[bookmark: _Hlk45510185]Chapter 23:  They Who Find Who
[bookmark: _Hlk74395878]
They’d all walked by it on the main thoroughfare that was the east-west path through the city.  The second tolling of the afternoon bells resounded through the city, its twin bangs separated by a few seconds echoing a few times before receding to the usual bustle of the post-meridian air filled with the smoke of dying fires after the noontide meals had been cooked and eaten.  Some were napping, others were frolicking where they would later nap, and it seemed an altogether lazy afternoon from the looks of the sparse citizenry, which seemed to be preferring the indoors today.

[image: ]

They ventured into the Gnome Depot, and saw a cashiers and appraisers busying themselves with a very orderly procession of clientele.  The lowest level was simply an open 40’ x 35’ area segregated thematically by aisles and pillars atop which sat a tavern, and at the top of which were rooms fit for a nobleperson.  There, they found just about all of the useful gadgets and tools of their respective trades that they’d been looking to replace, restock, or acquire for the first time.
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The Shopkeepers, a collective of a dozen independent traders who served as board members in the trade agreement that governed the Gnome Depot, could be seen helping folks with the higher-end goods, usually stored in the vaults below the magically and religiously guarded establishment.

And thus entered the Fist of Light, and their allies.

Aliya, when she was satisfied with buying her stuff, turned to the party she was following recently.  The redhead sorceress was still feeling a bit as an extra.  Without Tore around, there wasn’t anyone she knew.  So, it was a good moment to try to change it.  “So... you guys, how long are you together?”

The green-haired gnome grinned up at her, her eyes bright.  “We’ve been together for several years, mostly guarding caravans.”  She turned in place as she took in the huge market.  “I’ve never seen anything like this in my travels.”  She held up an orange apron that looked heavy and clunky.  It had the market’s logo emblazoned on it in bold white.  “I don’t know how long this will last, but I just had to buy it.”

Luran offered that he had joined with the rest of the group a year ago.  He explained how they had worked together to remove a mind-controlling illithid and its cronies from influencing the local Baron before being away, on another plane, for a year and returning, just recently.  He then let the others describe how they had met before his own entry into the Fist of Light’s story.

[bookmark: _Hlk74401533]Saradette put the paid-for item away in her haversack, careful to keep the slip of parchment the clerk had given her.  “What about you, Aliya?  What brings you into the company of the Fist of Light?”  She smiled wryly as she used the group’s moniker.  

“Neverwinter grew small... so I thought, time to go back into the big world.  I used to travel a lot and felt like trying it again.”  Aliya replied.  “Slowly with a bit of teleporting here and there, meeting new friends, and so on, I finally reached these lands.  I like a good adventure, so it wasn’t that Fist of Light was on my radar but so far it was fun to help.”

She nodded to Luran when he recalled past adventures with the group.  “All right, where are you from guy?”

[bookmark: _Hlk74459016]“I grew up and first learned musical performance from my uncle in the city of Darromar of Tethyr.  I left there a number of years ago to find my own way, after being inspired by an almost divine vision of music as the fundamental, benevolent, creative force in the multiverse.  I’ve traveled a bit, in pursuit of that primal song, doing what good I can, in the world.  Those travels eventually brought me Mintar and these good companions.”

“That’s not far...  isn’t it?  I think I was once in Darromar.”  Aliya looked up trying to recall exactly if that was Darromar.  “Anyway...”  She looked back at Luran and waved softly in noncommittal way at his look.  “An interesting style you have.  Is that something to do with Darromar?  What’s the story here?  Because I never saw a man wearing such... skirts.”

“While not the height of style, it’s not uncommon.  There are definitely areas throughout the lands where such is common enough,” the half-elf smiled unselfconsciously at the young sorcerer’s line of questions.

[bookmark: _Hlk74458526][bookmark: _Hlk74468402]“And what is your connection to this Tore fellow?” Solstice thought to ask, having stood up on one of the counters to inquire about some special flechettes for his blowgun.  “It appears from the conversation that you know him best of all.”

“My own imbuement,” stated one of the Shopkeepers as the musteval looked over the Tiny flechettes which would likely be the source of so much sneak damage by tonight.  Hopefully there would be something more than just undead, or his blowgun would be nearly useless.

Aliya turned her attention to Solstice and nodded slightly.  “Yes, we are both from Neverwinter.  Our paths crossed few times, in the city back when we were younger and then, we adventured together recently, coming all the way south.  Here.”  She replied.  “He is a good and reliable.”

