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Journal Entry 01 
 
The 3rd of TARSAKH, 489 DR 
Year of the Warrior Princess 

 
 
I have just completed my first heroes’ quest ever! 
 
THIS is why I travelled to the big city, mom! 
 

THIS IS WHY! 
 
I’m getting ahead of myself. 
 
Not long ago, I had left home in search of adventure! I began my search by 
travelling to a big city and the one closest to home was PHANDALIN. 
 
Once there, the first store I spotted was BARTHEN’S PROVISIONS. I entered 
the shop and immediately I found what I was looking for: ADVENTURE! 
 

What are the odds, right?! 
 
The shop owner, ELMAR, was recruiting adventurers for a quest and he was 
offering 50 gold pieces! 
 

BOOM! 
 
Not only was I on a quest with a diverse group of adventurers, but I was also 
being PAID to do so!!!   



These were the adventurers who accompanied me on this quest: 
 

● ELORA 
/ Noble Elf // Druid / 
 
A blue haired woman who was strangely talkative—for an 
elf—and not too bright, from what I’ve observed so far... 
 
 

● BREEZE 
/ Half elf // Warrior / 
 
The man was a military veteran who only spoke when necessary. Right 
away I could tell he was a badass AND that he would make a perfect 
living shield. 
 
 

● ALMERRIC 
/ Human // Ranger / 
 
This guy looked worse for wear, would be a COLOSSAL understatement. 
I mean, he literally had an arrow sticking out of his chest. 
 
FOR REAL!!! 

 
Awesome, right? <3 

 
Once the party was arranged to our employer’s satisfaction, ELMAR and 
ALMERRIC shared the particulars of the quest assigned to us: 
   



Apparently, ALMERRIC was a member of the first party to attempt this 
quest. Although they didn’t succeed—obviously—they did manage to complete 
approximately ¾ of the quest. That meant only ¼ of the effort would be 
required to reap ALL of the rewards. 

 
 

This just kept getting better and better! 
 
 

We negotiated the reward ( Got some coin up front. For each of us. Damn I’m good! ) 
before we left to set off on our epic quest! 
 
Well, that was the plan… Until we set a foot outside the door and we were 
beset by dumb dumb ruffians! 
 
So these dumb dumbs wanted us to pay them for protection, which meant 
they wanted us to pay them to stop them from becoming the problem they 
were offering us protection from. 

 
 

Couldn’t they have been a little more creative than that? Maybe try to dress 
up their simpleton con a little bit? 

 
*sigh* 

 
It astounded me how quickly plans could fall apart. I mean, technically, we 
hadn’t even put our plan into action before it fell to pieces!   



Oh well. 
 
Though they were as dumb dumb as their con con, they were also tough 
tough to fight! Not that it mattered, seeing as we still managed to dispatch 
all of those local thugs in the end. 
 
And THAT was when we FINALLY set off on our quest. 
 

 
 
See why I didn’t have a chance to chronicle my first adventure before now? 

 
Isn’t this all amazing?! 

 
ALMERRIC guided us to the cave occupied by CRAGMAW GOBLINS. It was 
only a few hours out of town. On the way there, he explained—in great 
detail—the events leading up to the disappearance of his original comrades… 
 
Long story short: 
 

● ELMAR BARTHEN had employed ALMERRIC’s party to escort supplies 
safely from NEVERWINTER to PHANDALIN. 
 

● Two independent adventurers were leading the caravan: a dwarf called 
GUNDREN ROCKSEEKER, a self-proclaimed entrepreneur extraordinaire, 
and a human called SILDAR HALLWINTER, who was a proud member of 
THE LORD’S ALLIANCE.   



● Sometime during their journey, ALMERRIC and his companions came 
across the slaughtered remains of GUNDREN’s and SILDAR’s horses. 
Their riders were nowhere to be found. 
 

● That’s when they were suddenly ambushed by CRAGMAW GOBLINS. 
 

● After defeating their attackers, they tracked down the enemy 
encampment—the cave to which we were traveling—to search for the two 
missing adventurers. 
 

● They defeated the guards on watch, the wolf keeper, and a handful 
of goblins inside of the cave before a flood of water surged from within 
the cave (a trap that has, most likely, since been reset). 
 

