Sarachim:
Anyway, if you're both set, we can go.
Wybren:
"Boy, I hope the party isn't stupid enough to shoot themselves out of a ballista or something."
Eric
Ready.
Wybren:
I'm ready.
Sarachim:
The lacewing's spell sends you flying, well, you don't know how far. When you hit the muddy 
ground, things get blurry for a while. When you regain your sense, you can't tell how long you 
were dazed.
Eric
I check myself over to see if I still have all my gear and make sure I'm not hurt.
Probably not in that order. :P
Sarachim:
You've got all your stuff. Apart from the bump on the head you got when you tripped earlier, you're 
unhurt.
Wybren:
"Ooph." I slowly stand up and brush mud off my clothes. "Hello? Anyone still out there?"
Sarachim:
You're in a moderately dense bit of swamp that looks remarkably like every other bit of swamp 
you've seen so far. The low, scraggly trees obscure your view, but you can still hear fighting in 
every direction.
Nobody answers Wybren.
Wybren:
I check to make sure my crossbow is still loaded, then look around for signs of the others. 
(Perception?)
(Am I with Eric right now?)
(Just double-checking.)
Sarachim:
You lost the bolt you were about to fire, but you've got everything else.
You and Eric landed about 30 feet apart, but you can't see any sign of the others.
Eric
Is the fighting close or far away?
Sarachim:
Roll perception for that.
OnlineHost:
Dikiyoba rolled 1 20-sided die:  2
Wybren:
(Me as well?)
Sarachim:
If you want.
OnlineHost:
dintiradan rolled 1 20-sided die:  12
Sarachim:
It varies. Some of it's clearly within a half-mile or so, some much further.
Wybren:
I look at Eric. "Head back to the camps, or to the fighting?"
"Chances are good that the others are where the fighting is, but I'd rather not risk fighting a group 
just the two of us."
Eric
"I don't know where the camps are, and I suspect we'll hit fighting no matter which way we go."
Wybren:
"Hmm. I'm not any good at tracking. Maybe you could give it a shot?"
(Inspiring Tale if Eric does.)
Eric
Use my perk on a nature roll to determine which direction we need to head to get back to camp.
OnlineHost:
Dikiyoba rolled 1 20-sided die:  14
Wybren:
Inspiring Tale:
OnlineHost:
dintiradan rolled 1 20-sided die:  16
Sarachim:
Which camp do you mean, exactly?
Wybren:
"You've done a pretty bang-on job tracking the goblins before, Eric. You're a natural at this."
Eric
The camp we were taken to when we were captured. Kheini's.
Sarachim:
Okay. Wybren's words cheer you, and you feel Sliros' presence in the air, guiding your eyes. 
You're confident it's off to your right.
Eric
I nudge Wybren and head right.
Wybren:
I follow.
Sarachim:
Okay. You pick your way through the trees and swamp plants. As you go, you notice broken 
branches, and remember breaking them with your heads. After a few minutes of walking and 
unpleasant memories, you emerge into the clearing where your camp was.
Your tent is still here, though it looks like it might blow away at any second. There's a body on the 
ground nearby. You'd have to get closer to see any more.
Eric
"I can investigate, if you'll stay hidden with your crossbow ready in case of an ambush."
Wybren:
"Works for me," I whisper back.
Eric
I move forward to investigate the body.
Wybren:
I ready to shoot at anyone who enters the clearing and appears hostile.
Sarachim:
Okay. The wind nearly knocks you off your feet as you leave the cover of the trees, but that's the 
closest you get to being ambushed. It's a lacewing man, dressed in a mage's robes. He was 
wounded in many places, and his throat's been cut. He's very thoroughly dead.
Eric
Perception to search the body.
OnlineHost:
Dikiyoba rolled 1 20-sided die:  14
Sarachim:
Okay. Under his body, you find a long, slender piece of wood, painted with blue and yellow 
stripes. You're no expert on magic, but it looks like a wand.
Curiously, it looks like he kept it in his pocket as he was so very thoroughly killed.
Eric
I take the wand and make a mental note to show it to someone who knows more about magic 
than me later on.
I motion to Wybren that it's safe to come out. "Well, what now?"
Sarachim:
Okay, you've got it.
Wybren:
I join Eric, still cautious. "Head to the beach camps?"
"It's that or back to the goblins."
Sarachim:
A stray arrow narrowly misses Wybren.
Eric
"I'd rather find the rest of the party, honestly."
Wybren:
I duck and spin around. Can I get a clear shot at whoever shot at me?
Sarachim:
You can't see who did it.
In fact, you can't see anyone in that direction.
Wybren:
"Well, first off, let's get out of this clearing pronto."
Eric
"Right. To the beach camp, I guess."
Wybren:
(Now that we have a point of reference, do we know the direction to the beach?)
Sarachim:
(Yes. But not necessarily to the beach camps.)
Wybren:
Right. I head to the cover of the trees, trying to keep my distance from wherever that arrow came 
from. Then off to the beaches unless Eric has other ideas.
Sarachim:
Okay, you make it to cover without a problem. Lightning strikes several times in succession 
somewhere behind you.
The wind is much less harsh out of th clearing.
Wybren:
How far away is the fighting now?
Sarachim:
Some of it's closer than it used to be, and some of it's farther. You can still hear it in all directions. 
The howling wind makes it hard to tell anything more specific.
Sarachim:
Roll perception, please.
OnlineHost:
Dikiyoba rolled 1 20-sided die:  7
dintiradan rolled 1 20-sided die:  4
Sarachim:
The wind gusts insanely hard for a moment, then settles back down to merely absurd.
Eric
Which direction did the wind come from?
