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THE REDBRANDS we had just vanquished had come from a small room that 
appeared to be a ‘storeroom-turned-dormitory’ with 2 beds that were crowded 
by assorted stacks of crates and barrels. The door ELORA had opened 
appeared to be the only way in and out of that room. 
 
Seeing as this room would most likely be the most secure place we’ll come 
across anytime soon, we figured that we should take advantage of it. So we 
piled into the room, closed the door behind us and hunkered down for a short 
rest. 
 
Afterward, once we felt a tiny bit better, we resumed exploring THE MANOR. 
Funny thing was that the next door we opened—I kid you not!—lead us outside 
just a stone's throw from PHANDALIN ( I think we just found a more SECURE place 
to rest~! ). 
 

Huh. How about that? 
 

  



Since we were still pretty beaten up, even after having just had a short rest, 
we decided that a quick trip into town was in order ( to get patched up properly 
and whatnot. ). 
 
Back in PHANDALIN, we quickly came across A SHRINE OF LUCK. ELORA 
was surprisingly helpful with her commentary when she informed us that the 
shrine was dedicated to Tymora, also known as Lady Luck or the Goddess 
of luck. The information was relevant, interesting and good to know. 
 

Way to go, ELORA! 
 

 
 
We were quickly spotted by the sister who maintained the shrine, SISTER 
GARAELE. The young elf was taken aback by our haggard appearance, and 
rightfully so. 
 
“Oh dear…” she said, just before casting a healing spell. When the spell was 
completed, each and every one of us was completely healed, but SISTER 
GARAELE was clearly drained by the very same magic. 
 
I was going to give the sister a monetary donation to the shrine, as a token 
of our appreciation, but BREEZE beat me to it! Though, in the end, it didn’t 
matter as she wouldn’t accept it. 
 
“No need. However, should you have the time, I would appreciate it if you 
could look into a certain matter for me.”   



We told her that we couldn’t make any promises at the moment, as we were 
presently hip deep in a quest. But just in case we did find ourselves with 
time on our hands—AFTER this quest was completed, of course.—we prompted her to 
give us the details: 
 
“By CONYBERRY, in the NEVERWINTER WOOD, you can find the lair of the 
banshee, AGATHA. If you could go see her and ask her about the location of 
Bowgentle’s spellbook, I would be truly grateful.” 
 
BREEZE thanked the shrine maiden and gifted her a gold piece before she 
could refuse again, “Because you’ve been extremely helpful.” 
 
When we returned to TRESENDAR MANOR, we snuck back in through the 
same door we used to sneak out. Upon re-entering, I heard a familiar voice. 
 

 
I   s e e   y o u   g u y s   a r e   b a c k. . . 
I see you guys are back... 
 
Back and stronger than ever! 
 

I   n o t i c ed   t h a t   y o u   h a v e   b e e n   v e r y   b u s y. . . 
I noticed that you have been very busy.... 
 
Yeah. We’re looking for a wizard that was kidnapped by someone called 
GLASS STAFF— Oh! Maybe you’ve seen him? 
 
I   s e e. . .   T e l l   y o u   w h a t.   

I see… Tell you what. 
 
I f   y o u   f e e d   m e,   I ‘ l l   t e l l   y o u   w h a t   y o u   w a n t   t o   k n o w. 
If you feed me, I’ll tell you what you want to know...   



Will these do? I asked, recalling that we had slain a few REDBRANDS not 
long ago. 
 
O h!   T h e s e   w i l l   d o   n i c e l y.   A s k   y o u r   q u e s t i o n s. 
Oh! These will do nicely. Ask your questions... 
 
Have you heard of GLASS STAFF? 
 
G l a s s   S t a f f?   W h y,   h e ‘ s   t h e   o n e   w h o   f e e d s   m e,   w e l c o m e s   m e. . . 
Glass Staff? Why, he’s the one who feeds me, welcomes me... 
 

