Game Session November 9, 2002

10th of Chardot


The fearless Marulama finally depart Andrion with Addrun’s urging and head North along the edge of the Bournegrove Woods.  The newly promoted Aidan had to stay and gather a Hillstride contingent.  Addrun missed his new friend and wished Aidan was there to help keep an eye out for another ambush.  


Addrun finally lets them rest a couple hours after dark.  He falls right to sleep leaving first watch to Lon Di.  

11th of Chardot


Addrun is up before dawn for watch duty without even needing Ramiel’s gentle wake-up.  He enjoys the first hours of the morning more than any other.  He scouts around a bit as usual but sees no bugbear tracks or anything else for that matter.  He returns to camp at dawn and is surprised to see the lazy one making breakfast.  


“Good morning, Verrin.  I am surprised to see you up so early.”


“I slept better than usual.  Say.  I was wondering how you are going to be received by your people.  Are you going to be punished for disobeying your Chief like you did?”


Addrun’s right eyebrow rose at the insightful question.  “Well, if I returned alone, then yes, there would be penance to pay.  It was dishonorable of me to leave like that.  However, with Tirag’s Horn held in my hands, all thoughts of that will be forgotten.  I do not know if they are engaged in battle right now, like Corvis thought they might.  If they are not, then there will be a celebration such as you have never seen: dancing, singing, games and stories.”


For the next four days, the companions rest up from their wounds and travel hard towards Rainy Lake.  Every day they see more and more groups of armed barbarians heading north to the Lake or northwest towards Durrot Gurrid and Blindeye.

15th of Chardot


The group starts hearing constant thunder.  Addrun tells them that they are nearing Rainy Lake and should see it over the next rise.  A couple hours later, they do indeed get a good view and see fishing boats circumventing a black storm in the center of the giant inland sea.  They see loose barbarian settlements ringing the coastline.  Large groups and small armies of warriors are gathering to face the threat of the amassed Giant armies.  There are Hillstride tents and small groups of flockless Bariaur.  


Addrun tells his friends, as they look a bit apprehensive, that they will be welcomed here and should talk to the locals.  In fact, the first small group of barbarians they come to, Addrun introduces himself and his friends in shorthand and asks them for news.  They seem a bit reserved until Addrun tells them that they are looking for Dalabnankor to join the war and then tells them a very quick synopsis of their encounter with the Eyebiters and Gorgosh.  The warriors all start talking at once and patting Addrun on the back when they hear that he tried to save the wagonload of their people from the hated Gorgosh whom his group killed.  A couple of the warriors call to others and soon a small crowd of young men are gathered around calling Addrun a hero.  Eventually they calm down and tell him some current affairs.  One tells of the Giant armies, most of whom are gathered ready to attack.  He says that they were wondering what the Giants were waiting for and wonders if it was Lord Eyebiter’s return.  Clan Splitaxe led by Wargod Stonebolt and Fearshatter led by Mulltrackhooktooth are being held at bay by the Bariaur.  Gorestop Stomp is being led now by Feralgore since Gorgosh was exiled and they are probably heading North now.  The man said they were not sure what was going-on with the ruling giants, the Kharghandurot.  They say they have seen the black dragon in the distance but it has never gotten close enough to be killed.   Finally a few older man call to the young warriors to join them and prepare to head to Blindeye.  


Marulama all chose a site at which to meet later after they split up to gather supplies and more information.  Addrun agrees and heads straight for a small group of Rapochi balamas who were sexily doing a rain dance for their god Aegir.  The sight of them stirred his loins like the very unRapochi Chenwell never could.  He walked up slowly enjoying he view as they jumped and writhed and sang.  He drew up close and watched for a while thumping on his rena for them.  They didn’t pay him any attention and seemed like they would perform their ceremony well into the next day.  After several hours, he finally rose with a sigh and returned to his companions.

16th of Chardot


As soon as Lon Di wakens, he challenges Addrun to headbutt.  Remembering that Lon Di occasionally does things like this to attune his fighting skills, the big Bariaur agrees but vows silently to hold back.  Instead of the charging at each other like Rapochi do, Lon Di just wanted to do standing headbutts.  Addrun thought this would not be too harsh on the human and bent down a bit so that his monk friend could reach him.  Addrun more-or less just stood there and let Lon Di hurt himself.  Addrun was protected by his horns after all and after the fourth butt, Lon Di’s eyes rolled back in his bruised head and he collapsed in a heap.  Chenwell did not approve and Ramiel had to remind her to not heal him yet as Addrun gently placed him on top of his confused horse.   The ranger then told the horse that his master was asleep and that he should follow the other horses.  


The group travels around the east side of the lake uneventfully for the next three days.  Addrun sees tracks mostly of human and horse but no bugbear or giant.  He wishes he could remember what gnoll tracks look like.

19th of Chardot


Late into the morning of the 19th, Marulama finally leaves the shore of the great lake.  Addrun keeps a close eye on the ground and the sky.  While looking for trail signs he notices a huge shadow and remembers the dragon.


“Run for the woods!”