Sarachim:
The wind has been coming from the south this whole time, apart from the occasional eddy.
Wybren:
(And we're heading east, right?)
Sarachim:
(I thought you were still stationary. You said "unless Eric has otherf ideas" and neither of you 
followed up on it.)
Wybren:
Well, Diki didn't speak up. But let's say Wybren gets tired of waiting and starts walking to where 
he thinks the beach camps are.
Eric
I follow.
Sarachim:
Okay. You make your way east through the trackless swamp. After a couple of minutes, you see a 
group of people off to your left and ahead. They're running, and will cross your path soon.
Eric
How many, and what do they look like?
Sarachim:Seven. They're wearing green and brown.
Wybren:
(Hmm. Trying to remember what Kheini's soldiers wore, and what Vurziveh's soldiers wore when 
we stormed the 'castle'.)
Sarachim:
Their clothing looks more like what Kheini's people wore.
Wybren:
(But since these are walking soldiers and not flying mages, they're probably friendly.)
Eric
Do they look like they're running toward something, or away from something?
Sarachim:
(I guess Wybren sort of knows that. :P)
Wybren:
I look at Eric. "Should we hail them, or let them pass?"
Sarachim:
They're running away from something. They get closer, and you see they're all human. Some are 
carrying swords or bows at one side.
Eric
"Hail them, I guess."
Sarachim:
They're almost in front of you now. You can make out their wide eyes and panicked faces.
Eric
"If only so they know we're running with them, too."
Wybren:
"Alright." I move out of cover, but still keep my bow at ready. I shout out, "How can we help?"
Sarachim:
Hmm. Roll Composure.
OnlineHost:
dintiradan rolled 1 20-sided die:  16
Sarachim:
The leader, a tall thin man, is startled and stops dead with a shout. The others join him, looking 
like they want to start running again.
The leader speaks. "The battle's lost. Save yourselves."
You hear an explosion back the way these people came from.
Wybren:
"You're all running from something, but what are you intending to run to?"
Sarachim:
The man waits for a series of thunderclaps to pass before he answers. "Not to, away. We need to 
scatter and hide."
The other humans fidget behind him.
Wybren:
"Bah. There's nine of us now. How many of them? Eric, you up for a fight?"
"Or, if you'd rather, my good man, you can join us as we head to the beach. There's more safety in 
numbers, and we need to regroup."
Sarachim:
The leader glares at you. "You don't understand. There were ten of us in my squad, guarding one 
of these people, in shackles and everything. Some of us looked away for just a moment, and 
before we knew it he broke free, killed half of us, and took off."
"Took off into the air. We're outclassed. Rabbits can't be brave with foxes."
Eric
"Wait. Was the prisoner's name Clover?"
Sarachim:
"Floods if I know. We were just guarding him."
Wybren:
"Foxes die from a bolt in the eye, just like any other. But if you must be rabbits, at least run into a 
warren with the other rabbits, rather than scattering into the field."
Sarachim:
"You can do as you see best. I need to see to the safety of the people I'm responsible for."
Eric
"If the battle is going as badly as they say it is, I'd rather see if we can find the others now, rather 
than hoping to meet up with the others late."
I whisper, "Come on, Wybren. They've told us what they know. Let them go."
Sarachim:
You hear another explosion in the distance.
"That's him. Now, I must go." He turns away, and makes a hand signal to the people behind him. 
They start moving again, at a walk.
Wybren:
"Fine. Suit yourself, sergeant. Eric, let's go."
Eric
Which way?
Sarachim:
The sargeant yells back over his shoulder. "Good luck. I hope you find your friends safe."
Wybren:
"You really think it's Colo?"
Sarachim:
He and his people quicken their pace, and are gone.
They're going to your right.
Eric
"I think there's a good chance it was. How many wizards do you think Kheini usually keeps 
captive?"
Wybren:
I assume we keep heading in the direction we were going before, unless Mystery Mage is in our 
path.
Sarachim:
Mystery Mage would be off to your left. You stopped to talk to the fleeing soldiers, but you can 
resume moving any time. :P
Eric
"I say we head towards the fighting."
Sarachim:
You hear another explosion off to your left, followed by a series of crashing sounds.
Wybren:
"If you want. But let's do it quietly."
(Tell us if/when you want us to roll Stealth.)
Eric
I head to my left.
Sarachim:
Okay. If you're moving quietly, roll stealth.
OnlineHost:
Dikiyoba rolled 1 20-sided die:  20
dintiradan rolled 1 20-sided die:  19
Eric
(Awesome.)
Wybren:
(yes)
Sarachim:
You move like shadows through the swamp, making almost no sound. Between the dim light and 
the noises all around, you must be practically invisible.
It only takes you a minute to reach the source of the noises you heard. You break through the 
brush into a small, unwooded valley. Beneath you, you see a wrecked tent, with several bodies on 
the ground near it. A lone human, dressed in green and brown, shoots an arrow straight up into 
the air just as you arrive. You follow its flight, and see in narrowly miss a flying elf, about 20 feet 
above. The elf points his hand downwards, and a ball of fire erupts from it. It hits the human archer, and she falls.
Wybren:
(Is it Colo in the air?)
Sarachim:
From behind cover, you get a good, clear look at him. It's Colo for sure.
Eric
I crawl over to the archer to see whether she is still alive.
Wybren:
I look at Eric and whisper, "Should I try... oh." I ready a shot on Colo in case he aims at Eric.
Sarachim:
Okay. Colo turns away from you to shoot lightning at a point you can't see from here, allowing you 
to cross the clearing unseen. The archer is still alive, but barely.
Eric
First aid on the archer.
OnlineHost:
Dikiyoba rolled 1 20-sided die:  19
Sarachim:
You quickly stop the bleeding, and immobilize her broken leg.