Mind if we speak with him? 
 
S p e a k   w i t h   h i m?   Y o u ‘ d   n e e d   t o   s e e   h i m   f i r s t. 
Speak with him? You’d need to see him first. 
 
Of course—I chuckled—how silly of me. Where can we find him? 
 
R e t u r n   t o   t h e   s t a i r c a s e   w h e r e   y o u r   c o m p a n i o n   f e l l. . . 
Return to the staircase where your companion fell... 
 
I thanked WHISPER for his help, then relayed the information to my fellow 
adventurers: 
 
“So WHISPER just said ‘hi’. He offered us information in exchange for a 
tribute. So I offered these guys” I gestured toward the 3 dead REDBRANDS 
on the ground, exactly where we had left them. “Long story short: he’ll be 
cleaning up these guys and he told me that GLASS STAFF is back at that 
dead end we forgot to investigate because BREEZE fell down the stairs.” 
 

   



So we made our way back to the hidden door that would lead us to the dead 
end we sought. On the way, we spied a treasure chest deep in WHISPER’s 
feeding trough—By which I mean the chasm.—and for some reason everyone 
turned to look at me expectantly. 
 

“Aw, *BLEEP* no!” 
 
A pool of clear water was one thing, but a pit of death? I’ll pass, thanks! I 
mean, I do like me some treasure but I’m not *BLEEPING* SUICIDAL!!! 
 
After all we’ve been through, this is what they think 

of me? 
 

 
 

This time around, we all descended the stairs SAFELY. BREEZE 
re-investigated the 3 walls that made up the dead end and discovered a 
hidden door. He opened it and found what looked like a wizard’s quarters. 
 
LOOT: 
 

● 130 gold pieces 
● 180 silver pieces 
● 2 peridots (15gp each) 
● 1 pearl (100gp) 
● 1 silk pouch with 5 carnelian (10gp each) 
● 2 unidentified scrolls   



At the personal desk we find a very telling letter. I quickly jotted down a 
copy of its contents for myself before making a—nearly flawless, if I do say so 
myself—forgery to swap for the original: 
 

 
 
Lord Albrec, 
 
My spies in Neverwinter tell me that strangers are due to arrive in 
Phandalin. They could be working for the dwarves. Capture them if 
you can. Kill them if you must, but don’t allow them to disrupt our 
plans. See that any dwarven maps in their possession are delivered 
to me with haste. 
 
I’m counting on you, Iarno. Don’t disappoint me. 
 
🕷 
 

 
 
Oh dear… It would seem that IARNO ALBREC and GLASS STAFF might 
actually be one and the same. 
 
Poor WHISPER. 

   



A door stood between us and—almost certainly—GLASS STAFF 
and—possibly—IARNO. 
 
Because I truly believed that GLASS STAFF was WAY out of our league—he’s 
a wizard, the leader of a criminal organization, on first name basis with the big baddy 
known as THE SPIDER, etc.—I proposed to my companions that we should return 
to PHANDALIN where we would turn in the authentic letter to the 
authorities, get paid and then move on. 
 

I mean, wasn’t our primary task to simply find 
IARNO, not necessarily rescue him? 

 

 
 
I figured that if everything back where we found it—I’m talking about the 
wizard’s quarters, here.—and replaced the letter with my forgery in addition to 
WHISPER disappearing the bodies for us, GLASS STAFF shouldn’t realize that 
strangers had come and gone. Even if he realized that something was amiss, 
he shouldn’t suspect it was a ‘break and enter’ sort of situation. 
 
I really thought it was a good plan: simple, efficient, logical, moderately 
ethical to ethically above average… 
 
That is, until I tried to explain my plan to my companions. It took them WAY 
too long to understand it, much less be convinced to go through with it. I did 
eventually get through to them: they understood my proposal and just might 
agree that this was the right way to go— 
 



BREEZE OPENED THE DOOR ON THE OTHER SIDE 
OF THE ROOM! 