● They regrouped. While his companions pressed onwards into the cave, 
ALMERRIC, severely wounded (Arrow in the chest, remember? Ouch!), stayed 
by the cave entrance to try to tame the 3 wolves they had just liberated. 
 

● Time passed. He grew concerned. There was no word from his 
companions, but the sounds of goblin activity were growing steadily in 
their absence. 
 

● Being in no shape to rescue his friends by himself, he left to get help. 
 

THAT’S US! 
 

  



In search of ALMERRIC’s lost companions, we were cautious and thorough as 
we cleaned out the CRAGMAW GOBLIN CAVE. We defeated KLARG, the 
bugbear leader of this goblin tribe, as well as his pet wolf, RIPPER. We also 
‘took care’ of every last goblin in the cave. 
 
When we were done, there were still no signs of ALMERRIC’s friends. We did 
find SILDAR, however. To free him, we made an agreement with the goblin 
guarding him, FLARB: 
 
We defeat KLARG and put FLARB in charge of the CRAGMAW TRIBE and in 
return we secured SILDAR’s safe release. 
 

Easy peasy! 
 
The exchange went smoothly and soon we were making our way back out of 
the cave, where our luck continued! Not far from the cave’s mouth, on our 
way back to the main road, we found ELMAR’s missing trade goods. 
 

YAY! 
 
Once we were a reasonable way away from the cave, we set up camp and 
settled down for a nice long rest. 
 
Which is where we find ourselves now. 

 
There! All caught up! 

 

   



We took this opportunity to debrief SILDAR: 
 

● He was supposed to meet a wizard in PHANDALIN, a wizard by the name 
of IARNO ALBRECK. 
 

● He travelled with a dwarf called GUNDREN, who was looking into a lost 
cavern called WAVE ECHO CAVE. 
 

○ I had heard of this cave before, so I jotted down all that I could 
remember here, just in case it might come in handy later on: 
 

■ The caves were noted for their rich mineral wealth. 
 

■ In 900 DR, an agreement between the clans of dwarves and gnomes 
was made. They would share the wealth of WAVE ECHO CAVE. 
 

■ This agreement was known as PHANDALVER’S PACT and it was 
overseen by nearby elves and humans. 
 

■ This lead to the discovery of THE FORGE OF SPELLS. 
 

■ Human wizards from nearby PHANDALIN joined the pact to help 
harness the power of THE FORGE and soon they began crafting all 
manner of wondrous items. 
 

■ However, in 951 DR, the mine was assaulted by a horde of orcs. 
During the battle there was an enormous magical explosion that buried 
the mine and its inhabitants for centuries. 
 

● Apparently, IARNO had been captured by a faction known as THE 
REDBRANDS. 
 

● SILDAR offered us a reward to rescue IARNO from his prison in 
CRAGMAW CASTLE.   



Sounded like a plan to me! 
 

 
 
But first we headed back to PHANDALIN to turn in our completed quest, to 
collect our reward, and to replenish our supplies. 
 
Back at BARTHEN’S PROVISIONS, ELORA talked the shopkeeper’s ear off, 
asking all sorts of unnecessary questions. 
 
So—as an act of mercy—I interrupted her: 
 
“Here’s your stuff! Could we have our reward, please?” 
 

9 GOLD PIECES for ME~! 
 

YAY! 
 
ELMAR then inquired about the fate of GUNDREN and I told him everything 
we knew: 
 
“If the goblin we questioned can be trusted, GUNDREN was separated from 
SILDAR at the cave because the goblin in charge believed him to be of more 
value, but we don’t know why that is. After that, we don’t know what 
happened to GUNDREN.” 
 
“FLARB did speculate that he could have been taken to CRAGMAW CASTLE. 
Do you know where that is?”   



“Sorry, I have no idea where that is.” 
 
I then asked him about the thugs we decimated at his doorstep (Like, should 
we be keeping an eye out for local law enforcement or..?).  
 
He told us we need not worry about any fallout from that incident because 
he ‘took care of things’. 
 

I think he likes us. 
 