Wybren:
(whoo)
Eric
Is she conscious or not?
Wybren:
(The moment we hit combat, we're going to roll all the 1s and 2s.)
Eric
(Good thing we'll be practically invisible, then. :P )
Sarachim:
She's conscious, but doesn't seem entirely here. She looks up at Eric with no expression on her 
face.
Wybren:
If Colo's back is still turned, I move to join Eric.
Actually, check that, no.
I change my mind and stay behind cover.
Sarachim:
Okay.
Eric
I drag the archer over to the bushes so she's out of the way.
Sarachim:
Roll it.
OnlineHost:
Dikiyoba rolled 1 20-sided die:  9
Eric
"Please stay quiet," I whisper to her.
Sarachim:
You succeed in dragging her back, at the cost of roughing her up a little more. She's still in no 
serious danger, but without magic there's no way she can move on her own.
Eric
"Wybren, are you ready to attack Colo?"
Sarachim:
A volley of arrows fly past Clover, all missing. He launches a fireball at his foes, then turns back to 
the clearing in front of you.
The archer looks up at Eric dully. She makes no sound.
Wybren:
He's bound to notice the archer is gone. With Eric ready, I take careful aim and fire. 1 Stamina, 
Martial (Crossbows):
OnlineHost:dintiradan rolled 1 20-sided die:  1
Wybren:
(aaand there it is.)
Sarachim:
(Wow, that's uncanny.)
Sarachim:
Wybren stands to take a shot, and bumps his head hard on a low branch. Unthinking, he yelps in 
pain. Colo turns in an instant and shoots a firebolt at him, hitting for 5.
Some of the plants around you catch fire.
Eric
What sort of wreckage is in the area besides the tent and the bodies?
Sarachim:
Bent and broken plants, some discarded weapons.
Plus the usual swamp stuff.
Eric
I make my way towards the tent, stopping to throw a sword I come across along the way.
OnlineHost:
Dikiyoba rolled 1 20-sided die:  11
Eric
(Does a pair of ones count, Dintiradan?)
Wybren:
(Let's hope so.)
Sarachim:
Eric grabs a broken sword, and hurls in at Clover. The jagged end of the blade hits him in the 
back.
*hurls it
Nioca:
(Actually, 'hurls in' sounds kinda poetic)
Sarachim:
Clover yells with pain and rage, and turns from Wybren to Eric. He shoots another firebolt, which 
blasts through the wrecked tent and hits Eric for 5.
(Heh, I guess it does. If that were NPC dialog, it'd be an improvement. :P)
Eric
(Yay, now the tent is on fire. Thanks, Colo.)
Wybren:
"Aargh!" I rush out of the burning foliage, brushing myself with my free hand. "Um... Hey, 
Colovirist! That flying trick looks like it takes a loooot of concentration!" 2 Stamina, Discordant 
Chant.
OnlineHost:
dintiradan rolled 1 20-sided die:  15
Sarachim:
The tent is, in fact, on fire. On the bright side the canvas burns surprisingly slowly, and it was 
pretty much wrecked when you got here.
Wybren:
(I think that's the first time I didn't roll a 1 on that spell.)
Sarachim:
(Now I have to figure out how to describe a success. :P)
Colo turns back to Wybren, ready to fire, only to realize he's looking in the wrong place. He tries 
again, and then a third time, without success. He descends slowly, seemingly without noticing it.
Eric
How close to the ground is he now?
Sarachim:
He catches himself about 10 feet over your heads, and finally sees Wybren. He shoots another 
firebolt, which flies over Wybren's head and hits somewhere in the swamp behind.
Eric
I hack free a chunk of tent that has enough poles/stakes in it to give it some weight and spend a stamina to throw it at Colo.
OnlineHost:
Dikiyoba rolled 1 20-sided die:  14
Sarachim:
Eric grabs a tent pole and throws in like a spear, hitting Colo in the leg. He turns back to Eric, and 
seems to do nothing for a moment. Then, Eric feels a sharp pain in his face as though he'd been 
punched by an invisible fist, and Colo shoots up and away from him.
From somewhere toward the beach, an unseen archer shoots an arrow at Colo, and hits him.
Eric
"Ow. That didn't work the way I planned."
Sarachim:
Colo shoots a bolt of lightning in the approximate direction the arrow came from, and keeps flying 
away from you both.
Wybren:
I chase after Colo, load and fire. (Martial)
OnlineHost:
dintiradan rolled 1 20-sided die:  7
Sarachim:
Wybren's bolt falls well short. Colo is receding faster than he can run in the clearing, and his 
advantage will be even bigger once you hit the swamp.
Eric
I run after him, scooping up a large rock and throwing it at him.
OnlineHost:
Dikiyoba rolled 1 20-sided die:  5
Wybren:
I also maintain my Discordant Chant. (As I recall, the original description had me reroll each round 
to maintain it, to give the target a chance to shake it off)
Sarachim:
Okay, roll it.
OnlineHost:
dintiradan rolled 1 20-sided die:  12
Sarachim:
Eric's rock falls short as well. Another arrow comes flying from the same spot as before, falling 
shorter still.
Colo wobbles erratically as he flies, but remains airborne.
He's out of range. Roll perception.
OnlineHost:
Dikiyoba rolled 1 20-sided die:  13
dintiradan rolled 1 20-sided die:  3
Sarachim:
Eric hears someone running toward you from the direction of the beach.
Eric
I motion for Wybren to hide.
I hide as well.
Wybren:
I hide (Stealth?)
Sarachim:
Okay. Roll stealth.