 
*insert oh so many cuss words here* 
 
I quickly ducked behind a chest while still maintaining a clear view through 
the doorway. It looked like GLASS STAFF had a laboratory adjacent to his 
living quarters. 

Nerd. 
 

 
 
A voice suddenly bellowed, “YOU IDIOTS! THEY’RE IN MY LAB!” 
 
That was when I heard REDBRANDS storm the lab and… 
 

COMBAT START! 
 

 
 

*BLEEP* 
 

[[ initiative: D20 10 + 2 ]]   



ALMERRIC moved first and struck a devastating blow. However, because he 
and BREEZE were the only ones in the lab at the moment they took a 
*BLEEP* load of damage. 
 
I muttered something along the lines of “stupid big feet… why doesn’t 
anyone listen to me..?” under my breath but somehow, the human, 
ALMERRIC, hears me and said… 
 
I kid you NOT, he said to me... 
 
“Sneaking around, stealing things and forging papers aren’t things someone 
who is lawful good would do.” 
 
… 
 
How DARE he? 
 
Question MY integrity, does he? 
 
Turning in a criminal to law enforcement officials IS NOT lawful good, hm? 
 
Did that mean that breaking into a bad man’s place—vigilante style—to break 
his things, take his stuff and MURDER him is lawful good?! 
 
Now, I didn’t actually say any of that. Instead I bottled up my anger and 
used it as fuel to survive this *BLEEP*, and when this was all over THAT’S 
when I would say all of this to his stupid meaner face!!! 
 
Oh, I will have my revenge. But first… 
 
[[ ADVANTAGE 
dagger, main hand: D20 14 + 5 (hit!) // D20 14+5 (hit!) 
D4: 3 + 3 // SNEAK ATTACK! D6: 3 ]]   



I sprinted through the doorway and shanked the REDBRAND nearest to me... 
 
[[ dagger, off hand: D4: 3 ]] 
 
..and then I slit his throat with my offhand dagger to finish him off! 
 
The 3 REDBRANDS were now 2. 
 
Now, a 4th REDBRAND did walk in on us but… 
 
When he saw me—a bloodied halfling and standing over the body of his colleague—and 
saw his two other colleagues engaged in combat with my companions, he was 
like “Nope!” and he ran out the way he came! Once he was out of our line of 
sight, we heard a distant scream that was suddenly cut short. 
 
No time to wonder what happened to that guy because ELORA—the annoying 
chatterbox noble elf—suddenly shapeshifted into a giant bad ass WOLF! 
 
For obvious reasons, I was briefly distracted, both pleasantly surprised and 
imagining a saddle on her back so I can ride an armored wolf into battle. 
 

FLUFFY!!! 
 

ALMERRIC felled the second REDBRAND, leaving the third and last—for 
now—REDBRAND for ME! 
 
[[ dagger, main hand: D20 15 + 5 (hit!) // D4: 4 ]] 
 
[[ to be precise, I dealt 4 dmg to deplete’s my targets’ 1 hp to 0 hp ]] 
 

THERE’S NO SUCH THING AS OVERKILL!   



The lab was completely trashed now: shattered glass scattered across the 
floor, spilled liquids mixing with the blood spatter, broken furniture bits all 
over the place, and limp bodies lying haphazardly here and there… 
 
But the fight wasn’t over yet. 
 
IARNO… GLASS STAFF… Whatever name the wizard went by, he was in the 
next room waiting... 
 
I followed my companions into that room, which was large and devoid of any 
furniture to use as cover. 

Great. 
 
Wolf ELORA charged at the wizard, with ALMERRIC not far behind her. As I 
watched them beat the snot out of the wizard, I couldn’t help but feel guilty. 
 
Not for GLASS STAFF, obviously. 

 
I’m so sorry, WHISPER. 

 
It wasn’t supposed to happen this way. 
 

