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#1 Erandoor and the Starshine

Game Session June 23, 2002

The 18th of Tanot


Upon arriving in the large port city of Erandoor late in the evening with Verrin the tiefling, Addrun Silverfleece thought it best to sleep out in the fields rather than the inn.   Verrin was nice enough to share his room but if it was as cramped as the common room downstairs, then Addrun didn’t think that he would like it very much.  He wondered if the wooden steps would hold his weight anyway.  He didn’t have any money to replace them if they broke.


Still fairly early, the young ranger explored a bit before bedding down for the night in some grassy hollow.  He was amazed at the way that humans walled themselves in.  Don’t they feel caged with nowhere to run?  Something in the sky caught his attention and he saw a bright light slowly moving south.  No, it’s falling!  A star is falling right into the city!  He had never heard of such a thing happening.  He had to investigate this disaster.  Wide awake now, the young Bariaur galloped into town to see if the star actually hit the ground.


The city was in turmoil as hundreds of people were trying to gather in the city park to get a glimpse of the star.  Addrun was too late to get very close but there was definitely something extremely bright in the middle of the park.  After a while of listening to rumor and crazy ideas about the end of the world, he walked to the Fishhead Brew to talk to his new traveling companion.  Sure enough, Verrin was in the common room with several other excited people.  Addrun asked him if he knew anything about the fallen star.  The tiefling said that he couldn’t get close enough to see it, either.  A couple drunken patrons tell some tall tales and Addrun eventually headed out of the city.  He decided to go sleep in the nearby forest.  

The 19th of Tanot


Awake at dawn, the curious bariaur decided to explore the fields and woods close to the city.  Cutting handfuls of tasty weeds with his little sickle as he walked towards the big cage, Addrun studied the tall stone walls and again wondered why people would want to stay in one place for so long.  Then he started thinking of that starshine and his natural curiosity lead him back to the north gate where the answers to this strange mystery lay.  As he approaches the gate, he looked up and said hello to the guards.  They both gave him a curious look and a nod.  “Could you tell me where other Rapochi Damagami stay if they come here?”


“Rapochi?  Is that what you are?  We figured your mother was a centaur who was raped by a ram.  Are you saying there’s more like you?”


Addrun’s eyebrows furrow as he thought on the man’s jibe.  “There are dozens of flocks throughout Eryn Guldur keeping the evil giants from leaving the Thunderrock Mountains.  I am from the Dalabnankor.”


“Giants?  Them’s tall tales if you ask me.  Move along now, goat man.  You’re blocking the road and there’s a wagon coming just up the road.”


Addrun walked into the big city shaking his horned head.  The Fish-head Brew was close to the gate.  Addrun ducked through the door and looked around for his traveling companion.  He asked the man behind the long table if he had seen the tiefling Verrin.  


“Not since he left a bit ago.”


“Have you ever seen any Rapochi Damagami like me?”


“Nope, you the first.  A big guy like you surly must be thirsty.  What can I get you to drink?  Ale?  Whiskey?  Wine?”


“Ah, no thank you.  I’ll be going.”  Addrun walked out of the confining little place and back into the gorgeous spring sun- and a very busy street.  There were people all along each side of the street selling things and calling out to people walking by.  He stood there and studied the various races.  He saw mostly humans, but they were not as tall as the barbarians south of his homeland.  A few were incredibly fat though.  He recognized a couple of dwarves tromping by.  He saw a lone slender elf man browsing at the wares displayed.  Addrun grew up hearing lots of stories of the long-lived race.  Slowly, the big buck squeezed through the congestion keeping an eye out for Verrin.  Not far south of the Inn, he found the robed tiefling trying to sell his rugs to another trader.


“Verrin!  Have you heard anything more about the starshine?  I would really like to get a better look at it.  I have been asking people about the raku but no one seems to have ever seen another Rapochi Damagami.  Have you been…”


“Hush, can’t you see that I am in the middle of business?  Go over there and look at those swords.  When I am done I will meet you there.”


As Verrin returned his attention to the merchant, Addrun hurriedly crossed the street to the sounds of people cursing at his “big arse” and telling him to get out of the way.  He walked up to the sword seller who tried to sell him one but Addrun tolds him that he uses a spear.  


“I can get you the sharpest spear in Southern Avery.  Damascus, obsidian, flint, you name it, and I can get it.  For a small fee, I would be more than happy to send a scout right now to acquire one of your liking.”


“Um, no this one is fine.”


“How about an extra haft?  You don’t want to be in a fight without a spare.”


“I can make another.  An extra wouldn’t be much good in the middle of a fight anyway.”