OnlineHost:
Dikiyoba rolled 1 20-sided die:  9
dintiradan rolled 1 20-sided die:  6
Sarachim:
You both conceal yourselves in the swamp. Peering between the leaves of a fern, you see a 
woman in leather armo and carrying a bow come running into the clearing. She has an arrow 
nocked and is watching the sky.
After a few seconds of this, she realizes there are no targets nearby, and turns her gaze to the ground. She stares right at Wybren's hiding place and shouts, "Wybie!"
Wybren:
"Seela! That was you?" I point to where Colo was retreating. "He's flown off, I'm afraid."
Eric
I step out of hiding.
"Thanks for the help. Any news?"
Sarachim:
Eric emerges, and sees that it really is Seela. "Yeah, I saw." She bites her lip and looks down.
She looks up again, and speaks to Wybren. "Not much. The battle's a mess, nobody knows who's 
doing what. I just came from Kheini, on orders. . . " she trails off.
Eric
"Do you know where the rest of our party is, by any chance?"
Sarachim:
"No, haven't seem 'em. There's a rumor they shot down one of the wizards, though."
Eric
"They did. We found the body."
Wybren:
I stiffen slightly, but try not to let it show. "Well, that's great. I'm glad we're able to help you and 
your group against Vurziveh's wizards."
Sarachim:
"Ah. Lucky bastards." She stares north, in the direction Clover went, with hate in her eyes.
"Look, Wybren, I never thought I'd say this to you, but I think I need some advice."
Wybren:
"Well. You've always helped me in the past, so go ahead."
Eric
I check the other bodies in the clearing to see if any of them are still alive.
Sarachim:
"Like I said, I just came from Kheini, with orders. I'm to go and find the goblins, and do whatever I 
can to persuade them to come here. Without delay." She does not look at you as she speaks. 
She's still fixed on Clover, who you can still barely make out against the clody sky.
Dikiyoba: Two of them are.
Eric
First aid.
OnlineHost:
Dikiyoba rolled 1 20-sided die:  20
Eric
(I was going to roll twice, but you know what, no. :P )
Sarachim:
(Heh, that's fine. Eric's the angel of the battlefield. :P)
Wybren:
"By yourself? We spoke to the goblins earlier, before the siege. I don't know how willing they 
would be to join the fight."
Sarachim:
You find that neither of the two men are hurt as badly as they looked. You bandage their wounds, 
and help them to their feet. They're still beat up, but they can move.
"She sent several people, but separate. To make sure at least one gets through."
Wybren:
Does it look like Seela is telling the truth to me, or keeping something back? (Composure?)
Sarachim:
Sure, Composure.
OnlineHost:
dintiradan rolled 1 20-sided die:  2
Sarachim:
Seela's never lied to you before.
Eric
I wait for a pause in the conversation to ask Seela where the injured soldiers should go.
Sarachim:
She answers Eric, still without looking at either of you. "HQ's that way." She points back the way 
she came. "Healers are there."
Wybren:
(Man, my last composure roll against Seela was a 2 as well.)
Sarachim:
The wounded men don't need to hear any more. They stumble in the direction Seela pointed.
Wybren:
(She's still looking at Colo, or just avoiding our eyes?)
Sarachim:
(Still looking at Colo.)
One of the wounded stops at the edge of the clearing. "Thank you, sir. If we both get out of this, I'll 
pay you back someday."
Eric
"Wait!" I call to the soldiers. "Can you help one more?"
I carry the archer out of the bushes.
Wybren:
"You obviously don't want to go to the goblins. What is it? Some bad blood between you and 
Colo?"
Sarachim:
They stop. "Lira!"
Sarachim:
The run over to her, nearly falling with every step, and pick her up between themselves. "Again, 
thank you. We can take her from here."
Eric
"Just doing my job."
Sarachim:
Seela turns away from Colo, and looks Wybren in the eye. "It's my fault he's here. It was my idea 
to turn on him. I let your friends talk me out of killing him when I had the chance, even though I 
knew better. I knew he'd escape. And all this fighting is my fault, too."
"I want to kill that bastard."
Eric
"Why is it your fault?"
Sarachim:
"I know him. I knew he couldn't be trusted to surrender honorably. I should never have let this 
happen."
The two men nod to Eric, and carry their wounded comrade away.
"I need to put it right. I mean, I can't, but I need to do something. It feels wrong to leave the battle 
behind."
"What do you think I should do?"
Wybren:
I think for a while. "Look, don't go blaming yourself. Hindsight is perfect; there's no way you could 
have predicted he'd escape."
Sarachim:
"So you think I should follow my orders, then?"
Eric
"I don't think we're going to catch up to Colo any time soon, I'm afraid."
Sarachim:
"We could try. He's bound to stop running once he finds some easier targets."
Wybren:
"Eric's right. He's flying faster than we could run through the swamp, and the moment he sees us 
coming to put up a fight, he'll just run again."
Sarachim:
"I guess that's fair." She casts one last, doubting look in Clover's direction, then turns back to you. 
"Orders it is, then. Come along?"
Wybren:"If he does fight others in the camp... Seela, there are other soldiers in the camp. They'll band 
together, do something. Let the soldiers do the fighting while the adventurers do the questing."
Eric
"Three is better than one, I guess."
"We'll come with you."
Sarachim:
Seela smiles. "I'm glad some of your friends are sensible, Wybie."
Wybren:
"Right, we'll all head to the goblins. And remember, our group of adventurers and yours are still in 
the camp. They can do their share of wizard-hunting too."
Sarachim:
"Yeah. Your spear-happy friend's as big as a dire ox. I'm sure they'll all be fine."
"Now, let's go, before we get dragged into another fight."
She begins walking west.
Eric
I follow.
