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Game Session July 28


Belsaday, the evening of the 7th of Enkilot

Addrun was awakened by intense searing pain with Balaam standing over him.  His wounds are closed but the deep bruises from the leaf litter beast where still very painful.  Was he dead?  He didn’t see the Golden Field.  Perhaps he was not as far gone as he thought.  He tried distracting himself by counting arrows shot.  He missed 5 somehow but 2 should be in corpses and one went with the conjurer.  He would need to practice more.  Missing 5 is an embarrassment.  Perhaps…

Just as blessed sleep was beginning to claim him, Balaam wakes him to pour some bitter tea down his throat and feed him a magic berry.  He falls back to sleep right where he fell in the fight.

The 8th of Enkilot

Several hours later, Addrun wakes on his left side and stands with shaky legs to see Ramiel and a couple others pulling bodies into the fire.  The stench is atrocious.  Ramiel had saved the 2 arrows in frogmen and handed them to the unusually quiet Bariaur.  Addrun inspects the small, scattered heap of leaf-litter and sees his spear shaft sticking out of it.  He tries to pull it out but has to ask the stronger paladin to help.  Addrun asks about it and Ramiel tells him tat Spike used it against the beast but it was Mac who shriveled it down to a manageable size.

Just then something makes his fur stand up.  It feels like a ripple of some sort.  He is reminded of the deep forest and goes to talk to Mac about it. The others do not seem to notice.

They talked to the other human in the village and he said that all the gnomes went wild about a day and a half after the companions’ departure and then the druids headed north towards the deep forest.  Mac and Addrun go off out of earshot and discuss looking for the lost druids and returning them to their people.  They could have possibly been drawn to the Cairn when the Star opened the sagokane (portal).  

Feeling less than half as healthy as he should, Addrun finds a place to lie down near the main building and work on making arrows.  He sees Samaraba running through town square- probably looking for him.  Addrun calls over his tiny chatty friend and gives him some tasty oats.  Addrun then talks quietly to the squirrel about the events that just transpired and Sam seems to listen in between bites.  Addrun spends the rest of the day making 31 arrows.  23 are nearly worthy of Noco, the fletch master.  Addrun smiles as he feels that he will soon master this patient craft.  

The group finds the resting Bariaur and has a meeting.  Mac tells the group that a tree made the little conjurer that fought them the night before.  Usually the gnome scouts kill it before it grows so powerful.  They needed to find that tree and cut it down.  Addrun agrees but tells the group that there is a greater task.  They need to rescue the druids from the Spirit of the Forest.  Ramiel and Verin complain about going back to that place.  Addrun asks the whiney tiefling to give him 5 copper for the oats he bought from the human dude.  Verin hands him a silver and Addrun insists on the 5 copper, but Verin instruct him on the value of copper, silver and gold and their rarity.  The tired ranger ducks into the main building (the only one besides the smithy that is tall enough for him) and goes to sleep with 5 worried little gnomes on him for company.

The 9th of Enkilot

Addrun awakes not-quite-as-early as is his routine but manages to hobble around the outskirts of the Woodglen to look for anything odd and collect twigs for arrow shafts.  Samaraba was more than a bit hungry so Addrun decides to give him a magic berry.  He chomps it down greedily then rolls over and rubs his happily swollen belly with his tiny hands.  He rides on Addrun’s back just as easily as he lies in a tree branch.  It seems squirrels are as dexterous on their backs as they are on their feet- the perfect acrobats.  

When he finds the group, they seem to have been arguing with a frightened little gnome who accidentally claimed to be the interim leader.  Verin tried to trick him into leading us to the tree.  He has little to no luck coercing the gnome and the group all heads around the corner to talk about knocking him out or putting him in a bag.  Addrun, who was left alone with the gnome, leaned down and asked if he had ever played with a fat squirrel before.  His eyes light up and he says that he would love to.  Addrun gently lifts him , twists and places him on his rump next to Samaraba.  The group came back a bit disgusted and they head West by the gnomes direction.   

They cross many old frogmen tracks and eventually the gnome says to stop.  He says this is where they saw the frog monsters last.  Indeed the signs of an ambush are very apparent as the ranger makes a circuit of the area.  As seems to be the motif for the week, the group argues about what to do to find this tree.  Addrun hears croaking not to far away and shushes them.  Then he shushes Verrin’s whining again.  Addrun asks Samaraba to scout cautiously towards the croaking and return with news.  The squirrel dives out of the gnome’s arms to the gnome’s dislike and skitters towards the noise like only a squirrel can do.  Verrin and Mac decide to take it upon themselves to investigate and proceed to trying to sneak like hill giants with gout.  They make all kinds of racket but manage to get fairly close without being captured.  As Samaraba races back past them, they share a look and return to the group.  