 
 

GLASS STAFF suddenly tightened his grip on his glass staff—Oh! I get it now! 
*roll eyes*—and made a break for it, sprinting out through the door opposite 
ours. ALMERRIC dashed after him, through that same door, and just as 
quickly disappeared from my line of sight.   



Also, it didn’t help that 2 BUGBEARS filed into the room just after he left, 
eclipsing the door entirely. 

Oh brother… 
 
I rushed at one of those bugbears and tried to shank the big ugly giant, like 
I did to the REDBRANDS only… 
 
[[ dagger, main hand: D20 9 + 5 (miss!) ]] 
 
...I missed!!! How could I possibly miss a target that big?!! 
 
Fortunately BREEZE and wolf/elf ELORA piled onto my bugbear and bloodied 
it up good. 
 
So now it was not only a giant target, but also surrounded on all sides and 
beaten within an inch of its life. Yet, when I tried again to slash it, I 
missed! 
 

Why can’t I hit it?!! ARGH!!! 
 

 
 

Wolfie gets hit one too many times and ELORA reverts back to her elf form 
( FLUFFY NO!!! ). At least, even as an elf, she hits back. 
 
[[ 4 dmg, to be precise ]] 
 

AND I STILL HAVEN’T HIT ANYTHING!   



A 3rd BUGBEAR entered the room. This one wore an eyepatch, which would 
have made it seem more terrifying than its companions if only it hadn’t 
broken its morning star after the first swing. 
 

 
 
Finally, I hit my BUGBEAR! 
 
[[ dagger, main hand: 
D20 15 + 5 (hit!) // D4: 2 + 3 // SNEAK ATTACK! D6: 6 ]] 
 
I climbed up the bugbear using my daggers—Stabbity, stabbity~! Stab! Stab! 
STAB!—and once I was within reach I slit its throat! 
 
Confidence boosted and adrenaline surging, I hopped down from the collapsing 
bugbear I sprinted toward ‘the Pirate’ bugbear. I doused him with oil from my 
second—and final—flask hoping that this time around my companions would 
know what to. 
 

THEY DID! THEY DID KNOW WHAT TO DO! 
( I must admit, I really thought they WOULDN’T know what to do. But... ) 

 
FINALLY! Somebody ‘picked up’ what I ‘put down’. 
 
BREEZE whipped out his tinderbox and set ‘Patches’ on fire! 
 

FWOOSH! 
 
[[ 5 dmg, ongoing, to be precise ]]   



BREEZE fell down to one knee and that was when I realized that he was 
severely wounded. Shocked at having missed that very important detail, I 
stopped mid-cheer to take a step back and took in our current situation: 
ALMERRIC was still missing in action, ELORA was down for the count—how 
did I miss that?!—and BREEZE was severely injured but there was still 1 more 
BUGBEAR to deal with! 
 
“If you want to escape now,” BREEZE said to me, “Go. Go with honor. We 
will not begrudge you.” 
 

Thanks but no thanks. 
 

SUNNY don’t roll that way! 
( If she did, SUNNY would have bailed LONG before this *bleep*. ) 

 
 
I disengaged from the last bugbear, rushed to ELORA’s prone form and force 
fed her a healing potion. 
 
[[ healing potion: D4: 4 // D6: 3 + 6 ]] 
 
Once she was back on her feet, I re-engaged with the bugbear… 
 
[[ dagger, off hand: D20 16 + 5 (hit!) // D4: 3 ]] 
 
...and stabbed it with my off hand dagger! 
 
Now, after that the bugbear was not happy with me—and understandably 
so—and it lashed out. 
 
[[ DUNGEON MASTER: Oh my God, it nearly crit (4d8? I’d be dead! O.O) but 
the dice teetered over from 20 to a small number and missed. ]]   



PHEW! That was a close one! 
 
BREEZE finished the last bugbear and... 
 

END COMBAT! 
 