 
 
We bartered to restock on food and water. I purchased 3 days’ rations and 
he then filled our waterskins FREE OF CHARGE! FREE! 
 
(I know it’s just water, and water is free, but it’s the thought that counts. :P) 
 

I think he REALLY likes us. 
 

 
 
Once everyone in our party had concluded their transactions, I asked ELMAR 
if he could recommend a vendor that could further assist us with our ongoing 
quest (armor and/or weapons supplier, someone with relevant information or both).   



He replied, “THE LIONSHIELD COSTER: ARMS & ARMOR should have 
anything I can’t supply you with. Also, you might want to stop by THE 
ALDERLEAF FARM, QUELLINE might know something useful.” 
 
We thanked ELMAR for his assistance and bid him farewell before we set off 
to THE LIONSHIELD COSTER. 
 
On our way to the shop we passed a SMITHY. It was closed but it’s still good 
to know where it’s located. 
 
We found the shop easily enough, what with the blue lion silhouette 
prominently displayed on the storefront. We entered to find a kind 
shopkeeper, LINENE GRAYWIND. We asked to see her wares but, 
unfortunately, her inventory was limited due to bandit raids making free with 
her goods while they were ‘en route’ to her shop. 
 
It was then that we remembered seeing a blue lion silhouette emblazoned on 
some of the crates stacked in KLARG’s lair. BREEZE used this information to 
gain the shopkeeper’s trust and it worked! 
 
She took us to a storeroom in the back where she kept whatever armor and 
weapons she did have. 

Yay! 
 
I purchased a sling to weaponize my ball berings. Now I can use them for 
both fighting AND running away. <3 
 
After we finished shopping, we headed to THE ALDERLEAF FARM. There we 
met QELLINE ALDERLEAF. She was the owner of the farm and she 
happened to be a halfling, like me! Also she was just as ELMAR had 
described, brimming with information:   



● She didn’t know anything about CRAGMAW CASTLE, but she claimed to 
know EVERYTHING that happens in PHANDALIN. 
 

● We asked her about IARNO ALBREC, the wizard. She had heard of him. 
He was staying at THE STONEHILL INN and, as far as she knew, he 
hadn’t checked out yet. 
 

● We then asked her about THE REDBRANDS. She told us of a rumor that 
the name of their leader was GLASS STAFF, but that no one had ever 
actually SEEN him. 
 

● She told us that her son claimed that, out in the woods, he found a 
secret tunnel to TRESENDAR MANOR up on the hill. Her son thought 
they could have been REDBRANDS. 
 

● She recommended that we seek REIDOTH the DRUID for more 
information, but he was currently located at THUNDER TREE which was 
quite a ways away. 

 
We thanked her for her assistance and then stepped outside to decide what 
we should do next. 
 
We chose to go looking for the secret passage in the woods, the one 
QELLINE’s son told her about. It seemed to be both the most relevant bit of 
information to go on and the lead closest to our current geographic position. 
 

INTO THE WOODS WE GO~! 
 

Tra! La! La! La! La! La!   



BREEZE discovered tracks which ALMERRIC determined to be human, which 
was promising. ELORA and I waited while the two of them scouted ahead, 
following the tracks. About 20 minutes later, ALMERRIC returned to fetch us 
and lead us to a passage in the side of the hill, which was guarded by 2 
REDBRANDS. 
 
BREEZE quietly laid out an attack strategy. As he’s a military veteran, I 
opted to trust his judgement. Following his instructions, I sheathed my 
daggers and equipped my short bow. 
 

COMBAT START! 
 
[[ roll for initiative ]] 
 
I went first! I let loose an arrow and—BUTTERED BISCUITS!—I missed. I 
quickly ducked back down into the bushes to hurriedly shuck my bow and get 
ready to unsheath my daggers. 
 
ALMERRIC fired his bow next and—NOOO!—he missed too. 
 
Fortunately, BREEZE lived up to his reputation and smashed a morning star 
into the side of a guard’s head.   

 
BAM! RIGHT IN THE FACE!!! 

 
ELORA shot a flame spell attack and, like the rest of us non-military folk, 
she also missed her target. Her spell grazed the top of the guard’s head, 
singing the hair at the tippy top of his scalp. 
 