Samaraba is now on Addrun’s shoulder and tells the ranger about giant frogs.  Addrun relays this to the group and tries to ask Samaraba in a simple way how many there were.  The little critter does not seem to understand.  Addrun grabs a handful of oats and places a few on is right hand.  He then asks Samaraba if the frogs were more like the left hand with a heap of oats or like the right hand.  The squirrel looks Addrun right in the eye then take some from the right hand and leaves 7 oats.  Addrun understands that that is the number and smiles as he tells his now fascinated companions.  Then Samaraba places an oat that he had nibbled down to a smaller size than the rest into Addrun’s palm.  Addrun didn’t have to tell them that the conjurer tree spawn was with them.

Before Ramiel could charge his horse towards the frogs, Addrun suggest Verin and Mac sneak around and flank the enemy while he and Ramiel wait a bit and charge-in creating a diversion.  Addrun wishes that Spike was with them. By this time the gnome is terrified and doesn’t want the horse guy to leave him.  Addrun explains that they are helping the village and will be right back.  The gnome crawls into one of the horse’s saddlebags.  Addrun asks his tiny furry friend to wait also.  

As Addrun, Ramiel and Balam wait for the others, Addrun cannot help but wonder if he will make it out alive with his poor health.  He hopes his aim is better today.

Then they can wait no longer and Addrun asks Ramiel if he is ready.  Of course.  Addrun bellows out his battlecry for giant slaying, “Chiba-tomni Brobdinagi!” and they charge.

Addrun stops short and lets the big man keep charging as he aims for the tree spawn and misses.  One of the frogs jumps and bites him hard on the left flank but Addrun sends a missile of death (20) right through the beast as bright purple flames outline everything.  The adrenalin flows through the Bariaur's veins as he replaces his bow with his spear, but misses when Balaam cauterizes his bleeding wound.  Then in complete control, the vengeful ranger impales the one on his left (20) and then gets the second right through its bulbous head (19).  Addrun, now devoid of attackers, sees the tree spawn retreating and charges to trample it down but has to pull up as Ramiel finishes it off.  The remaining frog gets poked with his spear but dodges the second thrust only to fall right into the path of a sweeping broadsword.

Addrun then collapses from exhaustion.  Only then do his companions realize how wounded he is.  Balaam gets him to drink a little tea as Mac sends healing magical currents through Addrun’s entire body.  He shivers from the spell as Balaam checks the new brand on Addrun’s hide.  After a little rest, and discussion, the group decides to forgo the tree hunt and return to Woodglen.

Walking back to the village, the pounding and shrieks of the forest in Addrun’s head are making him edgy and instead of celebrating a victory with dance and song and food, all he wants to do is to return to the deep forest and rescue the druids.  (Honestly, he never even gave the idea of just leaving Gelden to stop the noise a single thought.  It would not be the right thing to do.)

The fateful companions return to camp heroes but immediately return to bickering about the next course of action.  Most find a place to sleep or read but Addrun is on edge.  He paces around camp hoping that the booming and shrieking will quit.  Officially Mac is on watch but is nearly as disturbed as the big Bariaur.  Addrun wonders if the others are also sensing the disturbance and it is causing them to be quarrelsome, or are they feeding off of Addrun’s unease.  The thought does not go far before another deafening shriek rips through Addrun’s mind like rusty shredded sheet metal sliding through the gutter.

Finally he cannot take the torment any longer and stomps up to Mac, “I shall never rest like this, I must go to the heart of the deep forest.  What are you going to do?”

“I’m going with you.”

Together they wake the others who are asleep and tell the rest that they are leaving Woodglen to go to the deep forest to look for the druids.  Balaam quickly states that he is sticking to the ranger.  Verrin whines some more and Ramiel grumbles, but in the end they all decide to follow even in the middle of the night.

Addrun stalks out of town and into the blackness of the canopy, bruised, burnt and completely exhausted.  Soon he asks Balaam to ride beside him and watch for any dangers like ravines or holes or dangerous animals.  Mac dutifully takes up the rear and prods any who slow.  Verrin ties his reins to Ramiel’s saddle and tries to read in the gloom.  Addrun curtly asks the Drow what he sees.  Balaam says that he has seen not a single animal except for the sleeping squirrel on Addrun’s back.