Wybren:
I follow, keeping an eye and ear out for any others in the swamp.
Sarachim:
Seela leads you to the well-worn track between the beach and Survi's house. You don't see 
anyone else as you go. By the time you get to the river, the sounds of fighting are dying down 
behind you. The wind slackens, and stars begin to peek through the clouds.
Once you're well clear of the excitement, Seela speaks. "You guys have been to see the goblins, 
right?"
Eric
"Yes."
Wybren:
"That's right. In fact, that's why we were in the general area when we met you."
Sarachim:
"That's great. I know they went as far as Survi's house, but after that it was going to be tracking 
and guesswork. We'll be much faster now." She smiles to herself. "I bet we get there first."
Wybren:
"Do you know the other two who were sent out?"
Sarachim:
"Yeah. I mean, they're not good friends or anything, but everybody knows everybody around here. 
Why?"
Wybren:
"Just curious. You mind telling me what they look like so I don't shoot them by accident if they 
surprise us on the trail?"
(Don't need in-depth descriptions if you don't have them.)
Sarachim:
"Well, both human, obviously. Pito is kinda fat, and he carries a spear. Yeema is a tall woman with 
black hair. They'll both be dressed like the rest of us."
(Hey, you let me worry about what I have or don't have. :P)
Wybren:
"Why 'obviously' human? Is every one with Kheini human? Uh, if you don't mind me asking."
Sarachim:
"Pretty much, yeah. I mean, Korossos welcomes all, but it's only humans that give him any ear."
You've been up and down the path to Survi's house twice already, and dozens of feet have 
pounded the grass flat. You find your way along it easily, even at night. The moon is just climbing 
above the trees when you get to the second river and the log bridges.
Eric
"Have I complained about how long it takes to get anywhere yet?"
Wybren:
"Not in the last little while, no."
Sarachim:"It's new to me."
"You guys didn't boobytrap these or anything, did you?"
Eric
"No"
Sarachim:
"Ah, good." She jumps onto a log, and run across it.
Wybren:
I follow.
Eric
I follow as well.
Sarachim:
Okay. You cross without incident, and continue along the path. Roll perception, please.
OnlineHost:
Dikiyoba rolled 1 20-sided die:  19
dintiradan rolled 1 20-sided die:  2
Wybren:
(Sooo glad this isn't a Wybren-only solo session.)
Sarachim:
Heh.
Just as you leave the river behind and out of sight, Eric hears someone else crossing the bridge.
Eric
"Someone's coming."
"Do you think it's one of the others, or are we being followed?"
Sarachim:
Now that you're listening carefully, you can all hear faint footsteps. They get softer as whoever-it-is steps off a log and into mud.
Wybren:
I turn around and ready my crossbow. "No idea. Seela?"
Sarachim:
Seela whispers, "Don't know. Stay quiet."
She silently moves a few steps away from you, and shouts "Korossos!"
The approaching steps stop, but there is no answer.
Eric
Can I take ten on stealth?
Sarachim:
Yes.
Eric
I do so.
Sarachim:
Okay. Just hiding, or moving?
Eric
Just hiding for the moment.
Wybren:
Well, I guess I'll do so as well. I move to the nearest hiding spot.
Sarachim:
Okay. Eric ducks behind a tree.
Sarachim:
Wybren takes the one next to him. Seela returns, "It's not Pito or Leema," she whispers. "They 
would know the answer."
Eric
"Want to move off noisy to see if we can convince whoever it is to start moving again so we can 
ambush them?"
(Whispered)
Sarachim:
Seela nods. "Ballsy. I like it."
Wybren:At a normal tone of voice, I say, "You sure you heard someone?"
Eric
"No, I guess not."
Sarachim:
Seela grins wickedly, and resumes walking.
You hear the footsteps resume, coming toward your hiding place.
Whoever it is is just about to pass your hiding place. A dark humanoid shape, crouched low to the 
ground, moves after Seela through the shadows.
Eric
I tackle it. (Strength)
OnlineHost:
Dikiyoba rolled 1 20-sided die:  3
Eric
(Dice! We're not in combat yet!)
Wybren:
"Oh, crap." I mouth silently. I quickly try to sing a Soothing Lullaby, excluding Eric and Seela from 
the effect. 1 Stamina.
OnlineHost:
dintiradan rolled 1 20-sided die:  19
Sarachim:
Eric leaps from his hiding place, but isn't quite quick enough. Whoever it is dodges at the last 
second and trips him, sending him flying into the mud.
The lullaby fails. Whoever it is, he's too amped up for the spell to work.
(Remember, that's a non-combat spell.)
Eric
"Sorry, Wybren."
I scramble up and try to bring the figure down again.
Sarachim:
The dark shape was about to dive on Eric, but stops short. "Wybren?"
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Sarachim:
He wrestles with Eric. "It's me, you idiots! Bafon!"
Sarachim:
Seela comes running back into sight, sword in hand.
Eric
I back off.
Wybren:
"It's a friend, Seela. He just has an odd way of showing it."
"Anyway, disaster averted. Sorry Bafon, but we couldn't be too careful."
Sarachim:
Seela stops short, her sword raised. "Oh. Each of your friends exceeds the last, Wybie."
Bafon dusts himself off. "It's okay. I probably should've recognized you guys."
Wybren:
"There might be two others moving into the area here tonight, Bafon." I pass along Pito and 
Yeema's descriptions.
Sarachim:
"I see. You humans all look kind of the same."
Wybren:
"That's right, and each goblin is a unique snowflake. Just giving you a heads up, is all."
Sarachim:
"Anyway, are you guys going to Forglung?"
Eric
"Yes."
