I head for Pulig's house.
OnlineHost: 
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Wybren: 
"Me? Oh, not that long. Arrived just before the storms with the rest of my previous comrades."
Sarachim: 
Unfortunately, Pulig's house is upwind, and the houses on this street are spaced far apart. After a walk that feels much longer than it is, you arrive.
Sarachim: 
Even through the dust, you can see the dome. Most houses in Riole are quite bland, but this one is an exception.
Xiriatl: 
I look for an entrance.
Leithra: 
I knock on the door. "Anybody home?"
Gramzon: 
I breath through my keffiyeh as I look at the dome.
Sarachim: 
You hear an answer from inside. "Who is it?"
Xiriatl: 
"We are the investigators sent to seek the truth behind the dust storms."
Wybren: 
I look enviously at Gramzon as I cover my mouth.
Leithra: 
"The Mayor has sent us," I add.
Sarachim: 
"Oh, come in, come in." The door opens. You don't see anyone there.
Eva Roe: 
I just try to swat away some of the dust.
Eric: 
I step inside and look around.
Eva Roe: 
I enter as well.
Wybren: 
I do my best to dust myself off, then step inside with the others.
Gramzon: 
I follow.
Xiriatl: 
I follow the party into the dome, closing the door behind me once everyone is in.
Sarachim: 
As soon as the last of you are inside, a short, elderly goblin emerges from behind the door and slams it shut. Even so, a lot of dust got inside.
"Well, I'm glad somebody's doing something. Welcome! Can I get you anything to drink?"
Eva Roe: 
"Water would be nice."
Leithra: 
"No, thank you."
Leithra: 
I look around the building.
Xiriatl: 
"Do you have tea? I would not object to something to sharpen my senses."
Sarachim: 
"Water's my specialty!" He hurries off into an adjoining room, which looks like a kitchen.
Wybren: 
"Nothing for me, either. We don't have that much time before our ship leaves, I'm afraid."
Sarachim: 
"My tea is also good!"
Eric: 
"I will take some tea, please."
Sarachim: 
The room you're standing in looks like a sitting room. By Riole's standards, it's pretty luxurious.
Gramzon: 
"As would I please," I smile.
Sarachim: 
There are several large, upholstered chairs, and bookshelves along every wall. In the center, there's a spiral staircase.
Eva Roe: 
I poke around the books, seeing if there's anything interesting.
Eric: 
I examine the books on the shelves.
Xiriatl: 
I glance over the bookshelves. Do any books seem to have been recently handled?
Sarachim: 
They're books about magic, mostly evocation. Many are weather-related. They all look heavily used.
Leithra: 
I look around for any trinkets or items that seem especially valuable.
Wybren: 
I note the number of chairs, and remain standing.
Gramzon: 
I simple take a seat and watch the other in the room.
Sarachim: 
Pulig returns with a glass of water, and hands it to Eva. "The kettle's on. Now, what can I do for you?"
Xiriatl: 
I remain standing for now.
Eva Roe: 
"Thank you." I take a few sips and peruse one of the tomes.
Gramzon: 
"We would like to know what you know about our recent weather."
Xiriatl: 
"First, a question. The books on those shelves -- may I ask if you acquired any of them from Leor in relatively recent times? It could assist in my divinations."
Sarachim: 
"Leor? Why would I have anything from Leor? Name one decent weather-mage from Leor."
Xiriatl: 
"Ah. Well, you see, Leor is suspected of being behind the recent dust storms. By the mayor, at least. You were not informed?"
Sarachim: 
"Well, no. I only advise. Politics are above my grade. Hells, planting is above my grade, even though some people are smart enough to take my advice about it anyway."
Xiriatl: 
"Hmm. Well, the fact that there are no weather-mages of note in Leor is interesting information in itself."
Leithra: 
"Well, could you tell us what you do know, or suspect, about the dust storms? Any theories on where they are from, or what is causing them?"
Sarachim: 
"Of course, I suppose it's possible Leor has some new hotshot. These things change so fast these days."
Sarachim: 
"Anyway, they're clearly magical. That's easy as corn."
"It could be some epic evocationist with too much time on his hands, or some kind of magical machine. That machine could be malfunctioning, or it could be working as designed."
Wybren: 
"You're certain, then. I don't suppose you know where approximately they originate, do you?"
Sarachim: 
"Well, they originate in the mountains, but the source wouldn't have to be there. The thing about weather is that it can start small in one place and not get big enough to notice until it's in another."
Wybren: 
"I see. Good to know."
Xiriatl: 
"And you cannot pinpoint the source of the magic which is causing them?"
Sarachim: 
"For instance, a bumbleebee flapping its wings in Eolith could cause a hurricane here! Amazing, eh? We weather-mages call that the bumblebee effect."
Wybren: 
(It's the Oracle! He's getting his butterflies to flap their wings!)
Eric: 
(Heh)
Wybren: 
(Wow, wasn't expecting to get sniped.)
Eva Roe: 
I take another sip of water. "Has anyone strange come through recently? Before the dust, that is."
Sarachim: 
"Not much. I noticed some odd cloud movements out at sea a month or so before, but that could easily be a coincidence."
Sarachim: 
"Probably a coincidence, in fact. Totally different weather stream."
Xiriatl: 
"Hmm. Unless, of course, the same agent is affecting weather in two different places, for some reason."
Gramzon: 
I sit quietly and listen.
Sarachim: 
"That could be, but why would anyone mess with the weather over an empty sea?"
Eric: 
"Practice."
Sarachim: 
"Then again, I don't know why anyone would mess with the weather here, so I guess I don't know much."
Wybren: 
"That, or perhaps sailors."
Sarachim: 
"Like I said, I leave decisions to others. I only advise."
You hear a sharp whistling noise from the kitchen. Pulig scurries out, and returns with your tea.
Xiriatl: 
"May I ask what your advice was in this case?"
I bow, accept a cup of tea, and begin to sip it thoughtfully.
Eric: 
I take a cup of tea.
Gramzon: 
I smile and accept a cup of tea.
Sarachim: 
"Well, the mayor's got good judgment about these things. Whatever I may say, you should follow her lead. I can only warn you that whoever did this is no novice. Be very, very careful, or he'll blow your head off." Pulig bursts into laughter at this pun.
Xiriatl: 
"We should hope, then, that these storms spring from accident rather than malice."
Eva Roe: 
I put the tome back and finish my water. "What are the odds of a two-week-long dust storm just happening?"
Sarachim: 
"Well, someone tampering with magic they don't understand could do it, if it was powerful enough. Of course, that person could be just as dangerous as someone doing it on purpose."
Wybren: 
"I'm guessing that one mistake early on could lead to weeks of bad weather. Bumblebee effect and all that. Is that about right, Pulig?"
Sarachim: 
"Yes, that's true. But even so, it would have to be a pretty big mistake to do all this."
Eric: 
"I hope whoever is behind this doesn't have eyes and ears in Riole, then."
Gramzon: 
"I do hope that it was a honest mistake."
Xiriatl: 
"On the other hand, why would anyone want a dust storm to blanket Riole?"
Leithra: 
"Perhaps the dust storm is just the first stage of a plan?"
Xiriatl: 
"It certainly seems like an ill-advised way to start a war, since the whole city is now on its guard."
Sarachim: 
"Well, speculation doesn't get you much water, you know. Unless you're a weather-mage!" Pulig laughs again.
Wybren: 
I look at Xiriatl. "It has caused all farming to grind to a halt."
Eva Roe: 
"It's also cut off from the rest of the island as well."
Wybren: 
"Among other things."
Xiriatl: 
"So the beginning of a kind of siege, then? Starve us, and never reveal themselves until we are ready to surrender?"
Wybren: 
"If there is a hostile motive, why fight when you can starve?"
Gramzon: 
"Maybe we should find out what is causing this horrible dust storm before we claim that others are invading?"
Xiriatl: 
"A slow plan, and a risky one if anybody finds out about it or devises a way to counter it. But I have no better speculations."
Sarachim: 
"Riole does depend on its farms. They're the source of our security. We can afford to be isolated because of them."