I unsheathed both of my daggers and...   



[[ dagger, main hand: D20: 9 + 5 (hit!) // D4: 4 + 3 ]] 
 
[[ dagger, off hand: D20: 8 + 5 (miss!) ]] 
 
...I burst from the bushes and sprinted up to the wounded guard. I nearly 
missed with the dagger in my main hand, but I just managed to slice into 
him. I tried to finish him off with the dagger in my off hand, but I missed 
him entirely with that one. 
 

 
 
The healthy guard retaliated on the behalf of his wounded companion and 
struck me hard! 

OUCH!!! 
 
My companions continued the assault, successfully bruising our opponents to 
a bloody pulp. Well, NEARLY, because we just couldn’t seem to finish them 
off! 

ARGH! 
 
[[ dagger, main hand: D20: 15 + 5 (hit!) // D4: 2 + 3 ]] 
 
I swung around one last time, aiming at the last guard still standing, and I 
struck true! I FINALLY got that stubborn, wibbly wobbly guard to collapse. 

 
Victory is ours! 

 
END COMBAT!   



We looted the bodies but, ALAS, no loot. Well, except for the red cloak 
BREEZE BARELY managed to salvage. I don’t know how he did it, the fabric 
was so fragile, but he put it on as a REDBRAND disguise.  
 
As the rest of us stashed the bodies in the bushes, BREEZE stealthily 
entered the passageway to scout ahead. 
 
We followed him inside as soon as we had completed our shady task. 
 
(I’ve learned quickly—throughout my first adventures—that bards always omitted ALL of the 
nasty details when recounting adventures of old. I understand why—cause they’re yucky—but 
I can’t help but feel that it left me at a great disadvantage for when I finally set out on my 
own, you know?) 
 
The passageway opened out into a large cavern, with a deep chasm running 
down the middle of the cave and which reeked of death. 
 
[[ marching order: ]] 
 
BREEZE continued to scout ahead, closely followed by ALMERRIC, then by 
me and finally ELORA followed suit. 
 
Just as I took my first step into the cavern, I heard a voice in my head. 
 

INSIDE MY FRIGGIN’ HEAD!!! 
 
O h. . .   Y o u ‘ r e   a   l i t t l e   o n e,   a r e n ‘ t   y o u? 
Oh… You’re a little one, aren’t you? 
 
It was unexpected and deeply unsettling. As he happened to be the 
teammate closest to me, I whispered to ALMERRIC: 
 
“Did you hear something?”   



“Yes, but there was no echo.” 
 
“Yeah… Something definitely isn’t right here…” 
 
We peered into the chasm and discovered that it was full of piles upon piles 
of dead bodies (Well, that explained the smell.). We noted that none of them 
were wearing red cloaks, at least, not as far as we could tell from up here. 
 
After a cursory sweep of the main space of the cavern, we returned to the 
mouth of the passageway. From there we began a thorough inspection of the 
rocky walls, and any other passages that might line them. 
 
We began with a staircase to the immediate left of the main passageway. We 
descended the stairs into a very short hall with a door at each end¹. 
 
[[ perception: D20: 19 + 4 ]] 
 
I inspected the door closest to us and found no traps. 
 
[[ perception: D20: 17 + 4 ]] 
 
I then proceeded to inspect the other door. Again, I found nothing dangerous 
about the door itself, however, through this door we could all hear the 
muffled sounds of jubilation from an UNKNOWN number of UNIDENTIFIED 
creatures¹. 
 
Our curiosity satisfied—For the moment.—we climbed back up the stairs and 
crossed over to the other side of the cavern, where we resumed sleuthing our 
way along the wall. 
 
BREEZE had suddenly become suspiciously quiet, which was saying a LOT 
seeing as it was BREEZE. I would sometimes catch him chuckling to himself,   



which made me wonder whether or not he was communicating with that 
voice in the head, the one I heard when we first entered the cavern. 
 
But BREEZE said nothing. 
 
[[ perception: D20: 19 + 4 ]] 
 
We eventually found what appeared to be a vacant room, with barrels full of 
beaver pelts and empty crates. I searched the room for traps and found 
none. So I helped myself to 2 beaver pelts (Don’t mind if I do~). 
 