“Well, I see that you carry a belt knife…”  The merchant went on and on until finally Verrin came to the rescue and told the guy that his friend wasn’t buying any of “this junk”.

“Oh thank you Verrin.  I thought he was never going to stop.  And then…”

Verrin ignores his big naive friend’s chatter as he stops to buy a loaf of cinnamon bread.  “Here, eat this, you look hungry.  I have one more business transaction to make and then we can look for that thief of yours.”

Addrun smiled with crumbs in his indigo beard and tried to thank Verrin with a mouth full of bread.  Verrin lead him down the street, lost in thought.  

Addrun thoroughly enjoyed the loaf but had to dig his waterskin out of a saddlebag to wash it down.  Behind him, he heard a lot of commotion and cursing as someone on a horse tried to gallop down the busy street.  It was an elf.  Addrun recognized his cloak pin as that of a Dreamleaf of the sixth rank.  He was wearing studded armour nicer that Addrun’s and had a beautiful Osage bow.  Addrun’s father told him stories about the noble Dreamleaves and their protection of the land.  

“Ho!  Dreamleaf.  What news?”

The slender ranger wheeled his horse and approached the Bariaur who nearly meets his eye, even on horseback.  “Greetings , Bariaur.  I am Oama.  Would a fellow ranger help me spread the word of the Dreamleaves?”  He reached into his vest and pulls out several parchments.  Addrun read one with Verrin trying to stand on tiptoes to see over his shoulder.  “Five hundred gold pieces for the one who brings me the Starshine.  I shall make the announcement at the city park this evening.  Good day.  I must go see the king.”

The ranger rode off down the street to more cursing.

Verrin impatiently says, “Give me those.”  As the crafty tiefling read the reward, a glint of something sparkled in his eye.  “We need to find where the soldiers took it.”

“Let’s pass them out so that everybody in the city can start looking.”

“If everyone knows about it, then we will be less likely to get the reward for ourselves.”  When Verrin saw the blank look on Addrun’s face, he sighed and said, “Come on, we have some questions to ask.”

******************************************************************************************************************************

Later that afternoon, the hoofed pair walkd to the park, along with several hundred other people, to hear the Dreamleaf speak.  He asked the crowd if they knew the whereabouts of the star.  A scaly blue man mumbled that he had seen it up close and that it killed the pond.  The throng grew quiet but Omama looked thoughtful.  Addrun, who found himself standing next to an Aasimar knight wearing banded armour, yelled that he watched it fall like a leaf from a tree.  The crowd got loud and questions about the reward were numerous.  Finally they began dispersing and Oama sought out the tall bariaur.  The Aasimar whispered something to Oama, who said that the King did not grant him an audience and he had no place to stay.  Verrin piped up and offered to get him a room at the Fishhead Brew.  He nodded and followed the tiefling.  Several others followed wanting to know more about this strange phenomenon.  

Several people vied for Oama’s attention as Addrun listened thoughtfully wondering how a star could fall out of the sky.  They all found seats at tables and Addrun noticed that the same blue scaly person was behind the long counter that the people call a bar.  He was cooking.  He asked Addrun if he was hungry.

“Yea, but last night they served dead fish.  How about some tasty greens?”

“Ah, there are some fresh vegetables back here.  Hold on.”

After a few minutes, the blue man handed Addrun a plate overflowing with veggies.  The buck’s eyes grew huge as his mouth watered.

“Wow, what’s your name?”

“Mac.”

“Well, thank you, Mac.”  {Crunch] “These are really…” {crunch crunch} “good.”  Addrun forgot what he was going to say as he devoured the carrots, potatoes, lettuce and spinach.  Luckily his subconscious took note of the kind deed.  Later Addrun found out that Mac was a Half-orc water genesis and a druid of the swamp.

Addrun eventually began listening to the star-talk again and heard Oama begging for help retrieving the starshine from the nobles.  Addrun interrupts, “What are nobles?”  

The Aasimar named Ramiel answered, “They are people who think that their blood is blue and that they are better than others because of it.”

Blue?  Addrun still does not understand but decides that it probably does not matter anyway.

Hours later Addrun found himself dying of boredom and his muscles aching from lack of exercise.  He had gotten to know the Aasimar a little.  The man claimed to be a paladin of Heironeous and wanted to help the Dreamleaves and the Skywardens return the starshine to its rightful place.  Addrun asked him if he wanted to spar for exercise.  He agreed and went outside in the stableyard to play fight.  Addrun did not have much experience fighting swordsmen but found that he was an equal match for the young Aasimar.  They worked up a sweat and laughed at their mistakes.  When they finished, they found that many a passersby had been watching them.  Verrin walked up and told Addrun to come inside and hear what he had to say to Oama.  