"How is the tea? I forgot the honey!" He runs into the kitchen again
Eva Roe: 
I pace anxiously.
Wybren: 
(About how much time until the Wind sails?)
Eva Roe: 
"You know, I was looking forward to heading out five minutes ago. But now, I'm finding I'd much rather stay put."
Eric : 
"If this is a war, the dust storms cut off any traveling by whoever is doing this as well. So that makes it a bit of an odd choice."
Sarachim: 
(You've still got an hour or so.)
Eva Roe: 
"But we don't know if the rest of the island's been hit as well."
Sarachim: 
You hear rummaging in the kitchen. "I know I've got honey around here somewhere!"
Xiriatl: 
I peek into the kitchen to see what he's doing, trying to be inconspicuous.
Gramzon: 
"We don't know if this is a war nor have any indications that it is one. You are rather quick to jump to conclusions I would think. We will know much more I hope by the end of this week. If not perhaps the week after that."
Leithra: 
"There are only so many logical conclusions to jump to. Plus, the mayor seems to think that Leor is to blame."
Sarachim: 
Pulig returns, carrying a small earthen jar of honey. "The dragonborn's got the right idea. Never jump to conclusions!"
Xiriatl: 
"Perhaps, then, we should simply go over what we know."
Gramzon: 
"Just a dash of honey thank you."
Sarachim: 
Pulig hands you the jar.
Wybren: 
"I'm certainly not convinced of anything, don't you worry."
Gramzon: 
I add the honey and return the jar.
Xiriatl: 
"The dust storms began two weeks ago. They are magical in origin, and seem to be coming from the mountains, but could be powered from elsewhere."
"Nobody in Riole, as far as we know, is aware of what is causing the dust storms."
Sarachim: 
Pulig nods at these statements.
Xiriatl: 
"Therefore, we assume that someone outside the city is responsible."
Xiriatl: 
"How large an area is affected by these storms? Assuming hostile intent for the moment, is it certain that we are the intended targets?"
Sarachim: 
"We don't know, because we can't travel."
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Sarachim: 
A calico cat suddenly appears at Eva's feet. It is the cutest you have ever seen.
Eva Roe:
I pet the cat.
Sarachim: 
It purrs.
Gramzon: 
I look surprised. Very surprised. 
Sarachim: 
Pulig looks a little put out, but doesn't say anything.
Wybren: 
I look startled as well.
Gramzon: 
"What would you advice us to do as we search for the origins of these storms Pulig?"
Sarachim: 
"Keep your eyes open for small anomalies. Bumblebees, if you will. And, like I said, beware the low-down caterpillar responsible for all this."
"Will you all stay for lunch? I'm sorry I can't tell you much about these storms, but I know a great deal about other weather-magic."
Eva Roe: 
"Well... is lunch within the hour?"
Wybren: 
"I'm afraid we have to catch our boat in an hour."
Eric: 
"...but caterpillars don't turn into bumblebees."
Sarachim: 
"Ah, that's too bad. Well, you're going to save us all, so I guess in the grand scheme it's good. Weather-magic's all about the grand scheme."
Xiriatl: 
"Perhaps another time, then. I hope we can be of service to Riole."
Wybren: 
"Thank you for the offer, though, and your confidence."
Sarachim: 
The cat creeps off into the kitchen. Pulig watches it carefully.
"If you'll excuse me, I think I left some fish out." He follows it.
Leithra: 
"I think we've taken enough of Pulig's time, unless anybody else has something to ask?"
Wybren: 
"I do not."
Eric: 
"Nor do I."
Xiriatl: 
"It seems unlikely that we can learn anything further here."
Wybren: 
"Shall we thank our host for his hospitality and leave, then? I know I have a few things to see to before I leave."
Eva Roe: 
I abruptly sit up.
Xiriatl: 
"That would be best. Thank you, Pulig." I finish my tea.
Sarachim: 
Pulig returns, carrying the cat. "You're very welcome. My time is cheap now that the weather never changes, and my tea is always free."
Eva Roe: 
"Thank you for your time."
Wybren: 
"Yes, thank you for all your help."
Gramzon: 
"It may be free but it is wonderful. Thank you."
Sarachim: 
"Here's your cat." He hands the cat to Eva.
"Now, move quickly through the door."
Eva Roe: 
I take the cat and stroke it.
Leithra: 
I smile and duck out into the street.
Gramzon: 
I leave also.
Eric: 
I hand back the empty tea cup and leave.
Eva Roe: 
I leave as well.
Sarachim: 
Outside, the wind has died down a little since you came in. It used to be absurd out here, but now it's merely unbearable.
Wybren: 
I exit the door, then turn to my companions. "I'm going to grab my belongings from my inn room, then buy some supplies. Meet you all at the ship."
Gramzon: 
"Someone said that they had something else to do here in town?"
"Would you like some company? I also need to pick up my pack from my brothers home."
Eric: 
"I don't have anything else I need to do here, so I will head for the ship."
Eva Roe: 
"As will I."
Xiriatl: 
"I am already prepared; I will join you."
Leithra: 
"I'm ready to go too"
Eva Roe: 
I head for the docks.
Eric: 
I follow Eva.
Gramzon: 
Seeing no response from Wybren I return to my brothers home to gather my pack.
Wybren: 
(Sorry Rowen, was AFK for a moment.)
Leithra: 
I leave with Eva and Eric. 
Sarachim: 
You reunite at the docks without incident. You can see the Serene Wind riding at anchor, and a boat tied up nearby. There are four dwarves sitting in it, looking miserable.
Wybren: 
(Assume Wybren left and couldn't hear Gramzon.)
Eva Roe: 
I approach the dwarves. "Hello."
Wybren: 
(Is there enough room for all of us in the rowboat?)
Sarachim: 
(Yes.)
Eric: 
"Are you waiting here for us?"
Sarachim: 
One of the dwarves, apparently some kind of officer, puts on a cheerful face. "Welcome! Climb in, and we'll row you out."
Eva Roe: 
I climb in, stroking the cat.
Eric: 
I climb into the boat.
Gramzon: 
I climb in.
Wybren: 
I smile, nod, and enter.
Xiriatl: 
I enter the boat also.
Leithra: 
"Eva, what is the deal with the cat?"
Oh, I also climb aboard.
Eva Roe: 
"It's fuzzy, and I was bored."
Sarachim: 
You get in, and the dwarves start rowing. It's a little slow with just the four of them, but the dust diminishes quickly as you get away from land.
Eva Roe: 
"Seemed like a winning combination."
Gramzon: 
I help row if I'm needed.
Sarachim: 
"My name's Ruos. I'm the sargeant of Marines. Normally I have a big welcoming speech, but today's not the day for it."
His voice rises and falls with the strokes of his oar, giving it an odd cadence.
Leithra: 
"Any particular reason? Or is it just the storms?"
Sarachim: 
"Just the storms. I guess you're used to them by now, if you can call them that."
Wybren: 
"Is it as bad in Hiana?"
Sarachim: 
"I hope not. Everything was fine when last we were there, but that was some time ago."
He taps his foot three times.
Eva Roe: 
I give him an odd look.
Sarachim: 
He doesn't seem to notice.
Xiriatl: 
"Have you heard any rumours about the origin of the storms?"
Sarachim: 
"I hadn't heard about them at all until I first saw them. None of us had. That was yesterday."
Eric: 
"Have you had any unusual weather on your trip?"
Sarachim: 
"Fair winds all the way. The captain said something about the clouds a while ago, but it didn't seem too important."
As he says this, you reach the Serene Wind. Some sailors come down, grab your packs, and hurry back up the side. Others roll down a rope ladder for you
Gramzon: 
"Everything is important to someone at some moment." I climb up once given permission to do so.
Wybren: 
I guesture for the others to go ahead first.
Eva Roe: 
I order the cat to attach itself to a pack as it gets grabbed up.
I then climb up the ladder.
Xiriatl: 
I climb up once the ladder is unoccupied.
Eric: 
I climb up.
