Eva Roe:
Recap: We talked with Thuja regarding the goblin tribe and odd weather. Thuja isn't pleased with 
the goblins, but told us that the weather oddities are originating to the south. We returned to the 
goblins, got some rest, and discovered Gramzon was kidnapped by soliders. Mounting a daring 
rescue involving trying to unlock a door and setting sleeping people on fire, we eventually got 
away with Gramzon in tow.
Wybren:
(Don't want to recap; someone who was actually there should do that.)
Sarachim:
Heh, sounds good.
Eva Roe:
And we were last heading back to the shore to warn the shipwreck camps that trouble's heading 
there way.
Eric:
(It's always Nioca's job.)
Gramzon:
I wondered off on my own into the tunnels under the house.  A group of people came looking for 
me and after fighting them to the point of death I was knocked out by a frying pan.  I woke up in a 
prison cell, met King Vurviveh and made him really angry.  Later I was rescued by the rest of my 
party.
Eva Roe:
(I need to remember to prepare these things in advance)
Sarachim:
You're now back in the swamp, it's about midnight, and you're pretty sure you've lost your 
pursuers.
Xiriatl:
(Vurziveh.)
(I remember because I couldn't stop reading it as Vuvuzela.)
Sarachim:
(Xiriatrl is struck by lightning. :P)
Wybren:
(Now I'm doing it, thanks.)
Gramzon:
(omg lol)
Eric:
Is the goblin scout still with us, or has he left already?
Sarachim:
He's still here.
Begin session!
Wybren:
"Woo, go team! Everyone alright?"
Xiriatl:
(For the record, Alec asked me why his name was Vuvuzela before I even said anything. :P)
Eva Roe:
"Keep. Your voice. Down."
Wybren:
(Sugli was the goblin, right?)
Sarachim:
(Surglo)
Xiriatl:
(Surglo)
Eva Roe:
(Surglo)
Eva Roe:
I flip through my spellbook.
Eric:"Gramzon, you said the soldiers might be related to the weather? What happened to you? It looks 
like we're safe, so tell us."
Gramzon:
(So are still running or have we stopped to rest or something?)
Eva Roe:
(I'd say walking)
Sarachim:
Eva starts flipping through her spellbook, only to notice that it's still dark out.
Sarachim:
(Yeah, I imagined walking)
Eric:
(If only there was a sleeping person she could use as a torch. :P )
Gramzon:
"Yeah,  long story short some childish elf named Vurziveh runs that group of people that were 
holding me in that prison."
Eva Roe:
"Bah." I shut the book again.
Xiriatl:
"And you think he's somehow behind the weather in Riole and the animal attacks on this island?"
Gramzon:
"He has powers.  Powers that are like the wind itself.  His eyes were like storm clouds and his 
voice angry like thunder."
Gramzon:
"And he never offered me tea."
Xiriatl:
"Even if you're right, what do we do about it? We're ill-equipped to take on an army, even a small 
one."
"And Riole might not be too much help even if we had a way to get back there."
Eric:
"We should still get back to see what happened to the rest of the crew.”
Wybren:
(@Rowen: lol, literally)
Eva Roe:
I nod.
Xiriatl:
"I can agree with that, at least."
Gramzon:
"I'm not sure what we can do about him.  He is very young or so I think but he hold much authority 
and power over the others that follow him.  I think the others fear him."
Wybren:
"Suglo, maybe you could go back to the rest of your tribe to warn them? Or would you rather stick 
with us?"
Sarachim:
"Whichever you think best, sir."
Gramzon:
"But if we met him again I am taking his cape that he was wearing."
Eric:
"I think you should go back to your tribe."
Sarachim:
Surglo looks relieved that you said that. "Should I go now, then?"
Eva Roe:
"Why? Did the cape seem important somehow?"
Eric:
"They should be warned, and we don't need any problems with the captain right now."
Leitha:
"I'm sure it was just a nice cape."
Wybren:
"Your tribe already knows about the castle, but they probably don't know about Vurziveh, or the 
attackers. Forewarned is forearmed."
Leitha:
"And after all that nonsense, I think we should get at least one souvenier."
Gramzon:
"I don't know but I think it would wipe that smirk off of his face to loose it to me."
Sarachim:
"I agree. Goodbye, and good luck." Surglo bows, and walks away. "Don't forget to cover your 
tracks!"
Wybren:
"So you've been telling us at every opportuniy, Leitha."
Eva Roe:
"Erm... I'm new at this. How, exactly, does one cover one's own tracks?"
Leitha:
"Says you - you're the one who first brought up payment when we were given this job."
Gramzon:
"Its not to hard to do but it takes practice to do it right."
I start to go about covering up our tracks as I follow the others from the back of the group.  (Take 
Ten)
Wybren:
(Covering tracks is Nature, or would Stealth work as well?)
Sarachim:
(Hmm. I'd say either could work.)
Sarachim:
Gramzon manages to cover the group's tracks successfully as you go, but it does slow you down.
Eric:
How much is it slowing us down?
Sarachim:
Well, you were only walking anyway, so right now it's doing no harm. But you couldn't go much 
faster than this.
Wybren:
(Moot point though, if Rowen is able to do it for all of us. I suppose the rest of us could all take ten 
on Stealth/Nature to make less tracks for him to clean up.)
Leitha:
"Why are we covering tracks anyway - aren't we already following people to the coast?"
"Which would mean that they already know the way..."
Xiriatl:
"That doesn't mean they have to know that we're going there."
Leitha:
"...They're ahead of us."
Gramzon:
"But we do not want anyone from the little prison house following us from behind."
Eva Roe:
"If we don't get there fast enough, that may become a moot point."
Eric:
How well do we know where we're going?
Wybren:
(Did we learn last session that the soldiers know the exact location of the crew's camp?)
Leitha:
"I'm with Eva. I'd rather get there quickly rather than stealthily."
Gramzon:
"I like to be the anvil, not the steel caught between it and the hammer."
Sarachim:
Diki: You've got a vague idea of the direction to the site of the shipwreck. A more sophisticated 
plan for finding it might improve your chances.
Dinti: Not for certain, but they seemed to be going that way.
Xiriatl:
"If you need help finding our way back to the shipwreck..."
I cast Locate on the wreckage.
OnlineHost:
thuryl rolled 1 20-sided die:  16
Xiriatl:
(Xir: cutter of Gordian knots everywhere.)
"Northeast."
Eric:
"I think we should cover our tracks for a bit so that the soldiers following us have to waste time 
looking for the direction we took, and then once we've put some distance between them and us, 
we can stop covering our tracks and get to the others as quickly as possible."
Eva Roe:
"Isn't that what we just did?"
Wybren:
(I prefer "Walking Compass")
Leitha:
"No I think what we just did was "run for our lives.""
Gramzon:
"Fine with me."  I keep cover our tracks for about an hour before stopping and letting the party 
move at a faster pace.
Gramzon:
"Oh, and thank you all for coming to get me."
Xiriatl:
"It wouldn't do to leave an ally behind."
Gramzon:
"Did anyone happen to find my pack and gear?"
Leitha:
"Who else would we get to climb trees?"
Sarachim:
Okay, you do that. After about two hours, you come out of the swamp and onto solid ground. You 
recognize this as the area near Survi's house, which you're pretty sure would be off to the right. 
You can hear the last river you crossed roaring up ahead.
Gramzon:
"Wait, you climbed trees without me?"
Sarachim:
(I assumed you got your gear back from Surglo already, Rowen)
Gramzon:
(Okay, thanks.)
Leitha:
"No, that's what I'm saying - we had to come back for you because nobody else could."
Xiriatl:
"We did climb a wall to get to you, though."
Wybren:
"We climbed a rope. Well, most of us did. Hey Eva, are you alright? Thought I hear you fighting 
before we got back to you."
Sarachim:
Roll perception, please.
OnlineHost:
thuryl rolled 1 20-sided die:  16
Gramzon:
"Survi's house,  I found some papers in there that I think you might like Eva.  I picked them up just 
for you since you seem to like reading so much.  Let me know when you want them."
OnlineHost:
Dikiyoba rolled 1 20-sided die:  8
Eva Roe:
(I perceive something! :P )
OnlineHost:
dintiradan rolled 1 20-sided die:  19
catoberto77 rolled 1 20-sided die:  6
rowenoct27 rolled 1 20-sided die:  12
Saralfur rolled 1 20-sided die:  8
Wybren:
I motion the group to stay relatively quiet. "Smoke, over there to the right."
"The soldiers lighting a campfire?"
Eva Roe:
"...assuming it's not an all-to-familiar visitor..."
Wybren:
I point to the where the smoke is coming from, behind a hill.
Sarachim:
Once Wybren points it out, the rest of you can just barely see a column of smoke dimming the 
stars behind it.
Eva Roe:
"Okay, that's not the smoke monster. Hopefully."
Gramzon:
(Whisper) "I don't think I'm up for fighting anyone right now.  Can we go around and cross the 
river?"
Xiriatl:
I cast Vision to get a better look at the area around where the smoke is coming from.
OnlineHost:
thuryl rolled 1 20-sided die:  16
Xiriatl:
(Enhance.)
Sarachim:
You mean you meant to cast Enhance Senses?
Wybren:
(You've got the puns already, all you need are the shades.)
Xiriatl:
(No, I was making a CSI joke.)
(Dinti got it)
Sarachim:
(Oh, one of those. Again. :P)
Xiriatl:
(Enhance Senses is not for looking through hills. :P)
Gramzon:
(Yeeeehaawww!)
Xiriatl:
"It's definitely coming from Survi's house... there's someone inside. Or several someones."
Eric:
(It's yeah, not yehaw)
Gramzon:
"It was there that they took me.  Down in those tunnels."
Wybren:
"Hmm. Think that Survi had ties to Vurziveh?"
Leitha:
"He was an elf..."
Eric:
While everyone else is discussing, I take ten to cover up as many of our tracks as I can.
Gramzon:
"Place used to hold a few people down there.  Living space, work space and what not."
Seeing what Eric is doing I join in to help in covering our tracks too.
Wybren:
I look at Leitha. "And..."
Sarachim:
Eric isn't much of a hand at covering tracks, but with Gramzon's help things go faster.
(Are you all still walking as you talk, or did you stop at the smoke?)
Eva Roe:
(I thought we stopped)
Eric:
(So did I.)
Gramzon:
(I think we stopped.)