Verrin had been to the Thieves Guild and had found out that a family of nobles called the Othleys possessed the starshine.  The paladin, Ramiel said that he knew the houses and could introduce Oama to the Othley’s enemy, the Ottgons.  Oama said that he had to try but that he needed help.  Verrin volunteered himself and Addrun, Ramiel volunteered and Mac wanted to help restore the starshine to its natural place.  Addrun liked these new people and was excited to get started.

****************************************************************************************************************************

Later, Addrun and Mac waited outside the Ottgon House, which was very big with a gate and defensive walls, while the other three made arrangements.  Addrun watched the people ride by on horseback and in carriages and wondered why this part of the city seemed so different than the area by the Fishhead Brew.  Finally they came out and Oama lead them down the street and whispered that the Ottgons were going to attack the Othleys soon and he was working on a plan.

Sure enough, the Ottgon House, including several dozen men, pulled down the Ohley’s front gate and fought the guards.  Oama made the impatient bariaur wait and then when there was an opening in the fight, he led them through and around the manor to the back.  Verrin disappeared but Addrun knew that that was his way.  Behind the mansion was a large three-story guardhouse with 5 guards standing in front guarding the guardhouse.  Upon seeing them, one ran away.  Addrun stopped his charge, drew his bow and ordered the sword-wielding guards to surrender.  A second one ran off to Addrun’s delight right before the grass unexpectedly starting growing like snakes entangling the three remaining men.  Addrun was astounded, and then even more so when the guards tossed their swords.  He lowered his bow and looked at his friends.  Oama was not surprised and Mac seemed very pleased.  Mac then led them safely through the writhing vines to the front door.  Rameil and Oama burst through the door, each with sword in hand.  Two guards inside greeted them with swinging swords.  Ramiel parried but Oama took a gut wound.  Addrun leaped through skewering Oama’s attacker with his spear.  Ramiel finished killed his attacker.  Addrun turned to see Mac lay down the swords of the guards outside and tend to Oama.  Then four more guards ran down a set of stairs meeting Ramiel at the bottom.  He knocked the first two down with his shield.  Addrun stuck his spear in the wooden floor and drew his bow killing the third one and wounding the last who began retreating.  Ramiel ordered the two fallen men to surrender, but when the first one tried to stab at him, Ramiel pierced his heart.  The second one then surrendered tossing his sword.  Ramiel jump over him and ran up the stairs.  Addrun reslung his bow, pulled the first man’s corpse off of the stairs and bonked the second on the head with the butt of his spear knocking him out.  Mac helped him pull the last two off of the stairs and then the huge bariaur nervously climbed the stairway with Oama behind him.  

At the top, they heard more fighting still above them.  Oama found another stairway and led Addrun into total darkness.  Addrun did not know what to do until suddenly normal light was returned to the corridor.  Ramiel was engaged with more guards.  Verrin was there as well as a little dark-elf wearing a black robe.  One of the guards was working with Verrin to open a door.  Ramiel killed one guard and the remaining three dropped their weapons and surrendered.  Addrun bonked each of them on the head to knock them out.  

Verrin cursed at not being able to get the door open.  Addrun gave warning and charged headfirst.  Without a good charge, however, the sturdy door held, but showed the strain.   Everyone was dismayed as Addrun shook off the pain and turned around to kick it in with his hind legs.  The door splintered and a guard came running through.  Addrun caught the half-elf and thought that he needed to practice his kicks.  He wondered if there was a technique he needed to learn.

Oama found the starshine inside the room in a bag.  He came back out triumphantly.  Addrun suggested the elf jump onto his back and Addrun could charge out of there.  The others tried to keep up and when they did, they found Oama and Addrun stopped by several dozen crossbows being aimed by another noble House, called the Azamas.  Their leader casually walked up and demanded the starshine from Oama.  He handed it over and they watched the man get into a carriage and ride away with the starshine.  Before the crossbowmen could kill the heroes, the Thieves Guild showed up and started fighting the Azamas.  The heroes run past the fighting, over the dead bodies of the Othleys and Ottgons and then Ramiel leads them through the poor section and out through the West Gate.  The two rangers and the druid persuade the others including Spike, the half-elf mercenary and, Balaam, the drow magic-user, to hide in the safety of the forest.  Oama and Addrun made camp and tried to help the city-folk settle-in. 

Addrun kept thinking about how crazy cities were.  Or was it that humans were crazy?
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