Sarachim:
"Great, so am I." He turns to Seela, bows, and takes her hand. "Bafon, madame, of Forglung's tribe, at your service." He kisses it and lets go.
Eric
"We can't all look that much alike." I mutter to Wybren.
Sarachim:
Seela seems a little taken aback. "Now, shall we get moving again?"
Wybren:
"Well, I grew up on a island that was half-full of humans, so I'm able to tell the difference, but it is 
kinda hard sometimes."
Wybren:
"Your ears are all the same lengths. However do you manage?"
Eric
"I just know I never got my hand kissed."
Sarachim:
Bafon turns to Wybren. "Wait, you're not human?"
Wybren:
"Well, some from my dad's side. But I'm mostly elf."
Sarachim:
Seela taps her foot. "This is fascinating, and your new friend is surprisingly sweet for someone 
who was quite literally stalking us, but we don't have all night."
Wybren:
"Uh, right. You want to lead the way, Bafon?"
Sarachim:
"Sure. Try not to breathe so loud, it gives your position away." He leads the way into the night.
Eric
I follow.
Sarachim:
You resume your journey. You pass Survi's house and find it empty. You make good time through 
the swamp, and approach the swamp thing's grove about midnight. The goblins' cave would be 
past it and over the next hill.
Sarachim:
Roll perception, please.
OnlineHost:
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Sarachim:
Eric thinks he hears something moving ahead.
Eric
I keep my hand on my halberd and keep moving forward quietly.
Sarachim:
Okay. Bafon leads the way into the grove. Seela brings up the rear.
It's very dark in here, and hard to see the person in front of you. Fortunately, you're going more or 
less in a straight line.
Sarachim:
Bafon stops at the edge of the trees, and waves you forward.
Wybren:
I head forward.
Eric
I follow.
Sarachim:
Bafon stops you at the edge of the trees. The ground is clear ahead, and you can see to the hilltop 
here. Up there, five humanoid figures are silhouette against the moon.
Bafon whispers, "Not goblins."
Eric
Can I tell what race they are?
Sarachim:
Hmm. Perception for that.
OnlineHost:
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Sarachim:
Huh. Wow, Eric's good at everything tonight. :P
Four humans, one elf.
Wybren:
(but you can't tell the humans apart)
Eric
What are they wearing?
Sarachim:
It's too dark to see color, but two of the humans seem to be wearing armor, the rest not.
Eric
Are they all armed?
Sarachim:
Back. You can't tell, you can only see them from the waist up. You don't see any weapons, 
though.
Eric
What are they doing?
Sarachim:
Just sitting. They seem to be facing away from you.
All in a line.
Bafon and Seela watch the hilltop silently.
Eric
"Well, what do you think?" I ask.
Wybren:
"Well, we could try to find a route around them. Bafon, is there a path we could use?"
Sarachim:
Bafon smiles toothily. "There's always a path. You need to be careful about the breathing, 
though."
Wybren:
"I don't like staying near the... smoke thing's... lair."
Sarachim:
Seela: "Smoke thing?"
Eric
"All right, let's keep going."
Sarachim:
Bafon: "Stealthiness?"
Wybren:
"We'll tell you later." I whisper.
Eric
(Roll for stealth?)
Sarachim:
Yes.
OnlineHost:
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Eric
(But I can't be good at everything all the time, apparently.)
Sarachim:
Bafon leads you out of the woods, into the hollow of a creek bed that leads around the hill. Things 
are going great until Eric sneezes.
From the hilltop, you here people moving and shouting. "Wake up, wake up!"
Bafon shouts a word that none of you recognizes but which you'd bet is some awful goblin 
profanity, and takes off for the goblins' cave at a run.
Wybren:
I follow.
Eric
I make sure Seela is on the right path and then follow as well.
Sarachim:
Wybren sprints after him, all pretense of stealth gone.
Seela looks at Eric, rolls her eyes, and runs as well. The four of you run across the open grass, 
and the strange people give chase.
Sarachim:
Roll to run, please.
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Sarachim:
Bafon, Wybren, and Eric run like the wind, and start to gain on your pursuers. Then, you hear 
Seela cry out behind you.
Wybren:
I glance over my shoulder.
Is she down?
Sarachim:
You see her struggle to her feet and limp after you. A group of 11 people are coming up behind 
her, weapons out.
(Hey look, NPCs can critfail, too! :P)
Eric
I turn back, scoop up a rock, and throw it at the lead pursuer.
OnlineHost:
Dikiyoba rolled 1 20-sided die:  15
Sarachim:
Eric grabs a rock and hurls it. It strikes the leader and knocks him down. In responce, three arrows 
come flying out of the darkness. One hits Eric for 2.
Wybren:
"Bafon! Need some help!" I turn around and head to Seela, and try to cajole her into running faster 
(Inspiring Tale)
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Sarachim:
Seela limps on in an uninspired fashion.
Wybren:
"Run faster or they'll get you!"
Sarachim:
One of your pursuers yells out, "Surrender, in the name of Kheini and Vurziveh!"
Eric
Were the arrows from the pursuers, or from elsewhere?
Sarachim:
Bafon turns, runs back to you, and whips out a small knife. He stands shoulder to shoulder with 
Eric.
From the pursuers.
Eric
I throw another rock.
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Sarachim:
Wybren reaches Seela, and helps her up. The two of you of you make it back the others, about 
two hundred feet from the cave mouth.
Eric throws another rock. You hear a yell of pain, but none of them slow down.
Wybren:
I keep moving with Seela. "Keep covering us, you two! We're almost there!"
Eric"What's the plan now, Bafon?"
"We'll lead them right to the cave if we're not careful," I whisper.
Sarachim:
Bafon: "You take one, I'll take the other nine."