Sarachim:
(That's what I thought, just making sure.)
Leitha:
"Well, on a supposedly-deserted island, there can't be that many groups around, surely? Maybe 
Survi was a part of the group. I dunno."
Eva Roe:
"Think maybe they were heading toward this area, rather than the camps?"
Gramzon:
"Once we get these tracks covered we should get going again."
Leitha:
"I'll just stop speaking if it offends you so, oh great bard."
Wybren:
I just roll my eyes and stay silent.
(For once.)
Eric:
"I thought the soldiers split up at the hut, and some took Gramzon away while another group went 
for the shipwreck."
Sarachim:
Gramzy and Eric are finished with the tracks now.
Eric:
"It looks like a few stayed behind as well."
Xiriatl:
"Where does Thuja fit in to all of this? I didn't get the sense that he was Vurziveh's ally... or 
anyone's ally, for that matter."
Gramzon:
"Some went where?"
Gramzon:
"Who"
Leitha:
"Thuja probably came here to get away from people in general."
Xiriatl:
"Hmm. He might help us out if we can convince him it'll help him be left alone."
Gramzon:
"Who is Thuja?"
Eva Roe:
"Hermit we met with after you departed and were captured."
Sarachim:
You hear an owl hoot somewhere behind you.
Gramzon:
"We need to move."
Xiriatl:
I glance back at the source of the noise.
Sarachim:
It's too dark to see.
Gramzon:I start making my way to the river, covering the tracks left behind.
Xiriatl:
Okay, now I cast Enhance Senses. :P
OnlineHost:
thuryl rolled 1 20-sided die:  15
Eric:
I hurry to the river and look for the log we walked across on.
Eva Roe:
I follow Eric.
Xiriatl:
"Well, the owl isn't trying to murder us, yet. That's good."
Wybren:
I move with the others, and whisper, "Just to be paranoid, let's check for new traps on the log, 
since a new hostile group just moved through here."
Gramzon:
"You still have that axe Eva?  We should cut down the both logs after we cross."
Leitha:
"What if we want to get back across?"
Sarachim:
Okay. Fifteen minutes later, you're back at the river. It's uncrossable here, but the tree-bridge you 
made last time must be nearby.
Eric:
Perception check to seach for the log.
OnlineHost:
Dikiyoba rolled 1 20-sided die:  3
Sarachim:
You find it after a couple minutes' search. Several other trees have been cut down near it, making 
a row of bridges.
Leitha:
I'll glance over them briefly to check for traps
Eva Roe:
"Well, I guess that answers a lot."
Gramzon:
"Hmmm."
Leitha:
(thievery:)
OnlineHost:
Saralfur rolled 1 20-sided die:  3
Sarachim:
If there are any, you can't see them.
Xiriatl:
(If there wasn't a trap on them before, there is now.)
Leitha:
"Looks safe to me."
Gramzon:
(Are they all lined up against each other to make a bigger walking surface?)
Sarachim:
No, more like a series of parallel bridges.
You could probably walk on two at once if you really wanted. :P
Gramzon:
I pick the one that I cut down and cross over.
Eric:
I choose one of the logs and cross as quickly as I dare in the dark.
Leitha:
I pick a different log and cross.
Eva Roe:I pick the nearest log and carefully cross.
Sarachim:
Okay, you're all across without incident.
Wybren:
I watch behind us as the rest cross over, then follow.
Gramzon:
"Eva, that axe?  You still have it?"
Eric:
I search for the soldiers' tracks.
Eva Roe:
"Hmm? Oh, I think so... why?"
Sarachim:
Once you're across, you find the larger trail that Surglo mentioned. Even in the dark, it's clear a lot 
of people came this way recently.
Gramzon:
"Or would magic be better for destroying these log bridges?"
Eva Roe:
"What if we need to cross again?"
Eric:
"We don't have time for that right now."
"Hurry!"
I follow the tracks.
Wybren:
"The axe would be noisy as well. Let's go."
Eva Roe:
I follow Eric.
Xiriatl:
I follow too.
Alec:
(Couldn't you just disrupt the bridge without breaking it up?)
Gramzon:
I look behind us for any since that someone might be following us before following the others at 
the rear. 
OnlineHost:
rowenoct27 rolled 1 20-sided die:  17
Sarachim:
Okay. These tracks are much easier to follow than the ones you followed going the other direction, 
and they cover the exact same ground.
Gramzon doesn't see anyone following.
You make much better time, and are already back to the first river when the sun starts to rise.
Wybren:
I watch for snakes as we prepare to ford.
Gramzon:
"So what are we going to do when we get to the beach?"
Sarachim:
Roll perception if you're watching for things.
Eva Roe:
"Let's cross that bridge when we get to it."
Leitha:
"That depends on what we find there, I suppose."
Xiriatl:
"Warn our shipmates, if they're still there."
OnlineHost:
dintiradan rolled 1 20-sided die:  10
Sarachim:
You don't see anything.
Gramzon:
"The ship had a big crew and if these people went there to take them prisoner then they must 
have even more numbers."
Xiriatl:
"I didn't sense that they were in danger when we left them..."
Gramzon:
I keep my eyes open behind the party as we travel.
OnlineHost:
rowenoct27 rolled 1 20-sided die:  2
Sarachim:
You still don't see any signs of anyone following. You cross the river without being attacked, and 
continue onward.
Gramzon:
Do the tracks we are following ever spilt up or join other tracks?
Sarachim:
After a few minutes, the tracks do, in fact, split up.
It's not like the group divided so much as it fanned out.
Eric:
Which way do the two groups go?
Sarachim:
(See above.)
Wybren:
"Right, so which camp to we head to first? Doburn's, or Selika's?"
Leitha:
"I like Selika more. Let's go there."
Wybren:
"I'm guessing the dwarves would be more able to defend themselves."
Eva Roe:
"Selika's isn't nearly as prepared as Doburn's. She'll need the help more, assuming her camp still 
exists."
Eric:
"All right, I'm fine with that."
Xiriatl:
"On the other hand, she'll also be of less help to us. But we should still see her first."
Sarachim:
You hear a voice coming from the brush around you.
"Psst! Get in here!"
Gramzon:
I split from the party and follow about 20 feet on the left side and keep and eye out for anyone or 
anything hostil or not natural to the swamp.
Xiriatl:
I look to see where the voice is coming from. (Perception roll?)
Gramzon:
I move back once I hear the voice.
OnlineHost:
thuryl rolled 1 20-sided die:  2
Xiriatl:
(pfft)
Sarachim:
No need for a roll. You can just barely make out a very strange-looking goblin peeking out from 
some weeds.
Wybren:
I look for the voice as well, though as a precaution I pull out my crossbow. (Perception)
OnlineHost:
dintiradan rolled 1 20-sided die:  20
Xiriatl:(Oh sure, NOW you roll a 20.)
Sarachim:
(Damn, waste of a good roll.)
Wybren:
(Wybren is unusually perceptive tonight.)
Gramzon:
I move into the cover with the goblin.
Eva Roe:
I do so as well.
Leitha:
I follow Gramzy
Gramzon:
(Gramzy, you make me sound like a grandpa.)
Sarachim:
Wybren sees that the goblin is wearing a strange outfit, covered with reeds and other plants 
hanging off at random angles, and looks a lot like Forglung.
Xiriatl:
I accompany the party into the bushes with the goblin.
Eric:
I follow.
Xiriatl:
(There is no way to not make that sound wrong.)
Sarachim:
He pulls you into a small, concealed hollow by the roots of a swamp tree, and says nothing.
Eva Roe:
"What is it? What's going on?" I hiss.
Gramzon:
I sit and wait quietly, keep my ears open for noises from the swamp.
Leitha:
(whispered:) "We're friends of Forglung and err. that other one. Oh, and Thuja, the man who lives 
near you. What's going on?"
Sarachim:
He whispers very quietly. "You're lucky I recognized you from the ship. And that I spotted you 
before the sentries did."
Xiriatl:
"Sentries?"
Sarachim:
"Yes. Forglung sent you, right?"
Eric:
"Do you know happen to know where the sentries are?"
Sarachim:
"One of them walks the path you were just on. He should come by any moment."
Wybren:
"I can try deal with him. Just point out which direction he'll come by."
Eric:
"Not yet."
Leitha:
"I hope that by "deal" you mean "shoot"..."
Sarachim:
"If he comes, I'll see him." You notice that the strange goblin is looking over your shoulders as he 
talks.
Xiriatl:
"Can we avoid making an army even more hostile to us than it already is just for now?"
Gramzon:
I look as well.
Eric:"What's your name, friend?" I whisper.
Wybren:
"Look, if I do this right, I can drop him without making a sound. Sing him to sleep, if you will."
Eva Roe:
"And if you do it wrong?"
Leitha:
"And if you do it w..."
Sarachim:
"Bafon. Forglung's my uncle."
Xiriatl:
"Ah. Do you by any chance share his gift?"
Eric:
"But we don't know whether he's supposed to meet up with other sentries or not."
Wybren:
"If I do it wrong, it will still be quieter than a pitched battle."
Wybren:
"Ah. True."
Eva Roe:
"Nice to meet you, Bafon. What, exactly, is going on here?" I keep my voice down.
Sarachim:
He takes off his hood, and sets it down on the ground. It blends into the swamp so well that you 
can barely tell where it is. You can all see the resemblance to Forglung clearly now.
"No, unfortunately, but we all have our own."
"Now, how much do you already know?"
Eric:
"We know the soldiers work for a king who is almost certainly behind the strange weather."
Xiriatl:
"A self-styled king, at any rate."
Eva Roe:
"And that a small army has marched toward the two camps here on the beach."
Wybren:
"How have the camps fared?"
Sarachim:
"Ah. So Surglo made it back?"
Gramzon:
"I've met this groups leader.  He's a young elf with a nice cape and looking it him tells you that he 
can use magic."
Eva Roe:
"Yes, he did."
Eric:
"Yes. We sent him back to warn Forglung."
Gramzon:
I still keep my eyes and ears open for any thing on the path.
Sarachim:
Bafon smiles at this. "Now, let me tell you what's happened here. I tracked a group of about 100 
people, mostly humans, here yesterday. When they got to this point, they fanned out so as to 
surround the sailor's camp on the landward side. Since they did that, they've been standing still 
and I've been watching.
Sarachim:
"Also, there are a lot of animals with them. Big animals."
Bafon pauses. "And, uh, that's about all. It seemed like more a second ago."