LOOT (GLASS STAFF’S LAB): 
 

● 3 bottles of mercury (25gp each) 
● 1 vial of dragon bile (25gp) 
● 1 container of powdered nightshade (25gp) 

 
 
LOOT (THE THREE REDBRANDS): 
 

● 15 gold pieces 
● 22 electrum pieces 
● 55 silver pieces 
● 75 copper pieces 
● 1 gold earring with a tiny ruby (30gp) 

 
 
LOOT (THE THREE BUGBEARS): 
 

● 33 silver pieces 
● 1 iron key 
● 1 gem from eyepatch (50gp) 

 
We proceeded to the next room, which was small and cramped. There we 
found two beds, stacks of barrels and crates taking up space, and a goblin 
who looked pretty beaten up. 
 



“Oh!” the goblin exclaimed when he saw us. “You here to save DROOP?” 
 
We all shrugged as if to say “Sure!” without straight up lying. 
 
ELORA saved us the trouble of being convincing by asking him a question, 
“How did you get here?” 
 
“The bugbears took me prisoner.” 
 
“Do you know anything about a wizard?” asked BREEZE. 
 
“Yes! Yes! GLASS STAFF! He likes to talk about dwarf maps.” 
 
After that it was just ELORA asking a series of stupid questions. Stupid 
question after stupid question. With each question, the goblin was questioning 
her state of mind more and more. You could see that in the poor thing’s 
eyes. 
 
ALMERRIC took his sweet, sweet time before eventually chiming in, “Do you 
know where we can find CRAGMAW CASTLE?” 
 
“No.” 
 
That was when I took my turn to get a word in edgewise, “Did you get a 
good look at this place? Like how many rooms are there? Any rooms of 
interest? How many guards did you see? Any traps that you know of?” 
 
“Didn’t count the humans, but there were many prisoners.” 
 
“Thank you. Every bit of information helps. What will you do now that you’re 
free?” 
 
“Go far away, maybe to THE SWORD MOUNTAINS.”   



“Would you happen to know how to get to the chest in the chasm.” BREEZE 
asked next. 
 
“Didn’t see a chest, but it probably belongs to ‘One Eye’.” 
 

WHISPER. 
 
The conversation concluded there. 
 
We bid the goblin farewell but he said, “DROOP will follow you out.” 
 
Before finally making our way out of TRESENDAR MANOR, I took a minute 
to drag all of the bodies into a neat pile for WHISPER. I was very adamant 
about doing this and so my companions had no choice but to help me gather 
the humanoid and bugbear bodies in order to speed things along. All the 
while, a confused goblin watched. 
 
Once we were done, we backtracked through THE WIZARD’S QUARTERS, up 
the stairs, and so on and so forth until we were back in the large cavern.  
 
There we found WHISPER dragging a body behind him: the missing 4th 
REDBRAND! 
 

Aw!!! What a sweetie! <3 
 
WHISPER helped us out by helping himself to a snack! 
 

   



“WHISPER!” I called out to him. “We made you a pile back there!” 
 
“T h a n k s,   b u t   n o w   I   h a v e   t o   f i n d   f o o d   o n   m y   o w n   n o w.” 
“Thanks, but now I have to find food on my own now.” 
 
“About that. I had some ideas on how you—” 
 
“No!” BREEZE suddenly barked out. “Time to leave. Let’s go.” 
 
Before I could say anything else, my companions swept me away: out through 
the secret passage and into the woods. 
 
As we made our way back to PHANDALIN, I stewed... 
 

My first moral failure. My first lifelong regret. 
 
WHISPER didn’t deserve any of this. 
 
We trespassed into his home, yet he didn’t complain. Quite the opposite, in 
fact. He greeted us, welcomed us... 
 
We trashed his place, taking whatever we wanted and killing all those who 
got in our way. Still, he didn’t complain. No, instead he cooperated with us. 
He freely gave us the location of his friend and benefactor, GLASS STAFF. 
 