Sarachim: 
The sailors seem very pleased with the cat. Several of them are petting it.
Eva Roe: 
(It's the critcalico!)
Wybren:
After the rest of my companions climb up, I follow.
Sarachim:
Captain Doburn is on deck, waiting for you. "Welcome aboard. Your quarters are below. Ruos can show you to them."
Xiriatl:
I look at the sailors and twitch an antenna. "I hope this ship does not have too much of a rat problem."
Sarachim:
"I'm afraid it's about to get busy up here, but once we're at sea I can give you the tour."
One of the sailors overhears Xiriatl. "It won't any more! We have a cat!"
Gramzon:
I nod at the Captain. "Thank you for providing this service of carrying us on your fine ship."
Sarachim:
"It's the least we can do. Riole has always welcomed our ships."
Gramzon:
"If there is anything that I might do to help on your ship as we travel please just ask."
Wybren:
"Well, we'll get out of your way, Captain. Let's head belowdecks."
Eva Roe:
"Very well. Let me know if any of my services are needed above deck..." I have the cat go mouse-hunting to stay out of the way, then follow Ruos down to the quarters.
Sarachim:
"That's considerate of you, but we have a full crew. Just stay out of the way when we ask."
Sarachim:
Ruos leads you below. You've been given three cabins, just barely large enough for yourselves and your packs.
Your packs are already here.
Xiriatl:
I look through my pack to make sure everything is intact, and try to stow it somewhere that it won't get bumped around too much.
Sarachim:
Fortunately, they open onto a common room that's much less cramped.
Wybren:
"So, who's bunking with whom?"
Leithra:
"I'll share with Eva."
Gramzon:
"It does not matter to me."
Eva Roe:
I nod at this. Then i rummage through my pack, take out a book, pen, and ink, and start writing.
Xiriatl:
"Nor to me. Shall we share a cabin, then, Gramzon?"
Sarachim:
As you talk, you hear drums beating overhead. Several sailors run past, and you hear pounding footsteps above.
Leithra:
"I've never been on a ship before. Should that be happening?"
Wybren:
(Did I see drums on the ship?)
Gramzon:
"So, I recognize Xiriatl back from Rioles but not the rest of you. Where are you all from if you don't mind my asking?"
Sarachim:
(You saw someone carrying one, yes.)
Gramzon:
"Sure, I'll share a cabin with you Xiriatle."
Wybren:
"They're probably rowing us out of the harbour, Leitha. The drums are for keeping the rowers at a steady pace."
(8: 46: 51 PM):   "Amazing what a little music can do."
Sarachim 8: 46 pm
(8: 46: 54 PM):   After a minute or so, the chaos above dies down, and you hear a noise like a chain grinding over metal.
Eric:
I turn to Wybren. "I suppose that leaves us for the third room."
Wybren:
"Sounds great." I pull a coin from my pocket. "Do you prefer the top or bottom bunk, or shall I flip for it?"
Sarachim:
 Soon, the roll of the deck under your feet intensifies. It feels like you're moving.
Eric: "I'll take the bottom bunk."
Wybren:
"Fine by me." I start moving my belongings into the cabin.
Eva Roe:
"I hail from the island of Tanan, Gramzon. Nice place, out of the way of the rest of the world."
I put my book, pen, and ink away.
Xiriatl:
"Tanan... named for the god Tanann, by any chance? Or a coincidence?"
Eva Roe:
"Indeed. It's said that the god spurred the volcano Tanalus to erupt, thereby creating the island."
Sarachim:
The cat enters the common room, carrying a dead rat.
Xiriatl:
"Ah." I search my memory. Am I familiar with that legend?
OnlineHost:
Xiriatl rolled 1 20-sided die: 10
Leithra:
"Oh look - supper."
Sarachim:
Yes, it's a common story about Tanann.
Xiriatl:
"Yes, I do recall something along those lines. I should visit there one day."
Gramzon:
I chuckle at the comment of the rat being supper.
Wybren:
Once I'm done packing, I take my cittern into the common room and check if it was damaged at all by the dwarf porters. "I'm from Ussen, by the way. Small farming isle, you probably haven't heard of it."
Gramzon"No I have not, but I haven't heard much of the other islands. What kind of farming do the people practice there?"
Leithra:
Whilst everybody is talking, I explore the common room.
Sarachim:
It is common in every sense of the word. Other cabins open off of it, and there's a long table down the center with many chairs. Part of the ceiling looks like it could be removed, like a skylight.
You all notice that the roll of the ship is still getting stronger. It's a little distracting now.
Wybren:
"Oh, lots of cattle, potatoes, stuff like that."
Sarachim:
Ruos enters the common room, and bows.
Wybren:
As the conversation dies down, I start tuning my cittern.
Xiriatl:
"Good day, Ruos." I bow in return.
Sarachim:
"The captain sends his compliments, and is sorry to ask that you remain below a while longer. We've run into some unexpected minor weather."
Gramzon:
I listen with interest but look up at Ruos when he enters.
Eva Roe:
I look up. "What kind of weather?"
Wybren:
"Ah, anything we can help out with?"
Xiriatl:
"At the moment, calm weather is the only weather we should not expect."
Sarachim:
As if to demonstrate his point, Ruos loses his balance as the ship rolls, and stumbles into the wall.
Eric:
"Hmm."
Sarachim:
"Oh, no, it's nothing like what you have back home. Quite simple for us, just uncomfortable."
He thinks for a moment, and lowers his voice. "I suppose you could poke your heads up for a quick look, as long as you don't get in the way."
Eva Roe:
I nod and stow the spellbook. "I think I'll do that... This has 'kraken redux' written all over it."
Gramzon:
"We will stay out the Captain and crews way then," I respond with a smile.
Wybren:
"Hmmm, what a lovely thought." I return to my room and pack up the cittern, then join Eva.
Gramzon:
"I really hope not," I look to Eva
Sarachim:
"Whichever you like. Follow me, if you're coming." Ruos turns and exits.
Gramzon:
I follow Ruos.
Leithra:
I follow.
Eva Roe:
I follow.
Eric:
I follow Ruos.
Xiriatl:
I might as well follow too, then.
Wybren:
I join the group as well.
Sarachim:
Ruos leads you on deck, and you stagger from the wind. It's not nearly as bad as back in Riole, but that's not saying much. The sailors you see on deck don't seem worried, but if this is what they call small, well, you hope not to see anything big.
Sarachim:
"See, nothing to worry about!"
Eva Roe:
"Why..." I mutter.
Wybren:
"Ahhh... right?"
Xiriatl:
I mutter the incantation for Detect Magic and look up at the sky. Do I sense anything unnatural about the weather?
OnlineHost:
Xiriatl rolled 1 20-sided die: 17
Sarachim:
". . . is something the matter? If you're seasick, please lean over the downwind side."
Eva Roe:
"This is the last straw... I swear to Tanann himself that I am finding or inventing a spell of flight, I swear it..."
Wybren:
I glance around and see if there's any sailor I can help out without getting in the way.
I also edge away from Eva, if she looks like she's going to sick up.
Eric:
"You wouldn't want to fly in this sort of weather either, though."
"Try teleportation. I hear it's useful."
Xiriatl:
"Hmm. Speaking of magic, I sense some magical traces... whether they are related to the current weather, I cannot say for sure. But I would advise you all to be cautious, and prepare for the worst."
Sarachim:
You don't see anything obvious you could do to help. There are sailors working at various tasks, but you don't really understand any of it.
". . . magic? Like, a magical storm?"
Xiriatl"As I say, I am unsure. But stay on your guard against the weather worsening."
"You mentioned something earlier about unusual cloud patterns, did you not?"
Sarachim:
"I see. Thank you for bringing this to my attention. Please return to your quarters while I inform the captain. And remember, downwind side."
He bows halfheartedly, and runs off, keeping one hand on a rope that stretches from bow to stern.
Eric:
"Good catch, Xiriatl."
Gramzon:
I turn and head back below deck as instructed. 
Eva Roe:
I return to my quarters, muttering darkly.