Gramzon:
"Have you seen an elf with a fancy cape that the others answer too?"
Xiriatl:
"That's no surprise. We know some force has been taking control of animals on this island."
Sarachim:"No. I haven't seen any leader at all, but with so many people there must be one somewhere."
Eric:
How large is the crew again?
Wybren:
"I'm assuming the sailors know about this siege. Or have the soldiers remained hidden?"
Sarachim:
There were about 30 marines and 50ish sailors.
Xiriatl:
(Including or not including the goblins?)
Sarachim:
(Not including.)
Sarachim:
"No, they know. If you climb this tree we're under you can see clear to the beach."
Xiriatl:
"You know, between the ship's crew and the goblins, we'd be a match for them in numbers..."
Eva Roe:
"And in training?"
Gramzon:
I motion for everyone to shut the hell up.
Sarachim:
"Except for the ani-" Bafon shuts up.
Gramzon:
I point to my ear and then at the path.
Sarachim:
Looking over Gramzon's shoulder, you all see a human woman carrying a bow come walking 
down the path you were just on.
Wybren:
Looking at the others, I point at the sentry, then at me, then shrug, looking for input.
Leitha:
I shake my head violently
Eva Roe:
I shake my head.
Sarachim:
Bafon shakes his head, too.
Leitha:
Then I mime Wybren singing, then being shot at and dying.
Gramzon:
Once the women is out of sight I motion for the other to sill be quiet.
Gramzon:
still*
Sarachim:
She stops a moment near you and looks around, and for a second you think she's spotted 
something, but then she goes back the way she came.
Soon, she's out of sight.
Wybren:
Did I get a good look at her face, and see if she was hiding surprise?
Sarachim:
You got a good enough look that you'd recognize her again, but her expression was blank.
Eric:
I look to Gramzon expectantly.
Gramzon:
I motion that we can talk again.
Sarachim:
"-mals."
Eric:
"Do you know how many animals?"
Wybren:
Quietly, I ask, "How often does she make rounds?"
Xiriatl:
"Well, hopefully if we can stop Vurziveh, we'll also stop the animals."
Gramzon:
(Whisper) "Talk quietly. She might still be near and hear anyone that raises their voice."
Sarachim:
"Fifteen minutes."
Leitha:
"The real problem would be signalling to the camps what our plan is, right?"
Sarachim:
Bafon looks annoyed. "Like I said, you can see the camps from the top of this tree. This means 
they could see a signal."
Eric:
(Definitely a good thing we rescued Gramzon, then.)
Leitha:
"Presumably, the sentries would too though, yeah?"
Sarachim:
"They might, but they're in the swamp, so their view isn't so good. I've been up there to look down 
several times and barely seen any of them."
Eva Roe:
"Maybe we don't need a signal..." I say quietly.
Wybren:
"We might be thinking the same thing, Eva." (Which way is the wind blowing?)
Sarachim:
Out to sea.
Eric:
"What's your idea?"
Eva Roe:
I glance at Patches. "Cat mail."
Sarachim:
Patches meows pathetically, and hides between Eva's legs.
Eva Roe:
"Er..."
Wybren:
"Oh. I was thinking fire, seeing that's your thing and all."
Xiriatl:
"Oh, come on, cat, they're not going to eat you. Are they? Do elves eat cats?"
Eric:
"I don't know if that's a good idea. The animals might scent Patches and give us away."
Gramzon:
"Has anyone thought that while they are all here on the beach we could sneak into their place 
while everyone is away?"
Xiriatl:
"And then what? Ambush the entire army?"
"Or... ah."
"If 'King' Vurziveh isn't here..."
Eva Roe:
I pet Patches to calm him down.
Xiriatl:
"I doubt he'd leave himself completely unguarded, though."
Sarachim:
Patches purrs happily.
Gramzon:
"You would be surprized at what size of army I can handle."
Wybren:"Difference is we'd be fighting on their turf."
Gramzon:
I smile and grin.
Eric:
"Wybren, how far of range do you have on your songs?"
Leitha:
"Gramzy love, no offence, but you've already proven you *can't* handle that particular army..."
Eva Roe:
"Look, no matter what our plan of action is, we need to alert Selika to what's going on."
Sarachim:
"Selika knows the army is here. She and Doburn united their camps as soon as they arrived."
Wybren:
"As long as you can hear music, it works. Though I don't sing that well at the top of my lungs." 
(Correct me if you think differently, Sarachim.)
Eva Roe:
"Oh."
Sarachim:
(That's what I thought, too.)
"They've got some kind of barricade. It's pretty funny to look at. I mean, it would be funny, if not for 
the danger."
"To them, I mean. I'm invisible in the swamp."
Gramzon:
"I'm still for going back and catching Vurziveh with his pants down." 
Eva Roe:
"...you don't see a flaw in that plan?"
Gramzon:
"Cut off the head and the body will soon follow it in death."
Eric:
(The crew has a barricade, you mean?)
Sarachim:
(Yes.)
Eric:
"Funny, as in it's a poor barricade?"
Sarachim:
"Well, they built it out of whatever they could grab, so it's mostly sandbags and seachests and a 
dead giant crab and stuff."
Gramzon:
"Then maybe we should get the goblins to come back here and join us in a fight?"  I look back to 
the path and listen for any noise.
Xiriatl:
"Giant crabs... I hope Vurziveh can't control those too, but I'm not optimistic."
Wybren:
"Honestly, given the choice between Vurziveh and his guards, or an entire army... neither is 
attractive, and another plan would be nice, but I don't see us helping out in an actual battle. 
Contacting the rest of the goblins might be an idea."
Sarachim:
You hear footsteps again.
Gramzon:
"Its been over 12 minutes since the sentry passed"
Gramzon:
I I lie low to the ground.
Eva Roe:
I stay still.
Gramzon:
And motion to the other to be quiet.
Sarachim:It's the same woman. She does the exact same thing as last time, and leaves again.
Xiriatl:
"Well, whatever we do, we should probably do it as soon as possible. All votes for heading to see 
the goblins?" I raise my hand.
Gramzon:
I motion to be quite at the others and then strain my ears to hear if she is coming back.
Eric:
"We could go back to Survi's hut."
"There are probably only a few soldiers there now. I would like to capture a few and find out more 
about them."
Sarachim:
I'm sorry, I need to step away for fifteen minutes. I'll hurry back as fast as I can.
Leitha:
No worries
Eva Roe:
"Cut of the head, and the body will soon follow it in death..." I whisper.
"Maybe we don't need to take on the entire army."
Wybren:
Oh hey, Jeff's on Slashdot again.
Xiriatl:
"Maybe. I still think we should enlist the help of Thuja and the goblins if we can. We don't know 
what Vurziveh is capable of."
Wybren:
(Oh, are the PCs still playing? Sorry.)
Xiriatl:
(Apparently.)
Xiriatl:
(I mean, there's no reason you can't talk about other stuff while we wait.)
Xiriatl:
(But contrariwise we also don't really need a DM to have a discussion among ourselves.)
Gramzon:
(Slashdot?)
aleckyras:
(All the food is poison.)
Xiriatl:
(it is a web site)
Eric:
(brb)
(Now you can discuss other things, :P )
Wybren:
(Well, with the threat of discovery, a realtime discussion made sense. But since the sentry's 
passed us twice, the party's probably fine.)
Eva Roe:
"I don't place high odds on that. Think about it; if we waltz up to the goblins and say they need to 
return to the camp, for whatever reason, what do you think will be their first reaction?"
"If I was in their position, I'd be liable to think it a ploy to get them back to Doburn. And even 
though it's not, do you really think Doburn will just let the goblins go again?"
Xiriatl:
"We wouldn't be attacking the camp. We'd be attacking the castle."
Eva Roe:
I facepalm.
Gramzon:
I keep my eyes and ears on the path.
Wybren:
"I dunno. If Vurziveh is attacking both groups, they might want to band together for protection. And 
if the goblins help save the dwarves, Doburn might be more lenient. Or he might just say that it was expected of them."
Eva Roe:
"In case you've forgotten: this army set off for here long before we ever arrived at the castle to 
rescue Gramzon. They're just as strong as we left them."
Wybren:
("What do you think, Bafon? Bafon? Hey, Bafon isn't breathing!")
Xiriatl:
"Minus the ones you set on fire, you mean."
Eva Roe:
I glare at Xiriatl.
Xiriatl:
"I suspect the bulk of their forces are stationed at this camp. After all, they could only spare a 
token force to pursue us when we were breaking Gramzon out."
Wybren:
"How did you survive that anyway, Eva? Did a group jump you, or just one?"
Xiriatl:
"With the goblins' help... well, we only need a distraction for long enough to get to the throne 
room, wherever that is."
Eric:
(Back)
"I can't see the soldiers at the fortress being so unalert the second time. Even if the goblins do 
cause a distraction to get most of the them out of the way, the remaining soldiers will probably be 
expecting something."
Sarachim:
Back
Eric:
"Besides, Vurziveh is able to control the weather, animals, and well over a hundred soldiers. He 
doesn't seem like someone who'll be easy to kill."
Xiriatl:
"Do you have a better plan? It seems like attacking the camp would leave us even more 
outnumbered."
Sarachim:
"We could still try sneaking in."
Eric:
"I suggested capturing the soldiers stationed at Survi's hut and interrogating them for information."
Xiriatl:
"It's an idea."
Eva Roe:
"Eric makes sense. Something about Survi's location... it seems to be important to them."
Gramzon:
"It may be important to them but they know very little of what it was before it fell to ruins."
Eva Roe:
"It's a start. And something within our abilities."
Xiriatl:
"Well, it seems that's the only workable plan we have. All in favour of storming Survi's hut?"
Eva Roe:
I raise my hand.
Leitha:
"I suppose so."
Wybren:
"It worked well enough the first time."
Gramzon:
I pull out the papers I collected from the tunnels and pass them to Eva.  "Anything you came make 
out of these?  They were in the tunnels."
Gramzon:
Then I go to listening for foot steps on the path.
Eva Roe:
I take them and put them in my pack. "I'll study them later. Right now, I think we need to get away 
from here first."
Eric:
"Let's get well away from the sentries before we mess with those."
Gramzon:
"Lets move once she comes back and leave again.
Wybren:
"Alright. Bafon, you staying here?"
Sarachim:
"Yes. I'll keep an eye on things here."
You hear approaching footsteps once again.