As the others all spoke to Aliya, Barkley walked about the store listening.  He was not in need of any equipment at the moment and did not see anything that caught his eye.  As he came back over to the others, he bowed slightly to Aliya, “I apologize for not introducing myself earlier.  I am Bazazath Anath, or Barkley to my friends.  It is a pleasure to meet you and I am sure your skills will be put to the test very soon.”  He then looked over at Saradette and smiled, “You’ll have to try on that apron later to be sure it fits properly.”  He then gave her a wink before he headed into the tavern area, “Now, if you all will excuse me, I must go say a couple of prayers to Cayden before we head out to finish off this necromancer.”  By the cool tone of his words, it was obvious that Barkley meant to kill the necromancer, not bring him back alive.  He then stepped into the back room and sat at the table waiting for a mug of ale.  Before drinking said mug, Barkley offered up prayers to Cayden, asking for his guidance and protection during the upcoming mission.

Aliya turned to Barkley.  “Nice to meet you Bazazath Anath.”  She said in response to the dog-man.  He was quite a unique person to her so she was a bit disappoint he decided to leave.

Elsabet wandered the Gnome Depot—were gnomes for sale here?  She thought about that, looked over as Saradette and snickered.  She walked over to her friend and said, “I just had a weird idea.  Can you imagine a yard full of gnome statues in various poses, as decorative statuary like some nobles have in their gardens?  Could you make mechanical versions that would be like small, animated objects, or mini-golems?  And then I thought, what if you modeled for a bunch of them, and then you could hide in plain sight by pretending to be one of your own statues...  Anyways, I don’t know why that occurred to me.”

“Don’t make fun of our nativity scenes,” a flirtatious gnomish man pinched Elsabet’s buttcheek as he passed by.

Elsabet reached down and spanked the presumptuous gnome on his own butt, and said, “Hey, I prefer it if folks ask before copping a feel!  It can lead to a lot more fun that way.”  She leaned down and whispered, “you might be in for a real spanking when I get back to town, you cheeky bugger—what’s your name?  I’m Elsabet.”

The man then caught sight of his missus approaching, and thus his usual inhibitions made him smirk and turn away before his wife scolded him for something completely unrelated.

Elsabet didn’t really have a lot to buy, but she did want to replace some flasks if acid, fire, and holy water she had used up, and she also picked up a new coil of 50’ of silk rope, and tied it to her grappling hook—the previous rope had been cut up into small sections and used to tie some things in place back on the cloud island.  She had forgotten about that until she recently reorganized her inventory.  She really needed to get used to where everything now was.  In any case, it seemed most of the merchandise here wasn’t on display, but they had what she asked for.

Overhearing Aliya and Luran chatting, she joined them, and at a convenient break in their conversation, joined in.  “Luran has been a great companion, his music is quite inspiring.  Barkley, Saradette and I have been working together for over half a decade, we had a paladin friend, Laryssa, who answered a higher calling about a year ago, and Luran appeared as though destined to join us during a time of troubles.”

Elsabet grinned at the redheaded woman.  “But if you want stories, I wouldn’t be able to relate most of the details off the top of my head.  Luckily, I don’t need to—I have been keeping a journal of my travels and adventurers, and while I am no master storyteller, I have recorded a lot of what I and my friends have experienced.”  Elsabet then reached into her handy haversack, muttered “journal, volume 1” and pulled out what appeared to be a standard wizard’s spellbook.  Opening it at random, she said, “ah, this entry is about the ogres that came bursting out of the woods at us.  Talked them into having some of our food—they were mostly just hungry.  Maybe that was a turning point for them, they didn’t have to be mean and nasty just because that was how they grew up.”  She stashed the book back in her haversack.  “Hey, if you want, you can read it sometime,” she told the sorcerer, “If you end up traveling with us for a while.”

Aliya giggled at Elsabet.  “If I do end up traveling with you, I’d rather hear your stories not read books about them.”  She pointed out emphasizing with a girly bow the world ‘hear’.  “Books are boring and the stories are always more personal and are carrying emotional weight.”  She pointed out.  “So, what does it mean to be Favored of Mayaheine?”  She asked inquisitively changing the subject.

Elsabet smiled.  “Well, I suppose I could tell the stories myself—as long as I could use my journal to refresh my memory.”  Then she turned serious.  “A favored soul is someone the deity selects to serve them.  A cleric passed through my village in the Dales, talking about this goddess I had never before heard of, and from the moment he started preaching, it felt like Mayaheine herself showed me a way I could serve her and do good in the world.”

Elsabet stared off into the past.  “So I packed up my things, said goodbye to my family, and traveled with the cleric for a while, learning about the Shield Maiden.  At first, he tried to teach me how to pray for spells etc., like he did—but that wasn’t for me.  Mayaheine herself gifted me directly with the ability to use a particular set of spells, as needed.  The cleric gave up trying to teach me his way, and instead helped me master the specific spells Mayaheine chose to grant me access to.”