Xiriatl:
"We ought to see if we can meet the captain at some point." I head below deck as well.
Wybren:
"Well, let's do as the man says." I head belowdecks.
Eric:
I head back down.
Sarachim:
When you get back to your rooms, you notice that there's water coming into them through the hull. It's not much, but your belongings are wet.
Eva Roe:
"...never again."
Gramzon:
I snort at seeing the water.
Wybren:
"Gah!" I put my stuff on my bed, and make sure my crossbow and cittern are undamaged.
Eva Roe:
I grab up my pack and put it on my bed, making sure the books inside are relatively undamaged.
Xiriatl:
I click my mandibles in irritation. "Well, at least everything is in sealed vials, I suppose. But I will have to dry my tools off before I can do any further work."
Wybren:
"Say, Eric, trade you for top bunk?"
Sarachim:
They're undamaged, but your bed it wet too. The water's coming sideways, not from below.
Eva Roe:
Are the rooms filling at all, or is everything just getting wet?
Sarachim:
It starts and stops in time with the roll.
Just getting wet. It's not very much water, and it's not gathering anywhere you can see.
Gramzon:
I look around the cabins, commons and else where below deck for something to use to stop the leak.
Sarachim:
You look around a bit, and poke your head into a few other rooms. As you do, you notice that it's not a single leak. Water is coming through the seams in the wood.
Even so, it doesn't look like very much.
You also see some sailors are down here, not doing much. They must be off-duty.
Xiriatl:
"Hmm. I hope the bilge pumps are operational."
Eva Roe:
I approach a sailor. "Excuse me, is water entering the quarters normal, or is it something to be worried about?"
Leithra:
I walk up to another of the off-duty sailors, lean in to them, and whisper "swordfish".
Eric:
(Wybren:
I asked for the bottom bunk, didn't I?)
Gramzon:
I give up on finding something to use to stop the leak and speak to one of the sailors. "Is it common for water to seep into the ship through the wood as it is?"
Sarachim:
Eva's sailor, oddly enough, is a goblin. "Oh, yes, very worried. This is bad news."
Eva Roe:
"...Is there any way to fix it?"
Sarachim:
"Oh, there are lots of things we could do, but not without orders. Got to respect the chain of command."
"Until then, it's our watch below."
Leithra:
I turn to my comrades. "Honestly, it's only a bit of water. It won't kill any of you."
Xiriatl:
"A bit of water, no. But a lot of water..."
"I don't suppose anyone here knows any protective magic? It's not my forte, I'm afraid. I could make an oil that might work to seal the leaks, but that would take time, and I doubt I would have enough to cover the whole ship in any case."
Eva Roe:
"I've got something I can try... but it's not really suited to creating barriers, and runs the risk of punching a hole in the ship if done improperly.
Leithra:
I shake my head. "I'll try and find Ruos and let him know you've convinced yourself we're going to sink."
"Also, don't put a hole in the hull. That'd be bad."
Eric:
"Then no, Eva."
Sarachim:
The wind is still gaining strength. Even from down here, you can hear it whistling through the rigging.
Leithra:
I head above deck, and look for Ruos.
(or the captain, I s'pose)
Gramzon:
I follow Leitha above.
Eva Roe:
"...Okay, don't panic... don't need to panic..." I head above deck as well.
Xiriatl:
I follow the others above deck.
Eric:
I follow.
Wybren:
I move away from my items and trudge after the others. "Well, we're off to a fine start."
Wybren:
"Eva, how are you holding up?"
Sarachim:
It's definitely blowing harder up here. You need to hang on to keep from blowing away.
Eva Roe:
"I haven't set the ship on fire yet, if that's what you're asking!"
Sarachim:
You don't see Ruos, but the captain is at the wheel.
Leithra:
"I think telling him about a spot of water below is probably not going to concern him right now."
Wybren:
"What? No, no, it's just I thought I heard you... never mind."
Xiriatl:
"I think that is for him to decide."
"Captain, there is a leak below. A rather large one. Could you send somebody to round up the men down there and have them caulk it?"
Sarachim:
The captain is much too far away to hear you over the wind. He doesn't seem to have noticed you, or if he has he's not interested.
Eva Roe:
I keep ahold of... whatever's nearby to be held onto.
Xiriatl:
"Hmm. I don't want to chance walking across deck in this weather. Perhaps we should spur the sailors into action ourselves."
Sarachim:
There's a line running from bow to stern. It seems to exist solely to be held onto as you move.
Xiriatl:
I grab on to the line and walk closer to the captain.
Gramzon:
I look ahead at the bow of the ship to see it crashing through the waves.
Sarachim:
It is. It's quite dramatic.
Eva Roe:
I look at the weather above.
Sarachim:
It was fairly clear when you started, but the clouds are pretty dark now. It's about noon, but looks like dusk.
Wybren:
"Well, time to get to work." I look for the nearest sailor, watch him for a bit, then move closer and start chatting with him, trying to get his hopes up and focus him. (Inspiring Tale, Enchantment)
OnlineHost:
Wybren rolled 1 20-sided die: 10
Sarachim:
The sailor is quite busy, and doesn't need to be encouraged. He seems confident, in control, and unwilling to be distracted.
Eva Roe: I meander back below deck to see if more water is gathering.
Gramzon:
"I'll tell the Captain." I take ahold of the running line and move towards the Captain.
Sarachim:
Also, moving any distance requires a Strength roll, to hang onto the rope. So make one if you're doing that.
OnlineHost:
Gramzon rolled 1 20-sided die: 9
OnlineHost:
Xiriatl rolled 1 20-sided die: 17
Wybren:
(Me as well?)
OnlineHost:
Wybren rolled 1 20-sided die: 15
Wybren:
(That was for my earlier move.)
Leithra:
I wait a moment for Eva to make it below deck before sprinting after her, bursting into the common room.
Sarachim:
Gramzon and Xiriatl both make it to the wheel without incident. Doburn is staring resolutely forward.
OnlineHost:
Leithra rolled 1 20-sided die: 13
Xiriatl:
I try to get the captain's attention for the moment. "Captain! Did Ruos pass on the warning I gave him?"
Sarachim:
The captain shouts something you can't quite make out, but he's nodding.
Wybren:
Once I realize I'm not needed, I head back belowdecks. (Strength check.)
OnlineHost:
Wybren rolled 1 20-sided die: 1
Wybren:
(First blood!)
Gramzon:
"Captain! Water is seeping in through the hull of the ship below decks also!" I shout.
Sarachim:
Weybren manages to make it to the ladder, but falls just as he begins to climb down. He lands below, and takes 1 damage.
Sarachim:
The captain shouts another answer. When he realizes you can't hear him, he hands the wheel to a subordinate and motions for you to join him below.
Eric:
I climb down once Wybren gets out of the way.
Xiriatl:
I follow the captain, carefully holding on to the rope.
Wybren:
I stand up and brush myself off. "Oh, fantastic..." I limp towards the common room.
OnlineHost:
Xiriatl rolled 1 20-sided die: 11
Gramzon:
I follow as well.
OnlineHost:
Gramzon rolled 1 20-sided die: 3
Sarachim:
Gramzon nearly loses his hold, but you all make it below safely.
Sarachim:
Once below, the captain leads you into the common room. "I am sorry, I thought Ruos would explain this to you. This minor leaking is quite normal in a storm."
Leitha rejoins the group as the captain is speaking.
Xiriatl:
"The sailors seemed concerned. Although, now that I think of it, not concerned enough to do anything about it."
Leithra:
"The sailors are idiots."
Sarachim:
"Haha, don't take them too seriously. They enjoy scaring people who don't know any better."
Xiriatl:
"While I have you here... Ruos mentioned that there was something unusual about the clouds recently, and that you might know more."
Wybren:
I rub my ankle. "Oh yes, quite a good joke."
Gramzon:
"Sorry for my ignorance about sailing captain, I didn't know that leaks where normal in a storm." I look embarrassed. 
Sarachim:
"At any rate, if it keeps up we may have to get the pumps going soon, at which time you cou--" The captain is interrupted by an enormous C-C-CRACK.