Gramzon:
I lie low and motion to the others to stay quiet as well.
Xiriatl:
I stay quiet and wait for them to pass.
Eva Roe:
I quiet and wait.
Sarachim:
This time, the woman stops at the river bank and looks out over it.
Gramzon:
Can I see what she is looking at?
Sarachim:
No, not from here. It doesn't seem like she's very interested, though.
After a minute, she sits down against a tree and keeps watching.
Gramzon:
Does she look tired or bored?
Sarachim:
Mostly bored.
Leitha:
I nod to Wybren and shrug.
Gramzon:
I look at Eva and then down to Patches and back up to Eva.  I then point at Patches and point in a 
direction off from the path.
Wybren:
I pointedly glance at the rest of the group, pointing at the sentry and then myself.
Xiriatl:
I nod at Wybren.
Gramzon:
I shrug an okay.  I lift my spear up a little and prepare myself to charge if I need to.
Sarachim:
Patches looks confused by Gramzon's gesturing. It's adorable.
Gramzon:
Is the woman still just sitting there, eyes open?
Sarachim:
Yes.
Wybren:
I slowly move closer to the sentry, close enough for a Soothing Lullaby to be heard. (If I can start 
one from here, I do so.) (Stealth)
Gramzon:
Did she set her bow down on the ground beside her?
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Sarachim:
Wybren creeps up close. He's just off the edge of the trail now, close enough to sing to the sentry 
without his voice carrying far.
The sentry is idly playing with her bow.
Wybren:
I softly and carefully start humming the Lullaby, excluding my companions from the effect (1 
stamina) (Enchantment)
OnlineHost:
dintiradan rolled 1 20-sided die:  18
Xiriatl:
(Niiice.)
Wybren:
(I have been rolling ridiculously well this session.)
Sarachim:
The charm works like, well, a charm. The sentry's eyes close almost immediately. A moment later, 
she starts snoring softly.
Xiriatl:
"Time to go. Take care, Bafon."
Sarachim:
"You too."
Gramzon:
I get up quietly and move out of the brush.
Wybren:
I motion to the others, letting them know they can move out.
Eva Roe:
I get up and carefully head back to the river.
Gramzon:
Does she look like she is sleeping lightly or in a heavy sleep?
Eric:
I follow Wybren.
Leitha:
I quietly move away, following the group
Xiriatl:
I follow.
Sarachim:
You make it to the edge of the river. The sentry is still sleeping peacefully.
Wybren:
"She should be sleeping pretty deeply now, but try not to make a ruckus, obviously."
Xiriatl:
"You know, if all we want is to capture somebody..."
Eva Roe:
"And where would we keep her?" I whisper.
Eric:
"I was hoping for one of the elves, not a human, actually."
Gramzon:
"I don't want to carry someone all the way back to the house." (Whisper)
Xiriatl:
"Hmm. Fair enough."
Gramzon:
I cross the river with out splashing much.
Eva Roe:
I cross as well.
Eric:
I follow.
Sarachim:
Eva begins to cross, but notices Patches isn't with her. He's licking the sleeping human's hand.
Eva Roe:
"Patches! Patches!" I hiss at the cat.
Wybren:If I notice the cat, I ready another Soothing Lullaby in case the sentry wakes up.
If Eva can't control the cat, I'll try lull the cat to sleep.
Sarachim:
Patches curls up with the sentry and purrs.
Gramzon:
I shake my head.
Eva Roe:
I carefully walk up to the sentry and grab Patches.
Eva Roe:
(roll?)
Sarachim:
Yes, please.
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Eva Roe:
(Crap)
Xiriatl:
(I saw that coming.)
Gramzon:
(Dam cat.)
Wybren:
(Knew I should have just put the cat to sleep instead of waiting for Eva.)
Eric:
(But cats hate water...)
aleckyras:
(Not all cats.)
Sarachim:
Eva makes it to Patches all right, but he doesn't want to be picked up. He digs his claws into the 
sentry, who is pretty surprised to wake up with Eva looming over her. She screams and dives for 
her bow.
aleckyras:
(And this is why, when you are an adventurer, cats are for eating.)
Xiriatl:
"So much for stealth." I sling a stone at the sentry's temple, trying to knock her senseless.
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Gramzon:
I charge back across the river at the sentry.
Eva Roe:
I grab the cat and bolt.
Eric:
I pick up a rock and try to do the same thing Xiriatl did.
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Sarachim:
Xiriatl's stone misses. Patches, very frightened, lets Eva grab him this time. She runs for the river, 
and the sentry runs back the other way.
Eric:
(Well, that didn't work.)
aleckyras:
(Wow, this is one resilient-templed sentry.)
Sarachim:
Eric's rock skips harmlessly around her running feet.
Wybren:
I try to do a Discordant Chant, as quietly as possible. (Enchantment)
OnlineHost:dintiradan rolled 1 20-sided die:  1
Xiriatl:
(...)
Wybren:
(Not. Again.)
(I think that spell hates me.)
Xiriatl:
"Well, looks like we're going to be running away again."
Sarachim:
A harsh, discordant tone echoes through the swamp. You hear stirring in the trees.
Leitha:
"Lets run. Now."
Xiriatl:
I leg it.
Eva Roe:
"I'm already running!"
Wybren:
"Um, good idea."
Eva Roe:
I continue running.
Eric:
I make sure Patches is safely in Eva's arms before running.
Sarachim:
He is. Eva's out in front.
Which way are you all running?
Gramzon:
I turn back and run back across the river at the back of the party pushing any one that is to slow to 
run faster.
Wybren:
"So. Eva. Ever consider dogs?"
Xiriatl:
In the general direction of Survi's house, I guess.
We can worry about covering our tracks later.
Gramzon:
(Back the way we came?)
Eva Roe:
(yeah)
Sarachim:
Okay. You hear some shouts and general commotion far behind you, but after a few minutes of 
running they die down.
Bafon's not here. He must have stayed in his hiding place.
Gramzon:
I keep urging the others to run for a bit longer.
Xiriatl:
"Sounds like they couldn't spare anyone to follow us."
Sarachim:
Okay. You keep running a while longer, until you're positive nobody is running after you.
Eva Roe:
I slow down, panting.
Sarachim:
Patches jumps down off of your back, looking guilty.
Xiriatl:
"We should start covering our tracks as we go from now on, in case they send a search party."
Gramzon:
I smile at Patches and then go about cover our tracks.
Sarachim:With all the tracks going up and down this trail, you're not sure which are your own.
Xiriatl:
Well, that makes things easier.
Eva Roe:
I keep walking.
Gramzon:
I set out with the others for Survie's house.
Sarachim:
Okay. It's late morning when you cross the river and find yourselves climbing the last hill. You can 
still see smoke rising just beyond it.
Gramzon:
I lie low and creep up to the top of the hill and peek over from the tall grass.
Eric:
"Someone needs to invent a faster and easier mode of transportation."
"All this running and walking around is getting old."
Wybren:
(By the way, I'm assuming at one point today we consume a set of rations?)
Eva Roe:
"Once I get back to civilization, I'll work on one."
Wybren:
"Let me know once you've perfected that landshark saddle."
Sarachim:
(You haven't done that yet, but it would probably be smart to do it eventually. :P)
Xiriatl:
(Nobody is actually keeping track of food. The party's got enough to live on unless we want to 
cross a desert, anyway.)
Gramzon:
I motion to the others to come on up to the top of the hill.
Eva Roe:
I approach Gramzon.
Xiriatl:
I follow.
Sarachim:
(I'm sort of keeping track of it. If you ignore it long enough, it may become an issue.)
You can see Survi's house from here, looking just how you left it. Smoke is rising from the 
chimney.
Eric:
I follow.
Gramzon:
"I don't see anyone out side but that doesn't mean that there are not twenty people inside that 
house and in the tunnels."
Wybren:
"Could you check either of them, Xiriatl?"
Xiriatl:
"I can try." I attempt to Vision up a view of the inside of the house.
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Sarachim:
(BRB real quick)
Xiriatl:
"Hmm. There could be as many as eight people in the house. But with the element of surprise, I 
think we can probably manage."
Eric:
I nod. "I'm ready whenever."
Gramzon:
"I wonder if anyone there will remember me?"  I grin at the thought of seeing familiar faces again.
Sarachim:
(back)
Gramzon:
"Okay, Eric and I take point then?"
Xiriatl:
(That was real quick.)
Sarachim:
(Told ya so)
Wybren:
"Or I could try sneak up and lull as many of them to sleep first."
"Risky, but it could even the odds somewhat."
"And ensure more survivors to question."
Eric:
"Can you lull them while we're moving into position?"
Wybren:
"I could try, but if we all head in and someone's watching, they'll be ready for us and the song 
probably won't work."
(But IIRC, the house didn't have any windows.)
Sarachim:
(That's right.)
Gramzon:
"I don't like the thought of sending you alone."
Xiriatl:
(It does have some holes in the door, of course.)
Wybren:
"Well, if we sneak in from the back, away from the door, we could all head in together."
(heh)
Sarachim:
(There is no back door.)
Gramzon:
"Sounds good to me."  I get up and start moving that direction.
(Sneak from the back of the house to the front door right?)
Sarachim:
(Oh, I see.)
By creeping through valleys and around hills, you manage to get to a point that you think would be 
behind Survi's house without being seen.
Wybren:
"Let's move in." I peek over the hill to see if the way is clear.
Gramzon:
I follow.
Spear at the ready.
Sarachim:
Looks clear from here.
Eric:
I follow.
Eva Roe:
I follow as well.
Wybren:
I head out, motioning the others to follow.
Xiriatl:
I follow at a safe distance.
Sarachim:
Okay. Roll stealth if you're approaching silently or something.
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Xiriatl:
(gramzooooon)
Gramzon:
(Sorry, I thought I was supposed to be yelling and charging.)
Wybren:
(clank clank clank)
Sarachim:
Gramzon has a hard time avoiding bushes and low trees, but the rest of you manage to shepherd 
him through without too much noise. If anybody inside heard you, they're not responding.
Wybren:
(When Xir has been casting his vision spells, were they silent, or did they involve chanting?)
(Actually, never mind, it's a moot point anyway.)
Sarachim:
I imagined them being silent.
Xiriatl:
(Yeah, the flavour text I've been giving is that he traces out a runic pattern in the air with his hand)
Sarachim:
Anyway, you're right behind the place now.
Eva Roe:
I look to Wybren expectantly.