“None?  No raccoons, or opossum or skunks or fox or bats or owls?”

“None.”

Addrun asks Mac to come-up to the front and then tells him about this strange revelation.  Mac thinks that they are trying to hide from the noise.  That then leads into another argument because the others cannot hear anything.  Addrun growls like a dwarf and keeps heading north-by-northwest.  

Finally Balaam says that he sees large animals heading their way.  He thinks that they might be wolves.  Addrun halts the group right before meeting with them.  They are the wylde wolves but the protectors of the forest are now not-so noble as they are clearly in pain from the noise.  Addrun again tries to communicate with them but one only looks at him.  Then the pack slowly begins to go around the two-legs on horses like a bunch of sick drunks.

Addrun pops a magic berry hoping that it has the same effect on him as it did the still-sleeping squirrel.  It does not.  As they pass the invisible boundary of the deep forest, the booming and shrieking are accompanied by a steady bass heartbeat.  All of the others hear this and practically fall out of their saddles from the shock.  Verrin tucks his head between his knees trying to alleviate the noise.  The others are nearly incapacitated so Addrun decides to rest for a few hours.

At dawn, he rouses everyone and pushes on for the final leg.  He doesn’t know what he is going to find at the heart of the forest nor what he will be able to do about it, but it is pulling him in forcibly.  Is he walking into certain death?  At this point he no longer cares.

In his hazy unawareness, he thinks that he starts seeing tiny faces in the leaves with tiny bows.  He keeps pushing on until he feels a pricking sensation.  Then another and another.  As he wonders about this odd sensation, blessed sleep finally overwhelms him…

Addrun awakes, him mind sharper than it has been for days.  The incessant pounding and shrieking are muted now.  He jumps up to inspect his new surroundings.  This is not where they last were.  Where they were attacked by… Balaam is bright pink!  Ramiel’s ugly armor is covered in painted flowers.

“Everyone up!  Something strange is ahoof.”  

Mac says something in a seemingly different language.  And as Verin tries to straighten his clothes, he finds that his hands are completely numb and is frightened by it.  Two human Dreamleaves are there watching the excited motley of travelers with a certain amount of weary amusement.   Then a powerful voice tells the group to quiet as Duke Melborne inspects “his” captors.  The Duke is a tiny winged fairy called a Seelie.  He acts very pompous and threatens to leave the group there indefinitely because they are ugly and uninteresting.  He even goes as far as to magically make the noble Bariaur prance around the magical enclosure like so many beasts of burden.  Addrun cannot fight the spell and the normally good-natured  buck becomes very irritated.  They get very little information from him before he leaves, then one of the Dreamleaves speaks up and says that the duke shows up everyday but always seems to forget their conversation from the day before.  They have been held in the invisible prison for several days but do not seem to get hungry they say when Addrun asks them if they need some rations.  The others discuss this new development as Addrun inspects the enclosure.  The invisible “wall” seems impenetrable and he quickly starts to pacing around its circuit as he feels more and more confined and the area seems to get smaller and smaller.  Oh, but what he would give for the Erynguldor Fields right now with the room to run like the wind and the abundance of food.  Round and round the enclosure he paced faster and faster until finally something small smacked his right front hoof.

“Stop that.  You’re making me dizzy, horseman.” Says a 5-inch-tall spear-wielding guard.

“Then let us out so we can be on our way.”

“No can do, you’re our hostile prisoners.” 

Balaam challenges the guard saying that he couldn’t let them out if he wanted to.

“Yes I could.”  Then a portal opened to the right but on the other side was a place not of Gelden Woods.  Other fairies looked through- dozens- and they laughed at the pink guy and the flowered guy.  Then Balam and Verin start trying to make them laugh and are successful to the point that they croud around the portal wanting more.  The first guard laughs himself to sleep and the group starts to think that they might have a chance to escape…

A hush falls on the hysterical fairie and then a tall- twice the size of the others- noble-looking fairy calmly walks through the portal to inspect the captives.  Ramiel starts a dialogue with him about the Uthraki that the Duke mentioned.  Ramiel and Verrin seem to perk his interest about letting them free to help fight the mysterious Uthraki.  Addrun wonders if the fairy speaks of the Spirit of the forest.  The elves would know.

PAGE  
5