Three of your pursuers stop, and shoot arrows at you. One hits Bafon. The rest are still charging.
Eric
"Hah."
How close are the pursuers now?
Sarachim:
Fifty feet. They'll be here in another round.
Eric
I throw another rock.
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Sarachim:
Eric's rock misses. Bafon throws his knife, hitting one of the approaching humans in the throat.
Another of them, an elf, breaks off and starts waving his hands and chanting loudly. It has no 
visible effect. The archers shoot again, but all miss.
Sarachim:
The rest, numbering 6, are carrying swords or spears. You think you've got one more shot before 
they're on you.
Wybren:
I let go of Seela and rush off to the cave as fast as I can, shouting at the goblins that they're under 
attack. 1 stamina to run faster.
Sarachim:
Okay. Wybren takes off at a run, shouting like a madman. Seela hobbles back to the other two 
and stands with them, sword out.
Above you, you hear a voice in the cave shout, "It's Wybren! Wybren's in trouble!" Four goblins 
come running out.
Eric
I throw one more rock at the elf. Spend a stamina.
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Sarachim:
The rock hits the elf in the head and knocks him down.
Four of the charging people reach your group and attack. Two stab Eric with their spears for 8, 
and another slashes Bafon with a sword. Bafon retaliates by stabbing with another knife.
Wybren:
Once I see goblins coming out to help, I turn around and head back, shouting a Battlesong loud 
enough for my allies to hear.
OnlineHost:
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Sarachim:
The rest of the group stops, looks at something behind you, turns, and runs.
Wybren sings his heart out, giving all his allies heart. Behind him, you can see the entire goblin 
tribe charging down the hill.
(Oops, didn't mean to use "heart" twice. Damn imrpvised sentence construction. :P)
Wybren:
*down the hill with all their heart.
Sarachim:
Ha ha.
Eric
I charge after the people who were attacking us.
Sarachim:
Er, four of them are still in melee with you.
EricOh, four stayed, everyone else ran. Okay.
I attack the nearest one instead then.
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Sarachim:
Eric stabs a fighter with his spear. She and the other fighters decide they don't like these odds, 
and run while they still can. A moment later, the archers and the elf join them in running.
Surglo and Gorgut, at the front of the goblins, reach Eric and stop.
Wybren's there now, too. The rest of the goblins draw up behind you.
Wybren:
I bend over for a moment, panting. "Shall we pursue?"
Sarachim:
Seela puts her arm around Wybren's shoulders to hold herself up. "I can't, but feel free to go 
without me."
Eric
I look to the goblins closest to me.
"Well?"
Sarachim:
Surglo: "Whatever you think best, sir."
Seela: "Some of those were Kheini's people. But what are they doing here?"
Eric
I sigh. "They said surrender in the name of Kheini and Vurziveh. I bet they don't know about all the 
fighting."
Sarachim:
They're still running. They've passed the valley bottom and are going back up the hill they started 
from.
Wybren:
"I don't think we could catch up now, not without fanning out and leaving Seela and some goblins 
behind."
"As for the whole 'surrender' line -- Seela probably would have said the same thing a couple of 
days ago."
Eric
"Yes. I say we let them go."
Sarachim:
The crowd of goblins parts, and Forglung comes up to you. "It's good to see you both again. 
Thank you for looking after my errant nephew."
Wybren:
"Well, he's done his share of looking after us too."
Sarachim:
"I think you are right. It's best not to fight unless we're sure it's necessary. Now, come inside, and 
rest while you tell me the news."
Sarachim:
(I'm sorry this is going longer than I expected. You guys good for a while?)
Wybren:
I am.
Eric
I can keep going.
Sarachim:
Okay, let's keep going, then.
Forglung speaks quietly to several of the goblins in turn, and they start back to their cave. Bafon 
smiles at you and goes with them.
Eric
I follow them.
Sarachim:
Seela, still leaning on Wybren, turns to him. "Well, Wybie, I can't go on without you. Shall we?"
Wybren:"Let's shall." I help Seela into the cave.
Sarachim:
You reach the cave without a problem. Two goblins you don't know stop and watch the entrance. 
Looking back, you can see the group you fought is back in its original place on the hill.
As you follow the rest inside, you're surprised to see one person was already in here. He's sitting 
far in the back of the cave, half-lit by the fire, and petting a landshark.
Wybren:
"Well. I'm, ah, glad to see you're still safe in these troubled times."
Sarachim:
He looks up. "Oh gods, it's you again," he says wearily.
Wybren:
"You'd prefer the folks laying siege here?"
Sarachim:
"Last time I yelled at them, they ran away. Unlike some people. . . " he glares around at everyone 
in the cave.
Eric
"What are you doing here, then?"
Sarachim:
"Well, I tried yelling at these people to go away whenever they came to see me, but after days of 
that they were still here and stinking up my hill. Nobody's ever stood up to my yelling so long 
before."
"So I decided to attack the root of the problem, and came here to yell at them directly. So far it 
hasn't done much, but I'm optimistic about tomorrow."
"I don't suppose you've come to help me. Your elf friend is a magnificent yeller."
Eric
"I'm afraid not."
Wybren:
"No, we tend to deal with problems in a more direct fashion. If you want to try things our way, let 
us know."
Eric
"Don't encourage him."
Sarachim:
Thuja smiles. You've never seen him do that before, and it's kind of unsettling. "When I was young 
like you, I was just the same. Now I only axe people when I really, really feel like it."
"Forglung, for instance, has still got about a week."
When he says this, you realize that several of the goblins around you were only pretending not to 
listen to your conversation. They look a little greener than usual.