Wybren:
Once the group is close enough to the door, I begin humming another Soothing Lullaby, 
eventually getting loud enough for those inside to hear. (1 stamina) (Enchantment)
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Leitha:
I draw my daggers and motion to Wybren.
Gramzon:
I motion to Wybren to lead the way.
Gramzon:
I plug my ears.
Wybren:
(I am able to exlude the group from the effect. But hey, it's good to prepare for critfails.)
Sarachim:
Wybren starts singing at the top of his lungs. It's pretty soothing, though for the first few minutes 
you can't tell if it's having any effect.
Eric:
Are we all headed around the house in the same direction?
Sarachim:
Then, just as you are about to turn the corner, you hear the door open and slam shut. A woman's 
voice shouts, "Wybie!"
Wybren:
(whut)
Eva Roe:
(...)
Gramzon:
(Your mom wants you.)
Leitha:
(Your mum wants him too)
Sarachim:
(ha ha)
Gramzon:(Heh.)
Eric:
I stop to pick up any large rocks I see.
Eva Roe:
I take a spellcasting stance.
Whilst staring at the back of Wybren's head, baffled.
Sarachim:
A human in leather armor, with a sword sheathed at her side, runs around the corner and then 
stops.
Xiriatl:
"Do you... know this person, Wybren?"
Gramzon:
I stab with my spear.
Wybren:
I'm still kinda surprised. Well, very surprised. Do I recognize her?
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Leitha:
I glance from the woman to Wybren.
Sarachim:
She's surprised, to say the least, that someone is stabbing her, but she dodges Gramzon's spear. 
"Wybren, don't you recognize me?"
aleckyras:
(Stop stabbing Wybren's mom.)
Gramzon:
"Wait, what?" I level my spear at her chest but stop stabbing.
Wybren:
"Se-Seela!" Still shocked here. "Uh, wow! It's been a while! How have you been doing?"
Wybren:
"Don't mind Gramzon, he's just... protective."
Sarachim:
"I knew you'd remember!" She runs up to Wybren and hugs him.
Leitha:
"So gonna tell us who this is, Wybie?"
Gramzon:
I stand there looking ver confused and very stupid.
Sarachim:
"Anyway, after the group broke up I drifted around for a while, mostly working alone, and now I'm 
here! But how did you get here?"
Eva Roe:
Ditto Gramzon.
Gramzon:
But still with my spear at the ready.
Eric:
I nudge Xiriatl. "Any chance you can detect whether this is an illusion or not?"
Wybren:
I hug back, somewhat awkwardly. "Seela, this is the group I'm working with nowadays. Everyone, 
this is Seela. I used to work fo- with her years ago."
Gramzon:
I walk around behind Seela and around the corner of the house to where the door is and peek 
inside.
Wybren:
I let the others introduce themselves, if they want.
Xiriatl:
"I... can try, but I didn't prepare True Sight..." I cast Detect Magic to try and see if there's anything 
odd about her.
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Xiriatl:
"She seems normal enough to me."
Sarachim:
Seela frowns at Xiriatl. "Well, thanks, I guess."
"You sure know how to pick 'em, Wybie. I don't know how you've survived this long on your own."
Xiriatl:
"Since you've introduced yourself, I am Xiriatl, alchemist of the Cynosural Brotherhood. May I ask 
what you're doing here?"
Wybren:
"Well, with a little help from my friends..." I make a smile at her and the party.
Sarachim:
"Since you're wandering around with my friend, and apparently talking him into putting my friends 
to sleep, I think you should answer first."
Gramzon:
I come back around the corner to the party.  Still with my spear at the ready.
Xiriatl:
"We are investigating certain disturbances which appear to originate from this island."
Gramzon:
"Vurziveh."
Leitha:
"I'm Leah." I nod. "We're here about a huge army, evil wizards and... What they said."
Sarachim:
Seela nods. "I hoped you were here by coincidence. You'd better come inside."
Gramzon:
"Before I go anywhere with you I want to know if you work for him."
Wybren:
"Sorry for the misunderstanding, Seela, but the last time we passed here someone tried to kill us. 
We were just being cautious. I apologize for the inconvenience, but at least I was here to use a 
non-wounding spell."
Sarachim:
"See, this is why we only let you cook."
"And as for you, stabby," she turns to Gramzon, "well, it's complicated." She bites her lip. "It's 
complicated. But brave sir Niemantsverdriet over here can tell you I'm an honest person."
Xiriatl:
"You know, if there's anybody else present who might have a personal connection to our enemies, 
it would be nice if they could speak up sooner rather than later."
Gramzon:
"So you do work for him.  Now why should I not kill you right here and right now?"
Leitha:
"I don't have any friends, but I can't promise you that somebody doesn't come along looking for 
me."
Eric:
"Because she's not killing us."
Wybren:
"Why, Seela, I thought that was because I was such a fantastic cook!" I smile. "And she is honest. 
Well, as honest as an adventurer can be, that is."
Gramzon:
I heft my spear in my hands and bare my fangs at her.
Eric:
"And it would be nice to get answers without a fight."
Sarachim:
"Well, you would make Wybie cry, for one thing. Not that you'd care."
Xiriatl:
"I would at least like to know what's going on before we start with the stabbing, yes."
Sarachim:
"I can help with that, Wybie's creepy friend."
Wybren:
"Hey, I never cried. Well, not often. But I certainly don't now!"
Gramzon:
"Can we talk over a nice cup of tea then?  I know where to find the things to make some inside."
aleckyras:
(One of you ought to pick up a seance ability so you can stab first and ask questions later. It's 
much more convenient.)
Sarachim:
"Would tea make you feel better, mean dragonborn friend? We just put a kettle on, but now 
everyone else inside is asleep."
She turns and goes inside. "Hurry up, it might start raining any second!"
Xiriatl:
"After you, Wybren."
Eva Roe:
I slowly start to snap out of my shock. "...wha?"
Wybren:
I look at the others. "Don't look at me that way, guys. It's not like I planned this."
Leitha:
"Umhmm. Still, after you."
Eric:
I shrug and follow Seela inside.
Gramzon:
"Fine with me, I'll take two dollops of honey please."  I lower my spear and relax a little.
Eva Roe:
I follow Seela inside as well.
Gramzon:
I go into the house.
Wybren:
"I've been adventuring a long time. This kind of situation was bound to happen sooner or later."
Sarachim:
There are three humans and an elf inside, all fast asleep.
Seela brings a tea kettle and several cups, and sets them down on Survi's dining room table.
Eric:
"So, what brings the five of you here to this hut?"
Xiriatl:
"As I said, we are investigating disturbances related to this so-called King Vurziveh."
Gramzon:
I set my gear aside by the door.  "Tea is very important to me and my family, to share a cup is to 
share a bond of friendship."
Xiriatl:
"Perhaps you can tell us about him."
Sarachim:
Seela sits down, takes a flask from her hip, and pours from it into her teacup. "Don't get me 
started about King Vurziveh. You're lucky the others are asleep, or I'd have to help kill you for 
him."
Xiriatl:
"I wouldn't try it, if I were you."
Sarachim:
"Well, "lucky's" the wrong word, since you directly caused it, but you get my point."
Eric:
"Did we leave all of the rope at the fortress?"
Gramzon:
"That was what I was afraid of."
Sarachim:She takes a sip. "Help yourselves. There's honey in the kitchen."
Xiriatl:
"If I may offer an observation, you don't exactly seem eager to serve him."
"Vurziveh, that is."
Gramzon:
"Thank you."  I smile a sincere smile and go to fetch the honey.
Sarachim:
"Nothing gets past you." She smiles sweetly. "I take it none of you have met Kheini?"
Xiriatl:
"If we have, we don't know them by name."
Sarachim:
"You haven't, then. See, she and Vurziveh came to this island together, along with most of us. I 
don't know the whole story, but I think camp rumor has it mostly figured out."
"Basically, they have different plans for the island. He wants to play at being king, and she. . . well, 
she's complicated. I'm not fit to explain it myself. Point is, they each must've figured they could 
use the other, and so far it's working for them. I don't like it, though."
Wybren:
"Hmm, so you and your group were with them before they came to Ouracasos?"
Sarachim:
"That's right. If you'd been around I would have invited you."
Xiriatl:
"So is Vurziveh the one who's been controlling the weather?"
Xiriatl:
"And what of the animals? Is that his doing, or Kheini's?"
Sarachim:
"Yes, but Kheini does the animals."
"Wait, that came out wrong."
Xiriatl:
"I suspected as much."
Wybren:
"Well, the group did break up. I just stuck with Adrixiana instead of you. No offense, but she was 
my mentor at the time."
Sarachim:
"And prettier than me, too." She punches Wybren in the shoulder. "Whatever happened to her?"
Gramzon:
"And to whom do you serve Seela?"
Wybren:
"Ouch! I think she's semi-retired now. From adventuring, at least. Performing for nobles on Ona, 
last I heard."
Gramzon:
"Or whom would you rather serve would be a better question."
Eric:
I look around the hut for anything that could be used to restrain the sleeping soldiers.
Sarachim:
"Serve?" She takes a long drink from her tea. "Well, the best answer is Korossos. Have you heard 
of Korossos?"
Wybren:
"Afraid I don't know much more than the name."
Eva Roe:
I shake my head.
Sarachim:
"That's too bad. We're not really supposed to talk about it, but this is his island. Well, his or 
Vurziveh's, depending who you ask."
Gramzon:
I frown, "I have but I hope you are different then those in the tales I've heard."
Sarachim:"What do you mean?"
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Gramzon:
"My great great father told me tales of an elf that served Korossos long long ago before I or you 
were born.  He was a tyrant according to the tales."
Sarachim:
You hear shouting in the next room. "Hey, get off of me!"
Eric:
"We have a situation here!"
Eva Roe:
I get up and hurry to the next room.
Sarachim:
Eric has tied up the three sleeping humans, but he's struggling with the elf.
Leitha:
I leap up and follow eva.
OnlineHost:
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Leitha:
I leap to aid Eric, pinning the elf.
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Gramzon:
I run into the room.  See what is happening and help also.
Sarachim:
Eric strikes the elf with the flat of his halberd, forcing his head into the ground. He stops, dazed, 
and Leitha pins him.
"Seela, what have you done? Help me!"
Xiriatl:
"Seela is helping you. She's helping you not get yourselves killed by not fighting us."
"Now, shall we continue?"