Eva Roe:
"..."
Xiriatl:
"I don't suppose that was normal as well?"
Leithra:
"How about we stop talking and let the captain go and see which part of his ship he just lost?"
Sarachim:
The ship lurches violently, and everybody but the captain is thrown into a wall. He shouts something inaudible but obviously profane, and runs back on deck.
Xiriatl:
"I suppose our conversation will have to wait." I head above deck again, but stay close to the stairs.
Gramzon:
If the other crewmen bellow decks are rushing topside I get out of their way.
Sarachim:
They are. Everybody is.
Eva Roe:
"Son of a... If I get off this tub alive, I am never setting foot on a ship again." I head above deck as well.
Eric:
I head back up again.
Wybren:
I start to head up as well, but then change my mind. I do a quick check belowdecks, to see if we're taking in any more water. I stay out of the crew's way if I encounter anyone.
Sarachim:
When you return to the deck, you notice several things.
First, the ship's mainmast is broken about halfway up. The wreckage is strewn about the deck, and part of it is on fire.
Gramzon:
(Fire?)
Wybren:
(Lightning, I assume.)
Eva Roe:
(Lightning hit)
Sarachim:
(Yes, fire. You're familiar with fire, I assume.)
Xiriatl:
"Fire! Was the mast struck by lightning?" Did we hear thunder along with the crack? Was it possible to tell?
Sarachim:
Second, you see several things that look like giant snakes at first glance. After a moment, you realize they're tentacles, and they're gripping the ship.
Gramzon:
(Yeah, but I've never been on a ship in a storm that was on fire. Gramzon is now scared $%#less.)
Sarachim:
A group of sailors are cutting desperate at the ropes around the mainmast, while a group of dwarves in orange cloaks are stabbing at the tentacles with spears. Ruos is directing the latter, sort of.
Xiriatl:
"Hmm. This seems bad. One moment, please." I run below deck to fetch my sling and belt pouch.
Sarachim:
In the chaos, nobody else has noticed you yet.
Eric:
I grab the rope and make my way over to the dwarves fighting the tentacles.
Strength: 
OnlineHost:
Eric rolled 1 20-sided die: 17
Eva Roe:
How far away are the tentacles?
Gramzon:
My eyes get extremely large at the sight and I let out a loud bellow before running to my cabin to retrieve my spear.
Sarachim:
You make it easily. The tentacles are all coming over the port bow.
Leithra:
I run over to another of the tentacles
OnlineHost:
Leithra rolled 1 20-sided die: 19
Sarachim:
Leitha succeeds as well.
They're toward the bow, while your group (except the people who moved) are amidships. It's about 40 feet.
Eric:
I examine the tentacles for their weakest point. (Perception)
OnlineHost:
Eric rolled 1 20-sided die: 15
Gramzon:
Once back top side I use to rope to move to the tentacles. with the others.
OnlineHost:
Gramzon rolled 1 20-sided die: 16
Eva Roe:
I cast Repulsive Aura on myself, before moving closer to the tentacles.
Xiriatl:
Once I'm back up with my sling, I try to judge whether I have a clear shot at the tentacles from this distance or whether I'll have to move closer.
Eva Roe:
Spell: 
OnlineHost:
Eva Roe rolled 1 20-sided die: 1
Wybren:
Do I notce Xiriatl or Gramzon heading belowdecks to grab their weapons? (Perception)
OnlineHost:
Wybren rolled 1 20-sided die: 4
Eva Roe:
(I think I'll hold off on moving for the moment.)
Gramzon:
(Should I pretend that I never read that?)
Sarachim:
Eva manages to repulse herself, right into one of the ballistae lining the ship's sides. She takes 1 damage, and loses hold of the rope.
Sarachim:
Dinti: Yes, you noticed.
Wybren:
I grab my crossbow and head up the stairs as well.
Sarachim:
Xiriatl:
You're close enough to shoot, but in this wind you might hit a marine by accident.
Eva Roe:
I try to get ahold of the rope again.
Eric:
"Leitha, Gramzon, aim for the gaps between the scales if you can."
OnlineHost:
Eva Roe rolled 1 20-sided die: 7
Eric:
I bring my halberd down on the nearest tentacle.
OnlineHost:
Eric rolled 1 20-sided die: 10
Xiriatl:
I brace myself as best I can and sling a stone toward one of the tentacles that isn't too close to a marine.
OnlineHost:
Xiriatl rolled 1 20-sided die: 12
Sarachim:
Eva stumbles again, unable to control her movements. (1 Strength seem smart now? : P)
Eva Roe:
(Heh)
Wybren:
"Worst weather ever for this weapon..." Once I get to the top of the stairs (and out of Xiriatl's way), I load and fire my crossbow at a tentacle.
Sarachim:
Eric stabs a tentacle successfully. It bleeds green.
Leithra:
I nod at Eric, and bring my daggers down on the the nearest tentacle.
OnlineHost:
Leithra rolled 1 20-sided die: 1
Eva Roe:
(...)
Eva Roe:
(It's like the Floating Fortress all over again...)
Sarachim:
Xiriatl also hits.
Wybren:
(Preferably one not near a marine.)
(Martial - Crossbow: )
OnlineHost: Wybren rolled 1 20-sided die: 18
Sarachim:
Unfortunately, Leitha also loses her hold, and goes tumbling toward the bow. 1 damage.
Wybren:
(Should we be doing turn order for this, or can you manage, Sarachim?)
Sarachim:
Wybren hits the same tentacle that Eric did, and it pulls back.
(I can manage. Just nobody take two actions in a row.)
Gramzon:
Hearing Eric yelling I look over at him and also see Eva struggling and rush to help her. (Strength)
OnlineHost:
Gramzon rolled 1 20-sided die: 10
Sarachim:
One tentacle lashes out at Eric, and hits for one damage. Another grabs and restrains Leitha. The other three are busy with the marines.
Sarachim:
Okay, go.
Eric:
I find another tentacle and swing again.
OnlineHost:
Eric rolled 1 20-sided die: 9
Sarachim:
Oh, almost forgot. With Gramzon's help, Eva gets back on the rope.
Eva Roe:
(Yay!)
Leithra:
I bring my daggers down on the tentacle holding me.
OnlineHost:
Leithra rolled 1 20-sided die: 6
Xiriatl:
Okay, I'm aiming at the tentacle restraining Leitha. Do I get to reroll? : P
Sarachim:
Sure.
OnlineHost:
Xiriatl rolled 1 20-sided die: 20
Xiriatl:
wooo
Wybren:
(It's probably too windy for me to start a Battlesong, right? Oh, and WOOO!)
Sarachim:
Eric hits again, but Leitha can't get her arms free to stab.
Luckily for her, Xiriatl strikes true, and that tentacle lets go and disappears below the water. You think you hear a deep, inhuman wail.
Sarachim: (You could try a song, but you'd be hard to hear.)
Eva Roe:
I fire Ball Lightning at Eric's tentacle. And this time, I'm not moving on the rope.
OnlineHost:
Eva Roe rolled 1 20-sided die: 13
Wybren:
(Well, Slingman would hear it, and he's a combat machine, so I'll spend a turn to start one.)
Leithra:
(must...not...be...immature)
Gramzon:
With the running line on deck in one hand and my spear in the other I move back to the others to join the fight. (Strength) 
OnlineHost:
Gramzon rolled 1 20-sided die: 1
Xiriatl:
(I love how having 3 points in Martial makes me a combat machine in this party.)
Gramzon:
(Oh.)
Sarachim:
Miraculously, Eva's lightning misses the marines and the ship itself, and strikes true. Another tentacle pulls back, as a second is driven off by the marines.
Wybren:
I draw a deep breath, then burst into what I hope to be an inspiring song at the top of my lungs. (Battlesong - Enchantment)
OnlineHost:
Wybren rolled 1 20-sided die: 7
Wybren:
(No, you just roll twenties. And that means your digital dice are hot.)
Sarachim:
Gramzon loses his hold, and goes flying across the deck, taking 1 damage and losing control of his movements.