Returning her gaze to the present, Elsabet continued.  “So as far as spells go, a favored soul is in many ways a divine sorcerer—where you master the specific spells that come naturally to you with only practice and willpower, with no spellbooks needed, I master the specific spells Mayaheine grants me.  Though I do feel that she listens to me, and when I have prayed for guidance, I have felt her presence and love.  When I wondered about following other paths besides that of the straight favored soul, I felt only support and encouragement.  Indeed, I feel she is helping to mold me into a particular type of champion; most recently I have felt nudges towards further broadening my skills and capabilities.”

Aliya listened to Elsabet with obvious curiosity.  This was something new to her, well, not on the academic level.  She learned about that in the Academy but on the practical level it was.  She slightly nodded here and there as the other woman explained.

“Oh...”  Aliya crooked her head slightly.  “Yes.  I’ve heard of divine sorcerers but haven’t met one yet.  But your source of power is still based in the divine aspect of magic, right?”

~*~

Having re-equipped, the Captain said something that steeled everyone’s resolve, and then assured the heroes, “So long as you follow my guidance, which is usually to do what you do best, you’ll experience greater fortitude and reflexes in my midst.  And at all times will you be mercifully shielded from a small slice of harm that should come your way.”
Minor Auras:  Demand Fortitude (Fort +3) (active during combat), Watchful Eye (Ref +3) (active at all other times)
Major Aura:  Hardy Soldiers (DR 1/—) (at all times)

They did note a certain hardiness in their constitutions, and could inhale slightly deeper.

“Now, let’s go see which Cogitor is on duty.

~*~
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The handful of heroes stood in the entryway of the Offices of the Cogitor, which also doubled as a temple to Oghma and Aasterinian.  The door had been left open for them, likely since the moment they were spotted walking in that direction from the caddy-corner Gnome Depot, armed to the teeth and equipped to match.  “Cogitor?  ‘Tis Captain Slatestein, of the 8th Precinct.”

“Yes, Southspur, near the Gondar Temple,” a male human voice called out from beyond the entryway.  “Do come in, Captain, and others.  Your reputation precedes you.”  Those who’d decided to detect magic at the moment were the first to spot the arcane eye staring at them from one corner.  They ventured into the only other room connected by this causeway.

Sitting before them at a wide, round table was a young human of perhaps two and a half decades, holding a glass of a spirit that Barkley would soon recognize by scent.  “Please sit.”

[image: ]

Barkley sniffed the air and smiled, “Is that honeysuckle brandy I smell, delicious brew.”  He then nodded to the Cogitor hs approval of the selected drink.  It was sweet and smooth, and was even better warmed and mixed with apple juice.  

The dwarf sighed, “Ah, Atlas, I feared it might be that crusty bugger, Kirdek.  I actually thought you’d left, gone back to Damara after the Aasterinian vision you told me about.”

“Oh, that I did, and received an offer to return to these fair gates after completing a sabbatical as a griot back home.  I’ve been back in the office for just over a month now.”

“Oh, and a promotion I see,” Slatestein asked a question by bringing to mind the former occupant of the person bearing the Senior Cogitor’s insignia, he frowned.

“Yes, Senior Cogitor Kirdek has retired as of last tenday, having provided me with as much continuity of the position’s expectations as possible... but enough about me.  I have read the reports of Who, and can prepare an omen to guide you through what you are about to face.”

The dwarf marshal handed the dragon worshipping archivist the current file.  “You likely haven’t read that Ja’ir was just killed in action while deciphering the information that she’d conjured out of a divination spell.”

And now that the Captain mentioned it, those who’d partly identified it earlier could now place it better as a metamagically infused twist on the very general divination spell.

The Senior Cogitor nodded and shook his head almost at the same time.  “I’d not been briefed on that,” he said as he read the timestamp.  “Ah, just recently then.  We able to save him?”

“Resurrectors should be on their way now.  My crew knows how to handle that,” the dwarf said with a tone more convincing than his true expectations were.

[bookmark: _Hlk74459153]The archivist read today’s portion of the report, including Ripley’s testimony.  “My!” sighed Atlas, “I sense urgency is in order.”  And with this, the human began to manifest a search for any Dark Knowledge pertaining to the threat that likely lay ahead.  Using a few magic items to yield some Divination magic, the archivist began to pen a few etchings that would become useful notes for the others on their trek to find Who.

Barkley then listened closely as the Captain and Cogitor spoke.  At the mention of Ja’ir, Barkley hoped that the resurectors would be able to accomplish the task.  He also was in full agreement when the Cogitor said urgency was in order.  Barkley watched as the man worked his magics, hoping that the man could provide their group with some useful information.