Sarachim:
"Yes, the lacewing is very reasonable. Give it up, Clover."
The elf struggles a moment longer, but sees he's trapped. "I asked you not to call me that."
Xiriatl:
"I suppose I should ask, as a formality: do you or those who you serve have any connection to 
Survi, the elf who once lived in this hut?"
Sarachim:
"I'm not going to talk, lacewing." He spits.
Eric:
(Is the elf tied up, or just not struggling against us?)
Xiriatl:
"Seela? Will you be a little more helpful?"
Sarachim:
(Just not struggling.)
Gramzon:
I tie up the elf if there is more rope near by.
Sarachim:
Seela: "No, I will not."
Together, Eric, Leitha, and Gramzon are able to tie up Clover without any trouble. The rest are still 
asleep, but starting to stir.
Xiriatl:
"Hmm. So you'll talk about Vurziveh, but not Survi. That's interesting information in itself."
Gramzon:
"I would imagine that they are connected.  This is where they took me captive."
Sarachim:Seela pokes Xiriatl in the ribs. "I will not talk to my captors about anything, any more than Clover 
will."
Xiriatl:
"Oh, I see how this is going to be."
Gramzon:
Once the elf is tied up I go back to my tea.
Wybren:
I cough, then bring Xiriatl to one side, and speak in a sorta-soft voice. "I think maybe we should 
question them one at a time, y'know, see if there are any differences in their stories."
Leitha:
I take out a dagger. "Bring her back into the other room. I'm sure she'll talk on her own, with a little 
encouragement."
I look over my companions pointedly.
Xiriatl:
"Well, I was just going to suggest we kill all of them except Seela, but your plan works too, 
Wybren."
Gramzon:
"No one is hurting any one!" I call out from my tea.
Sarachim:
Seela: "Fine, do whatever you want. You can't make me tell you anything." She walks back into 
the dining room.
Eric:
I put my hand on Leitha's dagger. "There's no need for that. Either Seela will talk or she won't."
I follow Seela into the dining room.
Leitha:
I shake my head and follow Seela.
Xiriatl:
I follow.
Wybren:
"Who wants to watch these three while we question Seela?"
Leitha:
Then, when I'm in the dining room, I whisper: "Are you all idiots? I wanted her on her own so that 
she can talk without coming across as a traitor to the others!"
Sarachim:
(Four.)
Leitha:
"Thankfully she got the idea."
Wybren:
(Right, four. Sorry.)
Eva Roe:
"I'll do it. If only so the budding psychopaths amongst us don't tear into them.
Gramzon:
"I'll watch them but I'm going to need a fresh pot of tea."
"Okay if I join you then Eva?"
Eva Roe:
I shrug.
Eric:
I shrug. "I knew what you were doing, but I just couldn't let the threat go."
Xiriatl:
"You know, they are our enemies, even if some of us have... prior entanglements with them."
I shoot a glance at Wybren.
Leitha:
I put my dagger away. "Xir, she hasn't moved against us yet... So, Seela, Survi?"
Gramzon:
I pick up my pack and spear from entry and move into the room to watch the other four.
Wybren:"Thank you, you two. I'll work on that tea, Gramzon." I head back to the others, just in time to 
catch Xiriatl's glare.
Sarachim:
Seela closes the door to the foyer, and starts shoving an old tablecloth into the gaps at its edges. 
"Sorry about that. You have to be careful, people escape all the time."
Wybren:
"We understand, Seela. Xiriatl... they're just doing their job, I suppose. Not an excuse, I know, but 
still..."
Sarachim:
"Anyway, yeah, Survi. Vurzy brough a bunch of wizards here with him, desperate types, or young 
and ambitious. Survi was one. Apparently, he was on the run from the law on some other island."
Xiriatl:
"And you, Wybren? Are you just doing your job?"
Wybren:
"That's what adventuring is, isn't it? Doing jobs for hire. You don't always have to like them, but 
you always have to do them." I start working on Gramzon's pot of tea.
Xiriatl:
"I don't want allies who will abandon me if a better offer comes along."
Eric:
"What does Vurziveh want with captives?"
Sarachim:
"I don't know. I'm not privy to command decisions."
Eric:
"Any rumors?"
Sarachim:
"Well, more like theories. Personally, I think he just wasn't expecting people to show up, so he 
panicked a little while he tried to figure out what was going on."
Xiriatl:
"In any case, we're aiming to stop Vurziveh from manipulating the weather. What he does on this 
island is no concern of ours, but his actions are having undesired consequences elsewhere. What 
do you know about his powers?"
Wybren:
"Hey, little chance of that, Xiriatl. Word gets out with these types of things, and no one likes a 
turncoat." I look at Seela. "That said, what people like less than turncoats are those who work for 
tyrants, and Vurziveh sure sounds like one."
Sarachim:
"Not much, not being a wizard. There's a . . . special place, some kind of crossroads of winds, on 
top of a mountain south of here, from which it's surprisingly easy to control the weather. That's 
how he's doing it."
Eric:
"Does he have to go there personally?"
Sarachim:
"Yeah. He hardly ever leaves now."
Eric:
"Do you know how many wizards and soldiers are with him?"
Sarachim:
"Well, everyone on the islands probably adds up to about 200, but most of those are people who 
came with Kheini, not Vurziveh. He has most of the wizards, though."
Xiriatl:
"Hmm. We would rather not confront him at the seat of his power, if we can help it. At least, not 
without powerful allies."
Sarachim:
"Word is that Kheini is thinking the same thing. If I were her, I'd have tried to do him in long before 
now. He's only getting stronger with time."
Eric:
"What is she doing here? Do you know?"
Sarachim:
She bites her lip. "Like I said, I'm not supposed to talk about it very much, but I guess you're 
friends. Or friends of a friend. I mentioned Korossos, God of Beasts. Kheini is his prophet. He told 
her that this island will be a home to all who revere him."
Xiriatl:
"The castle... you said it was staffed mostly by Kheini's forces, correct?"
Wybren:
I finish with Gramzon's pot of tea, but I wait for a moment in case Seela has anything to add.
Sarachim:
"You mean the one you broke your friend out of? That one's mixed. He's got another, though, on 
the mountaintop, and only his own people go there."
Xiriatl:
"Hmm. I was thinking, Vurziveh went to that castle to interrogate Gramzon. With Kheini's support, 
we might be able to set a trap for him..."
Wybren:
"Does Kheini have her own centre of power?"
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Sarachim:
"Not like a castle. Right now, she's down by the water."
Xiriatl:
(Well, that's ominous.)
Eric:
(Hah.)
Leitha:
"What's she doing by the water? I take it you mean the camps down by the coast, right?"
Wybren:
I head out for a minute to give the tea to Eva and Gramzon.
Sarachim:
"I'm not sure. I just know she and most of her people all marched down there yesterday, right 
before we got orders to watch this place."
Wybren:
(If either of you two want to participate in the conversation, Wybren can take over for one or both 
of you.)
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Xiriatl:
"Whether we trust her or not, it sounds as if we won't be able to get much done without Kheini's 
help. I can't say I'm eager to return to the coast after what happened last time, though..."
Leitha:
"If we're with Seela though, we might be alright."
Sarachim:
"I think you would be. I just hope they haven't started fighting yet."
Xiriatl:
"So you're willing to accompany us, then? What about the others here?"
Eric:
(brb)
Sarachim:
"Kill Clover. The rest will come along with us."
Xiriatl:
"You don't mind? Well, if you say so..."
Leitha:
"Since when did you get all eager-to-kill, Xir?"
Xiriatl:
"He's an enemy. What do you want to do, leave him here?"
"I may not resort to violence as a first option, but I can recognise when it's the only reasonable path available."
Leitha:
"Not at all. I'm fine with killing him. I was just commenting on the loss of your restraint."
Sarachim:
"So, it's settled. Let's go tell your friends."
Eric:
(Back.)
Xiriatl:
I return to the room where the prisoners are being watched.
Eva Roe:
(Gah. Sorry, power outage)
Sarachim:
S'ok
Seela gets up, and follows Xir into the other room.
Sarachim:
(To be clear, it's just Eric and Leitha in here now. Everyone else is in the other room.)
Leitha:
"Er shall we follow them?"
Eric:
"Oh, right, sorry. A bit distracted, I guess."
Eric:
I enter the other room.
Leitha:
I follow.
Sarachim:
Okay, you both enter the foyer. You find a standoff: Gramzon is standing between Clover and 
Xiriatl/Seela.
Eva Roe:
"A fair fight...?!? This is murder, Xiriatl!"
Gramzon:
"Have you no honor?  Are you such cowards?"
Sarachim:
Seela: "I'm not getting killed for your sense of honor."
Eric:
Is Clover still tied up?
Sarachim:
Yes, he is.
Leitha:
"Oh boy..."
Xiriatl:
"His life is of no consequence to the future of Riole. We have no obligation to spare him."
Eric:
"I thought this might happen."
Gramzon:
"His life is of no consequence to Riole but I will not let some innocent person die that is unable to 
defend himself."
aleckyras:
(So is arming him and then spitting him an improvement? :P)
Sarachim:
Clover: "Thank you, Gramzon."
jtriumphe:
(Hahahaha! Wow!  It took a while, but Sarachim has manipulated even the Dustbowl party into 
being at each others' throats!)
Wybren:
I massage my temples. "Ohhh boy."
Eric:"Seela, how long will it be before anyone else comes by?"
Sarachim:
"I don't know. They send people to check occasionally."
Leitha:
(whisper to Wybren:) "Can't you make Gramzy and Eva sleep. Then we nick Clover's throat, and 
set off."
Wybren:
(@triumph: To be fair, this is the first major ethical dilemma we've come across, aside from the 
dwarf/goblin thing. We're dysfunctional, it's just taken us a long time to outwardly manifest it.)
Wybren:
I look at Leitha, shocked at the suggestion. "That... that would only be a short-term solution," I 
whisper back. "We'd still have to work with them after that, and I don't think they'd be happy with 
me."
Xiriatl:
"Gramzon, if you let Clover live now you're placing Seela's life at risk. He's certain to reveal that 
she intended to kill him. Are you happy to trade the life of an ally for that of an enemy?"
Leitha:
"True, but we're wasting time here..."
Eva Roe:
"We don't have to let him go. We can take him with us."
Wybren:
"Or the rest of us, for that matter."
Gramzon:
“I will not kill anyone in cold blood, not even if they would do the same to me."