Wybren can't be sure, but it seems like nobody can hear him over the wind.
Perception checks, please.
OnlineHost:
Eric rolled 1 20-sided die: 2
Eva Roe rolled 1 20-sided die: 10
Wybren rolled 1 20-sided die: 16
Xiriatl rolled 1 20-sided die: 18
Eva Roe:
(Can I take ten? : -P )
OnlineHost:
Leithra rolled 1 20-sided die: 4
Sarachim:
Kraken's turn: 
OnlineHost: Gramzon rolled 1 20-sided die: 9
Sarachim:
One of them lashes out at Gramzon as he flies by, for 3 damage. Another swings itself at Eric, but misses.
Xiriatl:
I move closer to the mast along the rope and start shouting to anyone who can hear. "Water! Does anyone have water? Or a blanket? Or something to put out a fire?"
OnlineHost:
Xiriatl rolled 1 20-sided die: 19
Eric:
"Fire?" I look around.
Sarachim:
Ruos hears Xiriatl's shouting, looks up, and sees the fire growing. He disengages from the kraken and runs toward the wreckage.
Eva Roe:
I use Telekinesis to pull Gramzon back to the rope.
OnlineHost:
Eva Roe rolled 1 20-sided die: 10
Sarachim:
Under his direction, sailors start assembling one of the pumps. It's slow going in this wind, though.
Leithra:
I, despite my ineptitude, move to stab another tentacle with my daggers.
Xiriatl:
Do I still have time this turn to take a shot as well?
OnlineHost:
Leithra rolled 1 20-sided die: 6
Sarachim:
With Eva's help, Gramzon gets back to the rope, but it takes his entire turn.
Wybren:
As Xiriatl moves out, I turn around and head back down the stairs, looking for a bucket, or some blankets I can soak barring that.
Sarachim:
Xiriatl:
Yes.
Xiriatl:
I aim at the largest tentacle I have a reasonably clear shot at.
OnlineHost:
Xiriatl rolled 1 20-sided die: 9
Gramzon:
Once I take a hold of the rope I give Eva a large toothy grin as thanks.
Sarachim:
Xiriatl misses.
Eric:
 I leave the fire to the others and try to drive off another tentacle.
OnlineHost:
Eric rolled 1 20-sided die: 12
Eva Roe:
"Don't grin till we're out of this, big guy..."
Sarachim:
Leitha misses, too.
Eric doesn't. He hits another tentacle. It shudders, but keeps squeezing the ship.
The marines drive off the next-to-last tentacle. The last one swings itself at them, and knocks three flat on the deck.
Meanwhile, Ruos has almost got the pump going. The fire is still spreading.
Sarachim:
Wybren returns to the deck, carrying a wet blanket.
Wybren:
(Woo! I'm participating!)
Sarachim:
Perception checks again, please.
OnlineHost:
Wybren rolled 1 20-sided die: 3
Leithra rolled 1 20-sided die: 8
Eric rolled 1 20-sided die: 7
Eva Roe rolled 1 20-sided die: 18
Xiriatl rolled 1 20-sided die: 8
Gramzon rolled 1 20-sided die: 11
Sarachim:
Okay, party turn.
Xiriatl:
I edge along the rope, closer to the last tentacle, and lob a stone at a high angle, trying to aim over the heads of the marines fighting it.
(Strength check to move along the rope)
Leithra:
I attack the last tentacle, spending a stamina.
OnlineHost:
Xiriatl rolled 1 20-sided die: 5
Leithra rolled 1 20-sided die: 18
Xiriatl:
(Martial check to sling the stone)
OnlineHost:
Xiriatl rolled 1 20-sided die: 2
Xiriatl:
(Well, there goes my run of luck.)
Sarachim:
Xiriatl is unable to move against the wind, and his stone just barely misses hitting a marine in the back of the head.
Eva Roe:
 "GRAMZON! The sails! They're under too much strain!"
Sarachim:
Leitha, however, strikes true. She leaves two long wounds in the last tentacle.
Eric:
But not enough to drive it off?
Gramzon:
"What should I do then Eva?"
Sarachim:
Nope.
Eric:
I bring my halberd down on it.
OnlineHost:
Eric rolled 1 20-sided die: 19
Wybren:
I head towards the fire, and try throw on the blanket where it'll do the most good. (Strength to move.) Then I'll see if I can help Ruos with that pump.
OnlineHost:
Wybren rolled 1 20-sided die: 19
Sarachim:
Eric practically slices the tentacle in half. You hear another wail from below the water, and the ship lurches again as the kraken lets go.
Eva Roe:
"I don't know! I'm a healer, not a shipwright! Can't you... hoist the sails? Or furl them? Or something?"
Sarachim:
Wybren manages to stamp out some of the fire, and finds that the pump is nearly ready to go. It's driven by a wheel whose face is parallel to the deck, with bars sticking out to hold onto. Maybe people could turn it at once.
ephesossh:
(Go ahead, say it. You're not a doctor. : P)
mageantonius:
(She cannae take much more, cap'n!)
Sarachim:
Eva Roe, Rowen?
Gramzon:
I do my best at furling the sails. (Strength?)
OnlineHost:
Gramzon rolled 1 20-sided die: 20
Gramzon:
(Next roll I'll show everyone how to fly. : P )
Sarachim:
Miraculously, Gramzon selects the correct rope to pull, and manages to pull it single-handed. The sail rises about halfway before the rope breaks under the strain.
Eva Roe:
I make my way to the pump.
OnlineHost: Eva Roe rolled 1 20-sided die: 3
Sarachim:
The sail on the foremast, anyway. The one of the mizzenmast is still in place.
Eva Roe:
(...knew I should have just stayed put)
Sarachim:
Eva loses her hold again, and falls (1 damage). She manages to regain her hold before it gets any worse.
Gramzon:
(If the rope broke does that meant that sail come unfurled one more? I am clueless about sailing.)
Eva Roe:
(No, it seems to have stayed put)
Sarachim:
The pump begins to operate, and sprays a jet of water onto the fire. It's still growing, though.
You all hear an ominous creaking from both masts.
More perception checks, if you please.
OnlineHost:
Eric rolled 1 20-sided die: 8
Gramzon rolled 1 20-sided die: 8
Wybren rolled 1 20-sided die: 8
Xiriatl rolled 1 20-sided die: 8
Leithra rolled 1 20-sided die: 1
Eva Roe rolled 1 20-sided die: 8
Eva Roe:
...
Xiriatl:
(welp)
ephesossh:
(...wow)
Eva Roe:
(WHAT. THE. HECK?)
Gramzon:
(Ha)
Sarachim:
Leitha realizes that the squid is still here.
Wybren:
(Nikki! Way to buck the trend!)
Leithra : (I try my best : p)
Sarachim:
(Rowen, it's still half-furled, but you can't furl it any more from the deck.)
Gramzon:
(Oh, okay.)
Leithra:
 "The squid! It's still here!"
Eric: I make my way towards the mizzenmast.
OnlineHost:
Eric rolled 1 20-sided die: 14
Sarachim:
Eric succeeds in moving. The captain is back here, still gesturing toward the sails as best he can without letting go of the wheel.
Wybren:
Trusting the party fighters to mop up the kraken, I move to the pump and help Ruos with turning it. (Strength)
OnlineHost:
Wybren rolled 1 20-sided die: 3
Eva Roe:
At this point, I'm just hanging on for dear life and not budging an inch. Unless something comes to my attention that I can actually do WITHOUT budging an inch.
Sarachim:
(The kraken is gone. That was a joke.)
(Because Nikki critfailed his perception check, you see.)
Wybren:
(Ah, I thought there was still one tentacle left.)
Xiriatl:
I move along the rope toward the pump and try to help out as best I can.
OnlineHost:
Xiriatl rolled 1 20-sided die: 18
Wybren : (Must have missed the final one being defeated.)
(I thought the critfail was "Seeing the obvious.")
Eric:
I try to furl the sail. (Strength?)
Sarachim:
Xiriatl throws his weight into the pump. He's not very strong, but it turns a little faster.