 
 
Though I didn’t find any traps, I did notice abnormalities at the far end of 
2 of the 4 walls of this room. ELORA investigated the abnormality on one 
wall while I investigated the one on the other wall. 
 
[[ investigation: D20: 20 + 4 ]] 
 
In the abnormality I found a button. After alerting my group of my 
discovery, and after having given them ample warning, I pushed the button. 
A hidden door opened to reveal a descending staircase. 
 
BREEZE, being the one in disguise, volunteered to scout ahead but… 
 

CRITICAL FAIL! 
 
...he fell down the stairs and hurt himself. 
 
[[ for 6 dmg, to be precise. ]]   



 
 

Ouch! That looked like it hurt. 
 

Having just seen BREEZE, the veteran soldier, make such a rookie mistake 
only fuelled my suspicions (Was he distracted by someone or something? A voice in his 
head, maybe?). 
 
The human was the only one to confide in me about having heard a voice in 
his head, like I had. Well, not specifically, but it was still better than not 
having said anything at all. 
 
I guess what I’m trying to express is that some of this group’s dynamics 
were worrying me. I thought we might be having difficulties communicating 
with one another and that it would inevitably kick us all in the backside, 
sooner rather than later. Granted, we all have only JUST met but still… I just 
plain don’t like getting kicked in the rear. 
 

 
 
ALMERRIC followed BREEZE down the stairs, only he used the stairs as they 
were intended. Together they found… nothing, so they came back up the 
stairs—Without incident this time, thank goodness.—to join the rest of us in the 
room.   



Once we were all together again, we pushed the other button and—Lo and 
behold!—another hidden door opened. This one revealed a short passage with 
a door at each end². It was much like that first passage we found, with the 
exception that it was lit by a series of lanterns, each one was held aloft 
upon sconces which lined the walls. 
 
We decided to investigate the rest of the cavern’s nooks and crannies before 
opening either of these doors, or any other ‘clearly-not-secret-or-hidden’ door. 
So we backtracked our way back into the main cavern and resumed our 
thorough inspection along the rocky edges of that space. 
 
We soon found another staircase, which also lead to a short hall with doors 
at each end³. Through one of those doors we could hear the muffled sounds 
of jubilation², exactly like the door from that first hall. If I were to make an 
educated guess—based upon the parallel locations of the doors and how one would hear 
the exact same sounds coming through both of the doors—I’d say that these two doors 
opened to the same room, a room full of who knows how many unidentified 
hostiles. 
 
Speaking of hostiles, we didn’t want to engage any until we had finished 
scouting every last square inch of this place, so we snuck back up the stairs 
to continue doing just that. 
 
We found one more staircase and that one lead to a dead end. Having 
successfully scouted the body of this location, it was time to investigate the 
individual limbs. 
 
… 
 
(By ‘body’ I mean ‘corridors/halls’ and by ‘limbs’ I mean ‘opening doors’, in case that wasn’t 
clear. It made more sense in my head, I think. Maybe I’ll find sense in this word play again, 
later on.)   



 
 
So as a group we discussed which door to open first. We eventually decided 
upon the doors in the hall lit by lanterns (the large rowdy room aside, this seemed 
like the most likely area to be currently ‘in use’: Store rooms, living quarters, stuff like 
that...). So we returned to the room with the barrels of beaver pelts and the 
empty crates with ease, then we went through the hidden door and we were 
back in the lantern lit hall. 
 
BREEZE was the one who opened a door, beyond which was a spacious 
room— 
 
Strike that. It was a CRYPT. On the other side of the room, in the left hand 
corner, was a pair of copper doors. Now, I realize that copper doors aren’t 
exactly a staple in crypt architecture, but the sarcophagus in each of the 
remaining three corners of the room sure as *BLEEP* were! 
 
And if that wasn’t creepy enough, 3 skeletons were prominently displayed 
along the wall opposite us, between the copper doors on the left and the 
sarcophagus on the right. 
 