We fought our way to his friend and benefactor, clearly not with good 
intentions, but he didn’t stop us. No, he helped us. By helping himself to a 
yummy REDBRAND, he left us one less person for us to fight. 
 
We beat up and chased away his friend and benefactor, completely aware 
that’s how WHISPER felt about GLASS STAFF. We turned his world upside 
down and abandoned him alone in an empty and broken home.   



But did he yell at us? Did he lash out at us? Demand compensation? Vow 
vengeance? He would have been in the right should he have done any of 
these things. 
 
But he didn’t. 
 
He just accepted his situation and… And... 
 
I don’t know. 
 
I don’t know because I gave into fear and insecurity. I didn’t want to upset a 
cranky friend and so I never found out what happened to WHISPER. 
 
I gave into peer pressure and so left without sharing with WHISPER the 
suggestions I had for him: 
 
He could, perhaps, collaborate with a town or city government. He could 
consume the bodies of executed law breakers and/or unidentified remains, 
which would save a city the time, space and effort required for an unmarked 
burial. 
 
Or he could offer a town or city government to consume the contagious 
bodies of plague victims—presuming he was immune and that he found them 
palatable—which would save a city not only time and effort, but also eliminate 
the individual and population-wide risks involved when dealing with biological 
hazards. 
 
Or maybe he could become a contractor, of sorts, who cleaned up the 
aftermath of war time battles and skirmishes. 
 
Or, another possibility could be finding or founding a religion that embraces 
the cycle of life and, therefore, would generate a following that would feel 
secure in feeding their dead to WHISPER…   



Or… Or... 
 
I didn’t know… 
 
I don’t know. 
 
What I do know is we should not have left him hanging like that, all alone. 
 
And that’s on me. 
 
Anyway, that was the shame spiral I was stuck in as we made our way into 
town. Upon entering, we noticed a sign which advertised a bounty on the 
orcs lurking around the TRIBOAR TRAIL. 
 

We’ll never need to look hard to find work... 
 
We soon meet up with SILDAR, and I hand over the letter for him to read. 
 
“I don’t understand,” he said, “how can IARNO be working for the SPIDER?” 
 
I shrugged, then asked, “Does IARNO carry a glass staff, that you know 
of?” 
 
“Yes, but… I never put that together…” 
 

Clearly. 
 
While we gave him a moment to process the information, a stranger walked 
in on us. SILDAR recognized the man and stood up to introduce him. 
 
“Meet HARBIN WESTERN, master of the hall.”   



“Welcome to our town.” HARBIN greeted us. 
 
“How long have THE RED BRANDS been in PHANDALIN.” asked ELORA. 
 
HARBIN sighed, “A long time.” 
 
“We just cleared out a nest of REDBRANDS.” said BREEZE. 
 
“Oh! That is wonderful news!” said HARBIN. 
 
“But GLASS STAFF got away,” added ELORA, which caused me to 
unconsciously smack her up the backside of her head. 
 

Whoah! Did I do that? Bad arm! Bad! 
 
But seriously, she needed to stop throwing out information all ‘willy nilly’ like 
that. We only just met the guy, for crying out loud! 
 
BREEZE got the conversation back on track, “Are you alright now, regarding 
THE REDBRANDS?” 
 
“Yes,” replied HARBIN, “but if you could get GLASS STAFF that would be 
the end of them.” 
 
“We’ll see what we can do.” 
 
“We are very grateful for all that you’ve done for us already, and I realize 
that we are already asking a lot from you, but seeing as PHANDALIN doesn’t 
have a militia… Could you consider taking care of our orc problem? You will 
all be rewarded, of course,” asked HARBIN. 
 
“We’ll do our best to fit it into our schedule.”   



“Thank you! But you all must be tired. Where are my manners? Please 
accept free food and lodgings for the night. It’s the least we can do.” 
 

YAY! FREE FOOD! 
 

 

484 xp 