Eric:
(Or something more like artifice?)
Sarachim:
(Figuring out how is artifice, doing it is strength.)
Eric:
Artifice: 
OnlineHost:
Eric rolled 1 20-sided die: 10
Eric:
Strength: 
OnlineHost:
Eric rolled 1 20-sided die: 1
Eva Roe:
(...)
Leithra:
I move over to the mizzenmast to help Eric
(Moving: )
OnlineHost:
Leithra rolled 1 20-sided die: 2
Leithra:
(bloody hell)
Sarachim:
Eric thinks he's worked out how to get the sail down, but then he loses his hold. He stumbles into the captain, who, as you may recall, was steering. Emphasis "was."
Sarachim:
The ship turns slowly to port, and becomes unsteady as it starts to take the wind on its side.
Eva Roe:
(This just gets better and better!)
Sarachim:
Leitha is unable to move.
Eva Roe:
Hmm...
mageantonius:
(Kurex berates you for your incompetency!)
Xiriatl:
"I suddenly wish I had prepared some Featherfall Brew. It might help me float."
Sarachim:
(Now that combat's over we're no longer acting in rounds, so go crazy. : P)
Leithra:
I try to move again, over to the mast
OnlineHost:
Leithra rolled 1 20-sided die: 4
Wybren:
I continue 'helping' with the pump.
Gramzon:
I move to mizzenmast and try pick the Captain up and get him back to the helm. (Strength) 
OnlineHost:
Gramzon rolled 1 20-sided die: 7
Wybren:
Strength: 
OnlineHost:
Wybren rolled 1 20-sided die: 2
Xiriatl:
Which mast has the fewest people working on it right now? I move over to that one and try to help.
OnlineHost:
Xiriatl rolled 1 20-sided die: 6
Eric:
I pick myself up.
OnlineHost:
Eric rolled 1 20-sided die: 15
Wybren:
(This is why I put 'helping' in quotes. Useless bard is useless.)
Eric:
Then I resume working on the mizzenmast.
OnlineHost:
Eric rolled 1 20-sided die: 9
Eva Roe:
I cast telekinesis on the wheel to try and get the ship back under control again.
OnlineHost:
Eva Roe rolled 1 20-sided die: 4
Eva Roe:
(Gah)
Sarachim:
Leitha fails to move again. Gramzon makes it to the captain, but hasn't made it back to the wheel yet. Wybren manages not to trip anybody else working at the pump, which is all you can say in his favor.
The foremast seems to have the fewest people, but Xiriatl makes no progress toward it. Eric hauls on a rope near the mizzenmast, and gets the sail partway up.
Perception, please.
OnlineHost:
Leithra rolled 1 20-sided die: 3
Wybren rolled 1 20-sided die: 19
Gramzon rolled 1 20-sided die: 9
Eva Roe rolled 1 20-sided die: 20
Eric rolled 1 20-sided die: 20
Eva Roe:
(...Now, if I could just roll this well on something I actually have as a skill...)
OnlineHost:
Xiriatl rolled 1 20-sided die: 7
Gramzon:
(Does anyone have any points in perception?)
Leithra:
(I have 1)
Xiriatl:
(I was thinking of putting some in but then I decided I didn't have the points to spare.)
Wybren:
(Me as well.)
(1 point).
Eva Roe:
I scream, "I HATE THIS SHIP!!!"
Eric:
(I have 2)
"Captain, I think there is land ahead!"
Eric:
"And we're probably taking on water too!"
Wybren:
I continue 'helping' with the pump, and I yell at Ruos (if he's still there): "I think we're taking in water! Should you send someone down?"
Eva Roe:
"On a related note, WE'RE SINKING!"
Wybren:
Strength: 
OnlineHost:
Wybren rolled 1 20-sided die: 19
Eric:
I haul on the sail again.
OnlineHost:
Eric rolled 1 20-sided die: 20
Eric:
(Sheesh.)
Sarachim : Captain: "It doesn't matter! We have no choice of direction!" He gets back to the wheel, and returns the ship to its original course.
Sarachim:
Wybren turns the pump mightily, checking the fire's progress. Eric manages to get the mizzensail furled, and the ship slows down perceptibly.
Gramzon:
Is the Captain at the helm once more?
Xiriatl:
Is the foresail still half-unfurled?
Sarachim:
Yes, and yes.
Xiriatl:
I keep heading for the foremast. Once I reach it I try to climb up it and reach the sail.
OnlineHost:
Xiriatl rolled 1 20-sided die: 6
Eva Roe:
I make a run belowdeck to see what the damage is.
(Roll?)
Sarachim:
You make it to the base of the mast, but no further.
No roll needed, Eva.
Leithra:
I try to get to the foremast with the intention of climbing too.
OnlineHost:
Leithra rolled 1 20-sided die: 8
Gramzon:
I move along the running line and head below deck to see what I can't do about the "sinking." (Strength to move.)
OnlineHost:
Gramzon rolled 1 20-sided die: 17
Xiriatl:
Is there a ladder or something leading up the mast? Does it look stable?
Eric : I move to join Wybren at the pump.
OnlineHost:
Eric rolled 1 20-sided die: 13
Sarachim:
There's a rope ladder. It's swaying a lot. The mast itself seems solid, as far as you can tell.
Leitha also makes it to the foremast, and Eric successfully helps turn the pump.
Wybren:
I continue pumping away. (Strength)
Xiriatl:
I gesture to Leitha. "Ladies first?"
OnlineHost:
Wybren rolled 1 20-sided die: 9
Sarachim:
Between Eric, Weybren, and the marines helping them, the fire is definitely shrinking.
Leithra:
"Haha, how little you know me!" 
I try to climb the ladder.
OnlineHost:
Leithra rolled 1 20-sided die: 5
Leithra:
No, recind that. I try to roll higher than a 10: 
OnlineHost : Leithra rolled 1 20-sided die: 7
Leithra:
Gah!
Sarachim:
Haha.
Leitha fails to make it past the first step.
Xiriatl:
I roll my eyes and head back to the pump to see what I can do there.
OnlineHost:
Xiriatl rolled 1 20-sided die: 11
Eva Roe rolled 1 20-sided die: 2 (Perception)
Sarachim:
The sailors have managed to get a second pump going. It is throwing water over the side.
Xiriatl makes it to the pump, and helps turn it.
(I was imagining two ladders, one on each side, but failed to clarify that.)
Eva returns from below.
Eva Roe:
I make my way over to the captain.
OnlineHost:
Eva Roe rolled 1 20-sided die: 11
Sarachim:
 Eva makes her way to the captain successfully.
You all notice that Ruos and his men are untying one of the ballistae.
Eric:
I continue to turn the pump.
OnlineHost : Eric rolled 1 20-sided die: 14
Gramzon rolled 1 20-sided die: 10 (Perception)
Eva Roe:
"Captain... the lowest deck is... *gasp* ...almost entirely flooded."
Xiriatl:
I move over to Ruos. "Shedding excess weight, are you?" I try to help untie things and toss various unimportant loose objects off the side.
OnlineHost:
Xiriatl rolled 1 20-sided die: 14
Sarachim : The pump keeps turning. The fire is out, and some of the sailors set about redirecting the pump's flow over the side.
Wybren:
I assume I don't hear Eva talk to the captain.) I continue aiding the others with the pump. (Strength)
OnlineHost:
Wybren rolled 1 20-sided die: 17
Sarachim:
Doburn, to Eva: "I know. We need to lighten the ship!"
Leithra:
I *WILL* make it up this ladder!
OnlineHost:
Leithra rolled 1 20-sided die: 11
Sarachim:
Leitha does, in fact, make it up the ladder, and is right above the sail.
Eric:
(We're pumping water out of the belowdecks now, right?)
Sarachim:
Weybren helps with the pump successfully.
OnlineHost:
Gramzon rolled 1 20-sided die: 4
Sarachim:
Eric, too.
With Xiriatl's help, the marines get one ballista over the side, and move on to the next.
Eva Roe : I telekinetically try to untie and help with the ballista the marines are working on next.