I continued to despair about our group’s lack of communication skills 
and—Ironically—I had no idea how to voice my concerns. So I followed the 
others into the room without a word. A room which we entered without 
taking ANY precautions despite this being the MOST suspicious room we’ve 
ever encountered to date! 

  



Just as ELORA crossed the threshold and we were all officially inside the 
crypt, the door slammed shut behind us and the 3 skeletons sprang to life. 
 

NO!!! 
 

COMBAT START! 
 
A skeleton struck me [[ for 3 dmg, to be precise. ]] and something inside of 
me SNAPPED! 

SUNNY IS NOT DYING! 
 

NOT TODAY! 
 
ELORA healed me with a spell. 
 
[[ for 5 hp, to be precise. ]] 
 
“Thank you, ELORA!” 
 
Though I was grateful, it didn’t even come close to quelling the sudden rage 
that surged through me. 
 
A quick assessment of the situation determined my next move: skeletons 
were undead and the undead were not susceptible to dainty melee attacks, 
meaning my daggers. I disengaged from the bony meaners to tumble past all 
3 skeletons and hide behind the furthest sarcophagus. 
 
There I took the opportunity to study the engravings that decorated the tomb 
to glean whatever information I could. Because information is what I could 
contribute to this battle. In theory, anyway...   



Unfortunately, all I could discern in that moment was that two of the 
sarcophagi were occupied by males while the third was occupied by a woman. 

 
Yeah, that’s SUPER helpful. 

 

 
 

Another skeleton clawed at me [[ for 5 dmg, to be precise. ]] And SUNNY is 
so done with this *BLEEP*. 
 
I observed my companions as they fought the undead and I noticed that they 
seemed to be successfully damaging the skeletons when using fire— 
 

Fire! I can do that! 
 
I dashed up to the last skeleton standing and doused it with oil from one of 
the two flasks in my pack. 
 
A genius idea, I know. Unfortunately, that was when our inability to 
communicate with one another finally bit us right in the rump. 
 
BREEZE does not ‘pick up’ what ‘I’m putting down’ because he attacked the 
skeleton with his morning stars instead of lighting it up with his tinderbox. 
 
The human goes next and he too doesn’t pull out his tinderbox. Instead he 
let loose an arrow that friggin’ misses the skeleton and implants itself INTO 
ME! 

He shot an ARROW INTO ME!!! ME!!! 
[[ for 4 dmg, to be precise. ]]   



(If we had uniforms, we would NOT base them on the arrow still in ALMERRIC’s chest!!!) 
 

SUNNY is So. Done. 
 

 
 
I whipped out my tinderbox and FWOOSH! The skeleton went up in flames 
then collapsed into a burning heap of bones. Lifeless, just as it should have 
been to begin with. 
 

MWA! HA! HA! HA! HA! 
 

 
 

END COMBAT! 
 

Getting hit by friendly fire finally made me realize that I had to be 
assertive. 
 
I’m not just a hired blade and I’m sure as *BLEEP* not expendable. I know 
stuff too! More importantly, I know things that will help us ALL survive so I 
needed to start speaking up and taking the initiative I was starting now.   



So while BREEZE stabilized ELORA, who had apparently been KO’d during 
the fight (Sorry I didn’t notice. I was a little busy with ALMERRIC’s friggin’ arrow piercing 
my muscles!!!), I searched the crypt with a fine tooth comb. All I found was a 
platinum signet ring, which I kept for myself because I friggin’ earned it! If 
anyone disagreed, they could say it to the ARROW embedded in MY FLESH!!! 
 

TALK TO THE ARROW!!! 
 
Now that she was stabilized, the human gave ELORA a healing potion to help 
her back on her feet. Meanwhile, I finally had the time to properly examine 
the carvings on the sarcophagi and I managed to determine that one of them 
belonged to ALDITH TRESENDAR, who was also known as THE BLACK 
HAWK. Which made sense, seeing as we were currently beneath TRESENDAR 
MANOR. 
 
Then, just to be safe, I gathered every last bone I could find and tossed 
them onto to the oiled up burning heap that I had made during the battle. 
 

One can never be too careful, after all. 
 

 
 
What to do now..? 
 