The giant beast nearly catches them before they run into the shelter of the trees.  It slams into the forest with a terrifying screech and breathes its deadly acid tears away the branches trying to get to them.  They run blindly into the forest and it finally takes wing and circles over the treetops.  As they keep moving, Chenwell tells them that someone, probably the ogre riding the dragon, is using a scrying spell to locate an inanimate object.  Much of the group is scatterbrained from the effects of dragonfear as they attempt to make some kind of decision.  They come to the conclusion that if the Horn was stored inside the gut of a living creature, then it might not be detected.  Ramiel is appalled by the notion of sticking it inside an animal and then healing the wound shut as Balaam suggested.  Balaam also suggests that if they could find a cave, they might be able to follow passages under the Eranguldor Fields and possibly resurface close to the Bariaur.  Addrun does not like the idea but is persuaded to look for such a crevice nearby.  The discussion gets loud as everyone is searching for a way to hide the Horn from the dragon.  Finally Lon Di persuades everyone that if they could catch a wild pig, then they could insert the Horn into its abdomen.  Moments later, a boar walks by coincidentally and Lon Di says that he is going to stun it with his mental powers.  Balaam levitates up into a large tree to see if he can locate the dragon overhead.  The nervous group watches as the pig just stares at them.  Then a magical darkness much like a black fog creeps into the small clearing and the boar shape-changes into an unusual robed humanoid with a tusked boar’s head.  


Three other boar-headed creatures appear encircling the ambushed group and gnolls start walking out of the darkness towards the companions with clubs and swords drawn.  Addrun sees one of the boar-heads summon a skeleton out of thin air.  The group is surrounded and Addrun realizes that they are spilt up.  He yells for everyone to back up against Balaam’s tree.  Ramiel, Verrin and Chenwell are behind him somewhere, Lon Di is to his left and Balaam is in the tree above.  Addrun finds himself facing three ugly gnolls and a skeleton.   He thrusts his spear at the gnoll in the middle as it and all the others are enveloped in Balaam’s purple fairy fire.  The gnoll blocks the thrust with its shield as Addrun bravely takes several wounds from the others.  With a renewed determination, Addrun stabs the gnoll so hard that its breastplate is shattered and it staggers back.  The gnoll on the left stabs Addrun in the upper ribs breaking the tip off of it.  The Bariaur fights valiantly until a bolt of some magic tears through him causing his spear thrust to miss and leaving him completely vulnerable.  One gnoll begins to levitate and rise out of site but the one on the right and the skeleton both attack spilling Addrun’s intestines.  He lets out a scream of pain and drops his spear as he tries to hold in his organs.  Balaam appears floating overhead and from his fingers magical black flames kill one of the gnolls.  The Left one runs away yelping after seeing its companion turn to dust.  A boar-head attacks Balaam but Lon Di appears out of nowhere and knocks it down.  Chenwell comes up behind her dying companion and yells for someone to take care of the still-swinging skeleton.  It then conveniently floats up into the sky.  Chenwell starts attempting to sew up the grievous wound as a tremendous gust of wind starts breaking branches overhead and acid splashes on the poor ranger.  Addrun hears someone yell the word dragon as Balaam pushes Chenwell out of the way and uses his cauterize spell.  Addrun cries out and Chenwell pulls him away from the scene as the huge dragon begins to land.  


The next thing Addrun knows, Chenwell and Ramiel are leading him north through the dark forest.  They stop and Chenwell sews up Ramiel’s leg wound as they discuss finding the others.  Out of the fog of Addrun’s mind he hears Ramiel say something about being lost until the ranger can track.  Realizing that the city man is talking about him, Addrun forces down the pain and tries to concentrate.  He reaches into his saddlebag and pulls out the frightened little squirrel.  He whispers to Samaraba who runs up a tall tree out of sight.  Addrun motions the others to be quiet for a moment as he gazes into a tiny pool of water in a log.  At first he just sees the water.  He has to force his mind away from the pain of his injuries.  Eventually he sees through the eyes of his tiny friend who reaches the top of the canopy.  Addrun doesn’t have the mental strength to tell Samaraba to turn all the way around for a complete view but there is no glimpse of a hovering dragon.  Then he sees some ripe nuts that the squirrel starts picking.  He lets go of the spell and tells the others what he did.  He suggests circling the fight scene to the west side to hopefully find evidence of the others’ horses.


After wandering around for hours, Addrun leads them back to the edge of the forest and collapses for the night.

17th of Chardot


After deciding three hours earlier to start the search over at the scene of the ambush, the two Bariaur and the Assimar find the spot.  There is tree wreckage everywhere and a very large gap in the forest canopy, but no bodies.  Addrun gets down and studies his first black dragon track.  Then he sees the skeleton footprints, boot prints, his own hoof prints and what seems like large dog prints.  The lost memory resurfaces as he remembers that gnolls walk on legs that resemble those of a hyena.  The ranger then finds tracks of a horse and booted humanoid heading south from the site.  After making a circuit and seeing another horse run northeast, he is sure that some of the party went south.  He discusses it with Ramiel and Chenwell and they decide to follow the south tracks.  The trail goes west then north then west to the fields.  Addrun picks up the tracks of the single horse and boots heading north along the forest edge and by late afternoon, they come across a sloppy campsite.   

As Addrun studies the area to determine that it was indeed where his friends stayed the night, Ramiel sees a rider running hard from the south towards them.   They decide to wait for him.  For several minutes, the 2 warriors prepare for a possible fight as they watch the rider get closer.  Then a familiar eye patch on the rider’s face tells them that it is Aidan.  He rides up and jumps off to greet them.  They fill him in on what he missed and the witty soldier says that his timing was perfect then.  

After Aidan’s horse rests for a bit, Addrun leads them north at a decent pace, and at dusk see their three exhausted friends slowly heading north.  They happily reunite and immediately begin arguing about the preferred way of travel- through the woods or through the prairie.  Those in favor of the forest outnumber the others.


Addrun has never hurt so much from his wounds.  For some reason the stab wound in his chest hurts as much as his gut.  He shakes off the pain and keeps going hoping that the dragon has had enough of them.
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