Wybren:
"So that's the plan then? Just wait and hope they go away? We were attacked in force on the 
beaches. How long until those sentries turn into a small army on your doorstep?"
Sarachim:
Thuja looks bored and sleepy, and notice his free hand move idly toward the handle of his axe. "I 
don't know what any of that means and I don't want to."
Eric
"Let me put it this way. There's this guy who calls himself King Vurziveh and he played a part in 
bringing everyone here to annoy you."
"I mean, the goblins wouldn't even be here if they hadn't been on a ship that wrecked in a storm 
that Vurziveh caused just because he can."
Sarachim:
"Ah. And you want me to hit him with an axe."
Wybren:
"Well, you can feed him to a landshark if you want. We don't really care. Point is, we don't want to 
get picked off by his wizards one by one."
Eric
"Yes. Once Vurziveh and the wizards have been dealt with, you'll stand a better chance of 
success when you yell at everyone."
Sarachim:
"Young man, do you think nobody's ever tried this on me before? Every band of hapless idiots that 
pesters me tries it."
Eric
"You get approached by bands often?"
Sarachim:
He rubs Sharky under the chin-equivalent. Sharky smiles, showing rows of sharp teeth.
"All the gods-damned time. And it's always idiots!"
"Always! Do you have any idea what's that like? I moved to the middle of an island of monsters 
just to be alone, and I'm still surrounded by you idiots."
The goblins near you cringe. They do their best to inch away without revealing that they were 
listening in the first place.
Wybren:
I try to think of a way to defuse the situation. "I'm sure the goblins would like nothing better than to 
give you your space. We would like nothing better to give you your space. I mean, you were the 
one who met us here, we didn't come after you again."
"The only one who won't give you your space is Vurziveh."
Sarachim:
"If you want to, why don't you?"
Wybren:
"Because right now, you are in the goblins' space. And the sooner you can be safe and sound in 
your own hut, the happier everyone will be. So, again, let's try think up a better way to deal with 
the elf 'king' than yelling at his soldiers."
Sarachim:
"So even with all your numbers and weapons and sanity-draining idiocy attack, you need my help. 
Again."
Eric
"It's a shame the wizards can control the weather, otherwise we could just have Thuja stand 
upwind from them." I mutter.
Sarachim:
Thuja doesn't seem to hear Eric. "I guess it's less annoying than yelling for another week."
Wybren:
"Quite a lot of things are."
Sarachim:
Thuja sighs. "Promise not to say or do anything stupid."
Wybren:
"Us? Do something stupid? No, of course we won't!"
Sarachim:
"Promise that as soon as I'm done with Vurziveh, you'll leave and never come back."
Eric
"Gladly."
Sarachim:
"Fine, I'll come with you." He rises wearily to his feet, supporting himself with his axe. "I'll regret it 
later," he mutters. "Come on, Sharky."
He takes a piece of old, unidentifiable meat from a pocket, and tosses it to Sharky. "Let's go 
before I change my mind."
Wybren:
I smile sweetly. "Thank you for your help." I turn to the goblins around us. "What about the rest of 
you? All of you have already done so much, but we'll need all the help we can get."
Sarachim:
Forglung answers. "Wherever Thuja goes, we will follow."
Thuja grips his axe tighter, his knuckles white, and for a moment you think he's about to snap. "I 
hate you so, so much."
Wybren:
I bow at Forglung in thanks.
Sarachim:"Now, we're leaving. If we don't get to wherever the hells we're going before dawn, I'll have to look 
at you jerks in the light."
Sarachim:
He walks out of the cave without waiting for an answer, with Sharky trotting at his heels.
Eric
"I guess we're not resting now, then."
Sarachim:
"No. My hate for you gives me strength."
Wybren:
"Hey Eric. What gives us strength?"
Eric
"I could do some first aid, if anyone needs it."
Sarachim:
Thuja is almost to the cave mouth. "I'm fine. Also, you're not allowed to touch me." The goblins are 
following him out, and do not answer.
As the cave empties, you notice Seela is no longer here.
Wybren:
"I'm still a little burnt from Colo. Don't spend too long on me."
Eric
First aid on Wybren
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Sarachim:
Eric manages to clean up some of Wybren's scratches, healing him for 2.
Wybren:
"Thanks. Hey, where did Seela go?"
Eric
First aid on myself.
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Sarachim:
You hear her yell from outside, "I'm out here."
Wybren:
Once Eric is patched up, I head outside with the others.
Sarachim:
Oh, oops, I missed the First Aid on self. Eric heals himself for 3.
Outside, you find Seela, standing without difficulty and speaking to Forglung. The humans that 
attacked you earlier are with her.
Wybren:
"Um, hello."
Sarachim:
"Hi guys! I see your diplomacy has been nearly as good as mine!"
Eric
"One of these days we're going to have to try diplomacy before attacking each other."
Sarachim:
"Well, it was a violent kind of diplomacy. The best of both approaches!"
Eric
"Don't tell me about it. Let's just go."
Sarachim:
"All right, whatever you say. Keep your eyes straight ahead until we're over the hill."
Wybren:
I look at the humans. "So... what's your story?"
Sarachim:
Two of them look nervously at Seela, who speaks for them. "Kheini's people. Eric was right, they 
didn't know about the split. So while you were talking to your smelly, angry friends, I went and told 
them. Now they're coming with."
"We'll catch up on the road. Let's go!"
Wybren:
"Alright, lead on."
Sarachim:
You set off for the beach with Thuja, Seela, Forglung and their crews. Your march is refreshingly 
incident-free, and you reach Kheini's camps two hours before dawn. Once there, a sentry directs 
you all to Kheini's tent, where you find the rest of your party looking infuriatingly rested and 
healthy.
End session.