Well, since I was SO DONE with letting others take the lead, I decided to 
reach out to the mysterious telepathic voice. 
 
Can anyone hear me? I think. Calling out to whoever is using this 
frequency.  



T h a t   w a s   q u i t e   t h e   c l u s t e r   “f”,   w a s n ’ t   i t? 
That was quite the cluster “f”, wasn’t it? 
 
I know, right? 
 
Anyway, I thought it was about time to properly introduce myself. My 
name is SUNNY. You? 
 
I   d o n ‘ t   h a v e   a   n a m e. 
I don’t have a name. 
 
That’s alright. It’s a pleasure to meet you. Would you like this ring I just 
found? 
 
I   h a v e   m y   o w n   s t u f f. 
I have my own stuff. 
 
Oh… I was hoping to present it to you as a token of friendship. Would you 
like to be my friend? 
 
I   t h o u g h t   w e   w e r e   a l r e a d y   f r i e n d s. . . 
I thought we were already friends... 
 
Really?! Yay! I would love to see you in person. Maybe for a hug? 
 
[[ persuasion: D20: 17 + 2 ]] 
 
A creature materialized at the opposite side of the crypt. It had one giant 
green eye, which was very pretty. 
 
“It’s nice to finally meet you in person. How are you doing today?” 
 
“G o o d.” 
“Good.”   



I quickly briefed my companions about the telepathic conversation I just had 
with the creature. 
 
BREEZE asked for its name and I told him that it didn’t have one. So 
BREEZE decided to name it WHISPER, based on the creature’s ability to 
communicate telepathically. I thought that was a bit presumptuous, but I 
couldn’t deny that it was a lovely and very fitting name. Unsurprisingly, the 
creature was ambivalent about the name, but accepted it all the same. 
 
After that, we settled into a nice conversation with our new friend: 
 

● WHISPER lived here beneath THE MANOR. 
 

● The people who come and go from the cavern feed WHISPER by throwing 
bodies into the chasm. 
 

● The person in charge of the people coming and going had been very kind 
to WHISPER, so WHISPER saw that person as a friend. 

 
WHISPER, not being a very talkative person, soon bid us all farewell and I 
JUST managed to thank him for his help before he vanished without a trace. 
 
That was when I realized that ELORA was opening the copper doors and I 
instinctively ducked behind the nearest sarcophagus. Then, without a thought, 
she walked down the hall and when she reached the end of the hall, a 10 
foot deep pit formed behind her. 
 

Perfect. 
 

Just, perfect.   



I hurried to the doorway and got there just in time to see the human and 
the half elf make their way across the pit: one by jumping and one hugging 
the wall, respectively. 

 
With a defeated sigh, I followed suit. 
 

 
 

[[ athletics or acrobatics: D20: 16 + 3 ]] 
 
Like the half elf, I hugged the wall and shuffled along the edge of the pit 
until I had successfully made it to the other side. 
 
Now that we were all safely across the pit, BREEZE opened the lonely door 
at the end of the hall to reveal a vast room (Like, an actual room you’d find in an 
actual house. We must have found our way into the manor.). 
 
I peeked inside. To my immediate left, I saw a pair of staircases. To the 
right—all the way across the room—there was a cistern in the left hand corner, a 
door on the right hand corner and there were stacks of crates in between. 
 
The room seemed vacant, so I entered the room cautiously to search for 
traps. Finding none, I wasted no time to search the crates, in which I found 
food rations. I help myself to one days’ worth of rations before proceeding 
to investigate the cistern. 
 
I could see a satchel floating on the water, tethered to a rock at the bottom 
of the pool via a rope. The cistern appeared to be about 20 feet deep—   



As I was scrutinizing the cistern, BREEZE started banging his head against 
the wall in frustration. 
 

Why?! 
 

I have NO idea. 
 

 
 
With a frustrated sigh, I dipped my toe in the water to see if it was safe. 
Considering how our day had been going, I wouldn’t have been surprised to 
find that it was acidic or something equally dangerous. Thankfully, it wasn’t. 
So I removed any excess layers of clothing I was wearing and dove into the 
pool to retrieve the satchel. 
 