Sarachim:
Seela: "He's a caster. He's dangerous even when restrained."
Leitha:
"Okay, here's the deal. The longer we stand around here, the bigger the chance is we'll return to 
find Doburn and company dead."
jtriumphe:
(Oh, true, I'm just teasing.  And really, impressed with you all and Sarachim.  And it is a real 
temptation for the party.  Although...no one is asking whether he deserves death or why)
Leitha:
"Now we need to kill Clover so that we can get back and potentially save 50 other people. Or 
would your honor demand that those people die, and you end up stuck on this island, Gramzon?"
aleckyras:
(Who said anything about what he deserves? :P)
Sarachim:
Clover: "What if I give you my word not to try to escape?"
Gramzon:
"Are you truly a caster?"  I keep my spear pointed at the my companions.
Sarachim:
"Yes, I am."
Wybren:
I continue looking from one person to the next, unwilling or unable to intervene.
Gramzon:
"If we were to leave you here alive would you be able to free yourself?"
Sarachim:
"No."
"That's a lie!"
Xiriatl:
"I'm getting awfully tired of standing here. Can somebody with a sharp edged weapon please do 
what needs to be done and make this discussion moot?"
Sarachim:
Seela: "I would, but your scaly friend has been looking for a reason to stab me ever since we 
met."
Gramzon:
I shift the spear to point at Xir.
Eva Roe:
I take a ready stance. "Don't force my hand."
Leitha:
"Gramzon, Eva, you're being unreasonable."
Xiriatl:
"You'd risk our mission to spare an enemy? That's your idea of honour?"
Eva Roe:
"I don't want to do this. But if you insist on murdering this man, you'll leave me with no choice."
Gramzon:
"Murder is reasonable?"
Leitha:
"If you insist we spare this man, you murder everybody at the camps by the shore."
Sarachim:
Clover: "Well, pick something and get on with it. Life's too short for this."
Leitha:
"The longer we stand arguing, the more their blood soaks your hands."
"Well said Clover!" I laugh.
Sarachim:
"Of course, I would prefer you pick 'not killing me.'"
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Xiriatl:
"You know, there are three of us and two people trying to stop us. And Gramzon has his spear 
pointed at me right now, not either of you. I'm just saying..."
Sarachim:
Lightning strikes ominously in the distance.
Wybren:
(bwahahaha)
Leitha:
"Now, I'm going to take Clover into the next room with Xir. And then we'll head for the coast. 
Okay?"
"I don't like this either, regardless of what you think of me, but it's the only option we have."
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Leitha:
I move forward slowly to take Clover by the arm.
Gramzon:
I bring my spear to bear.
Sarachim:
Lightning strikes again.
Eva Roe:
I intercept. "It's not. The only. option."
Eric:
"Wait."
Xiriatl:
"What is it, Eric?"
Sarachim:
Clover shies away from Leitha, eyes wide with fear.
Gramzon:
I keep myself between Clover and the others.  Spear pointed at those who would kill him.
"Speak what you have to say Eric but let it not be murder."
Eric:
"I suggest that we take Clover with us and leave him under the care of Captain Doburn or Kheini 
while we are on our mission. After we are done with our mission, he can leave to do whatever he likes."
Xiriatl:
"That's all very well if he doesn't escape."
Eric:
"But only if he promises not to attempt to escape. And I'm warning you, Sliros does not like people 
who break their word."
"And so neither do I."
Leitha:
"And if he decides to reveal us before we get there, and convinces Kheini we wish to kill her?"
Xiriatl:
"If it's true that he's loyal to Vurziveh, his convincing Kheini of anything is fairly low on our list of 
possible dangers."
Sarachim:
Seela: "For all Kheini would know, we could be turning on her."
Eric:
"That's why I'm volunteering to keep an eye on him while we head over there. I promise I will kill 
him if he breaks his word."
Xiriatl:
"It would be simpler to just kill him. He's working for our enemy. There's nothing to be gained from 
letting him live."
Leitha:
I sheath my dagger and nod to Eric. "Fine."
Xiriatl:
"But if you want to do things the hard way, I won't object."
Leitha:
"Xir, we are getting nowhere here."
Leitha:
"Lets go."
Gramzon:
"Colo, do you give your word?"  I keep my spear pointed at the others.
Sarachim:
"Yes, yes! I do!"
Wybren:
"Ah, what about the other three?"
Sarachim:
Seela: "They'll side with us once we wake them."
Eric:
I untie Clover's legs but leave his arms restrained.
Gramzon:
"And I swear that if anyone kills him without due cause I will kill that murderer."
Sarachim:
He gets up warily. "Thank you."
Seela: "When this goes skunky on us, I'm going to say 'I told you so.'"
Eva Roe:
"I'd expect nothing less."
Gramzon:
I look at the others and bare my teeth and let out a snort of flame to show I mean business about 
what I said.
Then I lower my spear.
Wybren:
I slowly let out my breath. "Well, that ends that."
Sarachim:
Seela starts untying and waking the others. "Deplo, Fehl, Zashu, these are. . . some people. We're 
going to Kheini with them."
Eva Roe:
I relax slightly.
Sarachim:
The sleepers still look groggy, but they get up and come along.
Gramzon:
I follow the party but stay next to Colo the whole time.
Xiriatl:
I follow, staying at a safe distance from Gramzon and Clover.
Eva Roe:
I follow, keeping an eye on Clover.
Sarachim:
Seela and her friends follow you outside. "Now, to the coast, right? Or do you have some other 
people you need to argue about first?"
Eric:
I stay near Clover and Gramzon as well. "To the coast."
Wybren:
I follow, keeping an eye on... everyone. I look troubled about something.
Eva Roe:
"To the coast."
Gramzon:
"Lead the way."
Leitha:
"What is it Wybren?"
Gramzon:
I follow with Colo in the middle of the party.
Eva Roe:
I stay near the back, rather exhausted from both the ordeal and the constant walking.
Wybren:
I look at Coloviristineit. "Did you get the same feeling? The feeling that, one day, a few jobs from 
now, that could be you?"
"I mean, I've been adventuring for quite some time. I've seen these messy situations before; I'm 
no stranger to them."
"Quick bargains struck on the battlefield, last minute revelations, even something as simple as 
finding the other group gives a better cut of the profits."
Sarachim:
Clover: "We do, in fact, give a better cut. I told you that."
Xiriatl:
"Hm. Neither of you are doing much to convince me of the value of an adventurer's word."
Wybren:
I ignore him and keep talking to Leitha. "But before... I was never a part of the... negotiations... 
when I was a hi- when I was younger. I knew I could attach myself to whatever group survived. 
But it's all so different when you're part of the... dealings."
(Him being clover.)
Gramzon:
I keep my eyes and ears open as we travel. 
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Sarachim:
You cross the river and head back toward the coast. It's getting on into the afternoon. The way 
seems to be totally empty except for your group.
Wybren:
I look like I might say more to either Leitha or Xiriatl, but then decide against it.
Gramzon:
I walk in silence with Colo at my side.
Leitha:
"To be honest, you're the first, and probably last, group I'll travel with. I didn't even really want in 
on this group, I was just in the wrong place at the right time I guess. But I can see where you're 
coming from."
Sarachim:
Clover also looks like he's about to say something, but decides against it. He walks on in silence, 
with his head bowed.
Seela: "That's too bad. . . Leitha, right? You've got the right attitude."
You're almost to the first river now, back where you left Bofan. It's still totally quiet.
Leitha:
"I don't know. It does beat what I was doing before though, I suppose, but I'm not really a team-player like Wybie here." I nudge Wybren.
Gramzon:
"Remember Colo.  I don't want to see you killed.  Keep your word and we will keep ours."
Eva Roe:
I keep alert. It's quiet.... Too quiet...
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Wybren:
I look skyward and sigh. "I never did like that nickname. Looking back, Seela, I should have never 
let you know it bothered me."
Gramzon:
Seeing Eva look around I look around also.
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Eric:
"See anything?" I whisper to Eva, staying close to Clover.
Sarachim:
"It bothers you, Wybie? I had no idea."
Eva Roe:
"Look alive. Someone's ahead."
"Multiple someones, in fact... Just across the river."
Wybren:
I pretend to ignore her. (Composure)
OnlineHost:
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Sarachim:
Wybren blushes.
Gramzon:
"We crossing or not then?"
Sarachim:
You can all hear them now. It's a group of about ten, talking amongst themselves, about where 
the river would be.
You can't see them yet, but they must be just around the next turn.
Leitha:
"Front and center, Seela?"
Xiriatl:
(Don't they already know where the river would be?)
Eric:
"This might be another group. I say we hide."
Sarachim:
(Xiriatl gets struck by lightning. :P)
Eric:
"Although I'm not sure how many other groups there could possibly be."
Leitha:
"Okay, wait here. I'll look ahead."
Leitha:
I drop to the floor and crawl up, trying to spot the group
(stealth)
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Sarachim:
Leitha crawls away through the mud, out of sight.
Xiriatl:
While she's doing that, I cast Enhance Senses and try to listen in on the group's conversation.
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Saralfur rolled 1 20-sided die:  3
Xiriatl:
I smile.
Sarachim:
Something that is either Leitha or the swamp monster returns.
Leitha:
"Don't mind the mud, I'm not a swamp monster - it's me."
Xiriatl:
"Did you learn anything?"
Leitha:
"So, there are 9 humans ahead. Some in metal armour, and some in green and brown clothes."
"Couldn't spot an insignia."
Xiriatl:
"They'll be with the same group as the ones besieging the camp, I'm fairly sure. I heard them 
talking about a sentry who fell asleep on patrol."
Leitha:
"Oh, right, and they're on the other side of the river, guarding the ford."
"If we go that way, they'll see us."
Gramzon:
"Don't we intend for them to see us?"
Sarachim:
Seela: "They sound like it, yeah."
Eric:
"What's the best way to approach them so they know we're peaceful?"
Xiriatl:
"I have a plan."
Sarachim:
(Lightning strikes ominously in the distance. :P)
Xiriatl:
"Eva, lead the group with your hands raised and empty. The rest of us will follow a short distance 
behind. If things go wrong, you blast them with magic and we run."
Wybren:
"Does it involve approaching slowly with our hands in the air saying, 'We come in peace'? 'Cause 
that's what I'd do."
Gramzon:
"Wybren is right."
Eva Roe:
"...I love this plan. I'm glad to be a part of it..."