Sarachim:
Perception checks again, please.
Eva Roe rolled 1 20-sided die: 3
Eva Roe rolled 1 20-sided die: 14
Eric rolled 1 20-sided die: 13
Leithra rolled 1 20-sided die: 1
Eva Roe:
 ...
OnlineHost:
Wybren rolled 1 20-sided die: 11
Leithra:
(oh, come on!)
OnlineHost:
Xiriatl rolled 1 20-sided die: 2
Eva Roe:
That's the second fumbled spot check for Leitha.
Sarachim:
Leitha is SURE that the squid is still here. The rest of you, however, see that you're going to run aground in about five minutes.
Gramzon:
(And now my roll for being below deck.)
OnlineHost:
Gramzon rolled 1 20-sided die: 10 (Perception)
Xiriatl:
I run below deck as fast as I safely can and try to retrieve my pack.
OnlineHost:
Xiriatl rolled 1 20-sided die: 17
Eric:
"Can you get mine too, please?"
Sarachim:
Xiriatl succeeds.
Eva Roe:
I think I have my pack with me...
Do I?
Sarachim:
He's gone before he can hear Eric, though.
Wybren:
Oblivious to what Eva told the captain, I head belowdecks to grab my cittern and other items.
Wybren:
(Strength check?)
Sarachim:
(Ugh, let me look at the log and see if you ever dropped it.)
(Yes, Strength check.)
OnlineHost:
Wybren rolled 1 20-sided die: 10
Sarachim:
Weybren retrieves his stuff successfully.
Eric:
I retrieve my pack too.
OnlineHost:
Eric rolled 1 20-sided die: 17
Sarachim:
Success.
Leithra:
I cut the ropes holding the sail up with one of my daggers.
OnlineHost:
Leithra rolled 1 20-sided die: 10
Gramzon:
"Whats going on up there?" I call out to anyone in the party I see below deck.
Sarachim:
(Eva Roe, you left your pack on your bed.)
Eva Roe:
(Crap)
Wybren:
"We're making landfall!"
Eva Roe:
I go for my pack.
OnlineHost:
Eva Roe rolled 1 20-sided die: 16
Gramzon:
"Already?"
Sarachim:
Leitha cuts through one rope, but there are three more.
Eva retrieves her pack.
Roll Strength to stay on the mast.
Eric:
"Get your stuff and be ready to go."
OnlineHost:
Leithra rolled 1 20-sided die: 8
Wybren:
"It's an unscheduled stop, I'm afraid."
Sarachim:
You stay on, barely.
Xiriatl:
Once my pack is secured, I head back above deck and hold on to something sturdy.
Leithra:
(its okay, im gonna start rolling 20s any moment now)
Gramzon:
I gather my gear and go above deck wondering why we are making landfall so soon.
Sarachim:
When you get back on deck, you see that the sailors have begun lowering boats over the side and filling them with stuff.
Sarachim:
As Gramzon comes up on deck, he sees why we're making landfall so soon.
(Nobody's grabbed Leitha's, have they?)
Eric : (I got mine already.)
Leithra:
(I dont really have one - you've seen my inventory : p)
Sarachim:
(Good point.)
Eva Roe:
I head back above deck.
Xiriatl:
I look for a lifeboat that seems to have enough free space in it for me.
Eva Roe:
Also, if my cat's still around, I order it into a lifeboat.
Sarachim:
There is one boat that nobody is attending to, which would fit six.
Eva Roe:
I head for that boat.
Xiriatl:
I wave over to it and head for it. "Everybody into the boat!"
Sarachim:
Your cat reappears, and follows at your heels. This cat has nerves of steel.
OnlineHost:
Gramzon rolled 1 20-sided die: 1 (Religion)
Sarachim:
Lightning strikes ominously in the distance.
Wybren:
Once I get topside, I head towards the boat that the rest of the group is at. (Strength to move: )
OnlineHost:
Wybren rolled 1 20-sided die: 4
Xiriatl rolled 1 20-sided die: 3
Xiriatl:
(we're, uh, not so good at this moving thing)
Sarachim:
Weybren takes a while, but makes it to the boat. Xiriatl takes even more, but he makes it, too.
Eva Roe: 
Is the boat still on the deck, or is it in the water?
Wybren:
(Crap, I knew I should have put points into Profession (Hiker)!)
Sarachim:
(It's on deck, but ready to be lowered)
Gramzon:
I open my eyes and help the others in the party move to the boat.
OnlineHost:
Gramzon rolled 1 20-sided die: 15
Leithra:
I notice everybody making for the boat, grab hold of one of the intact ropes tightly, and use it to try and swing over to them. I'll spend a stamina point to make it even more dramatic and awesome (and less likely to fail).
OnlineHost:
Leithra rolled 1 20-sided die: 7
Leithra:
(I try. I really do.)
Eva Roe:
I climb into the boat, scooping up the cat whilst doing so.
OnlineHost:
Eva Roe rolled 1 20-sided die: 8
Eric:
I head towards the lifeboat.
OnlineHost:
Eric rolled 1 20-sided die: 9
Sarachim:
Leitha's plan works, technically, in that she is now on the deck near the boat. 1 damage.
Eric reaches the lifeboat easily.
Leithra:
"I am still calling that a victory, and if any of you say otherwise, you're going to be very unpleasantly injured." I shout out, before moving the rest of the way to the lifeboat.
OnlineHost:
Leithra rolled 1 20-sided die: 11
Xiriatl:
"Is everyone accounted for now?"
Sarachim:
You're all at the boat now. Some of the others are pulling away from the ship.
Eva Roe:
(That'll depend on the result of my strength check)
Eva Roe:
(Oh. I guess I am)
Wybren:
"I think so... let's follow our good Captain!"
Sarachim:
You look around, and see the captain's boat is already far away. Some captain.
Gramzon:
I take and oar and get ready to cast off.
Xiriatl:
I start working on lowering and releasing the boat.
OnlineHost:
Xiriatl rolled 1 20-sided die: 12
Sarachim:
Xiriatl manages to lower the boat partway to the water.
Leithra:
I assist.
OnlineHost:
Leithra rolled 1 20-sided die: 8
Sarachim:
The water helps by rising toward the boar.
Gramzon: "Eric, grab the another oar. Looks like you have some meat on those bones that you can use," I call out with a grin.
Eva Roe:
(Boar? Oh crap! : -P )
Sarachim:
(Quiet, you. : P)
Gramzon:
(Can pigs swim?)
Sarachim:
With Leitha's help, the boat reaches the water. You have oars, and are ready to go.
Xiriatl:
"I never did get a chance to ask about those clouds..."
Wybren:
Presumably there are only two oars on the boat, so I keep a watch out for the kraken. Leitha did say it was still around...
Sarachim:
There are four, actually.
Wybren:
Oh, then I help row. (Strength)
OnlineHost:
Wybren rolled 1 20-sided die: 18
Sarachim:
Everyone who's rowing, give me a Strength roll.
OnlineHost:
Eric rolled 1 20-sided die: 17
Gramzon:
I start rowing in time with the other oars once they are manned
OnlineHost:
Gramzon rolled 1 20-sided die: 18
Eva Roe:
I use telekinesis to give the boat a little extra thrust.
OnlineHost:
Eva Roe rolled 1 20-sided die: 8
Gramzon:
"Someone get on that last oar will ya?"
Leithra:
"Got it!"
Xiriatl:
I look expectantly at Leitha.
OnlineHost:
Leithra rolled 1 20-sided die: 12
Eric:
(Yeah, we want her rowing and not on lookout duty.: P )
Leithra:
"Whatever happened to being a gentleman, Xir?" I ask, smirking.
Sarachim:
The five of you manage to propel the boat through the surf without disaster.
Xiriatl:
"Well, that could have turned out better, but at least we survived. Any serious injuries?"
Eva Roe:
"I've got an idea... Next time, let's walk."
Sarachim:
The other boats are far ahead and off to the left, but at least you don't drown. You run ashore on a sandy beach, with the wind still howling behind you.
End session.