LOOT: 
 

● 1 potion of healing 
● 1 unidentified grey colored potion 
● 1 clean set of ordinary clothes 
● 50 gold pieces 

○ 17 for me and 11 each for everyone else. 
● 1.6 lbs water tight satchel 

 
Just as I was putting everything away and putting my clothes back on, 
ELORA opened the door and… 
 

COMBAT START!   



*facepalm* 
 
Behind the door was a small, cramped room with 2 beds, assorted barrels 
and crates, and… Oh yeah, 3 REDBRANDS!!! 
 
ELORA is immediately dealt a blow by a REDBRAND when she opened the 
door, because they’d apparently been alerted of our presence when BREEZE 
started banging his head against the wall. 
 
My splashing around in the cistern probably didn’t help our stealth either. 
 

 
 
[[ initiative: D20: 20 + 2 ]] 
 
I rushed into the corner of the room, the one right next to the door and… 
 
[[ dagger, main hand: 
D20: 17 + 5 (hit!) // D4: 1 + 3 // SNEAK ATTACK! D6: 4 ]] 
 
...I shanked the REDBRAND standing in the doorway. I shanked him good! 
 
At BREEZE’s insistence, I disengaged from the REDBRAND and cleared a 
path for another member of the party to strike a blow, despite thinking that 
this was a bad idea… 
 
(blocking the door would force the Redbrands to fight one at a time. Clearing a path 
wouldn’t just give my allies access, but it would also give our enemy the opportunity to step 
into the room and clear the path for his colleagues… Maybe I was just overthinking this...)   



...but BREEZE was a military veteran, so I trusted his judgement— 
 

THIS IS THE LAST TIME I TAKE ADVICE FROM 
BREEZE!!! 

 
Why didn’t I trust my instincts?! 
 
I literally had JUST resolved to be assertive, but instead I followed someone 
else’s plan and just let what I thought would happen ACTUALLY happen!!! 
 

*BLEEP* 
 
The human fired an arrow but missed—thankfully it didn’t hit me instead, 
again.—and the REDBRANDS rushed past ELORA to beat me into submission! 

 
0 hp 

 

 
 

NOOOOO!!! 
 
I got the details of what happened next—you know, after I was beat into 
unconsciousness—much later, sometime after the battle when we had the time: 
 
Apparently, ELORA was targeted next and she was was KO’d just like I’d 
been.   



 
 

 
[[ DUNGEON MASTER: Make a death saving throw, SUNNY. ]] 
 

SUNNY’S NOT GOING TO DIE HERE! 
 

Either SUNNY’s going to die saving her mom and dad 
 

OR SUNNY’S NEVER GONNA DIE!* 
 

EVER!!! 
 
[[ death saving throw: D20: ? (pass!) ]] 
 
[[ DUNGEON MASTER: Make a second death saving throw, SUNNY. ]] 
 
I repeat my angry mantra. 
 
[[ death saving throw: D20: 16 (pass!) ]] 
 
[[ DUNGEON MASTER: Make a third death saving throw, SUNNY. ]] 
 
I’m STILL chanting my angry mantra. 
 
[[ death saving throw: D20: 18 (pass! and stabilized!) ]] 
 

 
 



When BREEZE had the opportunity, he rummaged through my pack for my 
healing potion to heal… ELORA?! 
 

With MY potion?! 
 
Once ELORA was back on her feet, she healed me [[ for 8 hp, to be precise. 
]] and I was back in the game! 
 

 Oh. It’s all good then. 
 

 
 
I jumped back to my feet… 
 
[[ dagger, main hand: 
D20: 20 + 5 (hit!) // D4: 3 + 3 // D4: 3 // SNEAK ATTACK! D6: 2 ]] 
 
...and I slay the final REDBRAND by brutally cutting off his nuts and 
berries! 
 

MWA! HA! HA! HA! HA! 

 
VICTORY IS MINE! 

 



END COMBAT!   



LOOT: 
 

● 12 gold pieces 
● 15 electrum 
● 28 silver pieces 
● 2 garnets 

 
 

550 xp 

 
* Reference to quote by Terry Jeffords from Brooklyn Nine-Nine season 3 episode 17 “Adrian Pimento”. 