"Gramzon, watch Clover."
Gramzon:
"I will."
Sarachim:
Clover is standing passively next to Gramzon.
Eva Roe:
I slowly press forward.
Wybren:
"What's not to love? It plays to our strengths -- blowing stuff up, and also running away."
Leitha:
"Eric, you'd better keep an eye on our friend Clover too."
Eva Roe:
Hands in the air all the while.
Eric:
"Don't worry, I am right here."
Sarachim:
Eva rounds the corner, and immediately sees the group Leitha described. The all grab their 
weapons. "Surrender, in the name of King Vurziveh!"
Wybren:
Hands in the air with the others, but readying a Soothing Lullaby just in case.
Eva Roe:
"I'm unarmed... Please don't attack... I'm here peacefully."
Leitha:
"We are friends, not foes. We travel with some of your own." I gesture to Seela and the others.
Wybren:
Now I'm watching those with me; if anyone takes an action, I'll try get my lullaby off first (including 
Colo in the effects if need be).
Sarachim:
They lower their weapons. "All right. Drop your weapons and come over here."
Gramzon:
I look to Seela and Wybren.  "Lead the way."
Sarachim:
Seela nods back, unbuckles the belt that holds her sword, and walks forward, hands in the air.
Gramzon:
I turn to Colo.  "I will keep my word that no one will harm you.  Please keep yours as well."
Sarachim:
Clover nods weakly.
Gramzon:
I don't drop my spear but rather tuck it behind my back and my pack so that it is in that awkward 
out of reach place. and then raise my hands and move forward with Colo at my side.
Wybren:
I swallow. "I'd rather not drop my crossbow in the muck, if you please. It's gone through enough 
wear and tear as is. Look, it's on my belt, and unloaded besides. I'm not going to touch it."
Sarachim:
One the humans, a man in metal armor, rolls his eyes. "Fine. But if you reach for it without 
permission I'll gut you."
Xiriatl:
I put my sling away in my belt pouch and fasten it securely.
Leitha:
I fasten my daggers in their sheathes, but make sure the one in my boot is loose and ready to pull 
in an instant.
Wybren:
"Fair enough."
Eva Roe:
I keep my hands up.
Eric:
I leave my halberd leaning against a nearby tree and wade across the river.
Sarachim:
The river guards don't tie your hands or anything, but they do make you march in front of them. 
"Come with us."
Eva Roe:
I walk quietly.
Xiriatl:
I come with them, having no other good options.
Leitha:
"I do so hope Dolburn's happy to see us..."
Wybren:I uneasily move with the rest of the group.
Sarachim:
They take you a little further down the trail, then turn onto a side-path that leads to a small, 
relatively dry clearing. In it, there are several tents, with more armed humans sitting around.
Gramzon:
(All are human?)
Sarachim:
All that you can see, yes.
Your chief captor speaks to one of them. "Keep these people secure here until General Kheini 
returns." The other gives what you think is a salute, and leads you into one of the tents. It's empty, 
but has several bedrolls in it.
"Stay in here until you're called for."
End session.
Eva Roe:
...Whoa.
Wybren:
Woo intra-party conflict!!
Xiriatl:
Welp.
Sarachim:
So, thoughts?
Xiriatl:
We're going to get to fight something next session, right? :P
Eva Roe:
Heh.
Sarachim:
Yes, yes, of course.
Hopefully not each other. :P
Gramzon:
We almost fought each other this time.
Wybren:
Y'know, I didn't even notice the lack of combat.
Sarachim:
I didn't plan for a combat-free session, it just kinda happened.
jtriumphe:
Wow, Sarachim.  Just wow.  You are an excellent DM / storyteller.
Eva Roe:
Probably for the better.
Xiriatl:
I blame Wybren for putting all our enemies to sleep. :P
Wybren:
I wouldn't want every session to be combat-free and interaction heavy, but they are awesome to 
have every once in a while.
jtriumphe:
That session had oodles of outstanding role-playing all around!
Sarachim:
Also, I planned the fights for this session on the assumption that you'd rest near the beginning, so 
if you did fight you'd probably have gotten stomped on. :P
Xiriatl:
Well, at least we get to rest now, whether we like it or not. :P
Eva Roe:
We're getting to rest now that we're waiting for Kheini, right?
Wybren:
I think I'm going to get a lot of mileage out of that sleep spell.
Gramzon:
I was at full heath and ready to go.
Eva Roe:
I was running at 4 stamina the entire session.
Gramzon:
5 stamina for me.
Xiriatl:
2. :P
And I'm going to be up late brewing potions again next chance we get to rest. :P
Wybren:
@Rowen: Really? I don't think they were torturing you. Sounds more like a spa treatment.
Sarachim:
You have a rest opportunity now. In fact, if you want to set watches, I'll take perception rolls now.
Eva Roe:
Yeah, but if I recall, he was down to 1 when he was captured.
Sarachim:
Or next time, whichever.
Wybren:
If I tallied the previous session correctly, I'm at 17/20 and 8/10.
Xiriatl:
Yeah, okay, we might as well get our rolls over with. I'm not sure why we need to set watches, 
though. :P
Sarachim:
Nioca: Yes, but he effectively got a rest while in prison.
Gramzon:
They did treat me rather nicely while I was their captive.  They even healed me after I killed a few 
of them.
Eva Roe:
(I know, that's what I meant)
Xiriatl:
I mean, assuming they intend to kill us in our sleep, there wouldn't be much we could do about it 
anyway. :P
Wybren:
Wybren's pretty healthy, so he can sit for one watch.
Eric:
I'll keep watch.
Leitha:
I'll take a watch too.
Gramzon:
I am very glad that we didn't come to blows against each other.  that would have been really bad 
for us.
Eva Roe:
I think Eva's napping on this one.
Gramzon:
I keep watch too.
Eric:
Perception:
OnlineHost:
Dikiyoba rolled 1 20-sided die:  8
dintiradan rolled 1 20-sided die:  13
Xiriatl:
I'll be attempting to make an Explosive, an Acid, a Stimulant and a Healing Salve. Hopefully the 
smell doesn't bother the guards too much. :P
OnlineHost:
Saralfur rolled 1 20-sided die:  16
thuryl rolled 1 20-sided die:  6
Sarachim:
Okay, noted.
Wybren:
Hope the smell doesn't bother the PCs much.
OnlineHost:
rowenoct27 rolled 1 20-sided die:  16

When there were two or more people watching Clover and the other prisoners, they conversed in 
a separate chat window. Here’s the log of that. It opens as Clover begins speaking to Gramzon 
and Eva.
Sarachim:
Clover speaks up. “Hey, since we’re here, we might as well talk. What are you guys in this for?”
Eva Roe:
"What am I in this for?"
Sarachim:
Anyway, no, he doesn't seem to be working on his bonds.
Gramzon:
I smile and grin at Clover.
Eva Roe:
"Hmm... honestly, it's a bit of a blur."
"Mostly boredom and a desire not to starve to death, I suppose."
Sarachim:
"Vurziveh pays well, you know."
Wybren enters with Gramzon's tea.
Wybren:
"Get it while it's hot!"
Gramzon:
"I protect and serve the weak and the innocent from those who would take advantage of them"
"Thank you."
Sarachim:
"And you think his majesty is such a person?"
Wybren:
(Who's talking -- Clover?)
Eva Roe:
(Yes)
Gramzon:
I pour a cup for Eva, one for Wybren and one for myself.
Eva Roe:
I take a sip.
"What reason would we have to think otherwise?"
Gramzon:
"If you would like some honey just ask."  I add some to my cup.
Wybren:
I wordlessly take the cup from Gramzon, nodding thanks, and stay and listen for a while. "No 
thanks, I prefer it bitter."
Sarachim:
"The King is a uniter. Ours is a world in decline, but he will lift it back up."
Wybren:
(I said this in the main window, but if either of you two want to participate in the other 
conversation, Wybren can take over for one or both of you.)
Gramzon:
"By starving others?  How does that unite?"
(I'm fine watching the prisoners.)
Sarachim:
"Nobody is going to starve. King Vurziveh will bring relief to any who are wise enough to join his 
project. And once they've joined, imagine how much good he will do!"
Gramzon:
"And if you would like a cup of tea also just ask."  I look to Clover.
Sarachim:
He smiles ironically at Gramzon. "No, thank you."
Sarachim:
"What about you, tea-man? What brings you all the way out here?"
Gramzon:
"As I said, I protect and serve the weak and the innocent from those who would take advantage of 
them.  That tyrant Vurziveh has hurt many people and I am here to see that he stops."
Sarachim:
"No, not. . . I meant the guy who brought the tea."
Wybren:
"Who me? Why, I'm hear to bring the dragonborn a pot of tea. What does it look like?"
Sarachim:
"You're clearly not some hireling. You must have a reason to do all this."
Gramzon:
"And why are you here Clover?"  I grin.
Sarachim:
". . . I do not care for that name, Gramzy."
Wybren:
"I was hired to accompany the group. Plain as that." I sip my tea as nonchalantly as I can manage. 
"If you don't like 'Clover', what is your name, then?"
Gramzon:
I smile, "But names are so fleting, just like everything else in life.
Xiriatl enters the room.
Sarachim:
"Coloviristineit."
Seela enters.
Wybren:
I nod in sympathy. "Quite a mouthful. My father's side has a similar situation."
Gramzon:
Does it look like Clover is still bound?
Sarachim:
He is.
Gramzon:
"That is a lovely name."
Xiriatl:
"Yes. We'll make sure to put it on your grave."
Gramzon:
"After whom were you named?"
Eva Roe:
"Hang on, what?"
Gramzon:
"What?"  I turn to Xir.
Xiriatl:
"We're killing Clover. Seela thought it would be for the best. And since she knows him and we 
don't..."
Sarachim:
Seela: "We've talked it over, and we've decided he needs to die."
"He's loyal to Vurziveh. We can't set him free and it would be cruel to leave him."
Xiriatl:
"Sorry about this. It's not personal, you see."
Gramzon:
"No one is killing anyone." I position myself between the party and Clover.
Eva Roe:
I stand by Gramzon.
Sarachim:
Seela: "You tried to kill me five minutes ago!"
Gramzon:
"But at the time you were not tied up and unarmed."
Xiriatl:
"Well, if you want a fair fight, we can untie him and you two can have a duel."
Eric and Leitha enter, and the normal log resumes.