The others knew to wait in silence, so only the occasional jingling of mithral chain links made evident the presence of others as the studious and capable archivist performed the role of Senior Cogitor with as much finesse as his centuries-old predecessor.  Truly gifted was the human’s mind who sat before them incanting prayers to Aasterinian—daughter of Io Himself—for guidance whilst studying arcane runes before him, fusing opposite sources of magic into a complementary crochet of possibilities from which the thickest strands would be gleaned their likeliest of paths and tales to come.
	Skill
	Rank
	Ability & Mod.
	Misc. Mods.
	Total
	Roll
	Check
	Notes

	Atlas, K:  Religion (DK: Tactics)
	20
	Int (+8)
	2
	30
	3
	33
	Trivial Knowledge,
best of 2 rolls

	Atlas, K:  Religion (DK: Tactics)
	20
	Int (+8)
	2
	30
	2
	32
	Trivial Knowledge

	Atlas, K:  Religion (DK: Puissance)
	20
	Int (+8)
	2
	30
	16
	46
	Trivial Knowledge,
best of 2 rolls

	Atlas, K:  Religion (DK: Puissance)
	20
	Int (+8)
	2
	30
	13
	43
	Trivial Knowledge

	Atlas, K:  Religion (DK: Foe)
	20
	Int (+8)
	2
	30
	6
	36
	Trivial Knowledge

	Atlas, K:  Religion (DK: Foe)
	20
	Int (+8)
	2
	30
	14
	44
	Trivial Knowledge,
best of 2 rolls


Tactics beats by 10; Puissance beats by 20; Foe beats by 20.
Characters under Captain Slatestein’s marshalship would gain for 24 hours upon reading aloud each DK parchment:
· +2 to attacks made against Undead
· +3 to saves made by Undead
· +3d6 damage against Undead

Within minutes, he’d writ upon five parchments various things, including the most frequented beasts who dwelled along that path, the weather forecast through Morning tomorrow, and three separate Dark Knowledge secrets that would bolster their chances of a successful manhunt of someone reputed to be able to control armies of undead.  The claim had been made by others in recent years who had only actually had a few dozen thralls hanging on.

Furling them all up and clasping them with fine clasps of cork and bronze, the Cogitor spoke aloud, suspecting that some among the present did not know of the customs pertaining to this Dark Knowledge.  “I know your Captain knows this, but take heed that these two scrolls,” he held up his left hand, “... are merely the results of divination, as well as of more mundane means of querying information on behalf of the Barony.  You can peruse these whenever you like, and I would heed the map and warnings.  One of these covers the dominant vision of Who at this moment, and puts him in a cemetery about to enact a spree.”  Atlas referred to what necromancers did with the most glee at a graveyard.

“These three must be read aloud by one of you before the others and no one else, and contain secrets that even conventional Divination magic does not usually yield.  These will work for only one day, and I trust the Captain will explain the application by the time it’s needed.”  Atlas sighed, “... and now, it is nearly time for the vessel that will ferry you across the delta.  Be with Aasterinian.”

“Thank you, Cogitor, for your time and knowledge,” Barkley said with a bow.  He was anxious to get on with the task.  The longer they waited, he feared, the better prepared Who would be.  He took a moment to steel his resolve to finish off Who and turn his evil army to dust.

They were grateful to the Cogitor for his guidance, and the Captain ensured that compensation would be tendered by the Barony before they left.

~*~

One of the two mundane parchments did indeed contain a makeshift map and a number of useful warnings and tips that would heighten their reflexes and senses on their way towards the bridge that the Captain had pointed out.

The second mundane parchment revealed enough information to put Who, the Bone Whisperer, crouching inside a mausoleum crypt alongside a skeleton and a ghoul, reciting some dark incantation that would soon multiply his constituency tenfold.  A few other lesser undead were perfectly still, acting as lookouts in the foggy dew that flowed over these previously hallowed grounds.  The abandoned shire of Helfgyalt had seen its last populated day during the spring of 1371, when bugbears ran the few dozen residents through, forcing them to relocate to safer grounds among others.  These were consequently the same halflings who’d settled the squatters’ campsite just outside the city just over a year ago, and the Barony had never stated an official position on this, so the homeless halflings continued to try to live a rural life near the comfortable walls of the city when they needed such comforts.

Now the fallow fields sported no crops fit for humanoid consumption: wild grasses had taken hold over the last few seasons, and only a few doors and windows remained evident under the overgrowth that overlooked the graveyard.

Who took his time casting his spells, perfecting them as best as he could, knowing that he should save some of his mojo for later, but by the time this parchment had been written on, the necromancer had indeed risen nearly the entirety of the intact enough bodies to be used for skeletal and zombie fodder.  In broad daylight, the resourceful, hooded figure led the way along the hillsides that ensconced the defunct shire.

Luran’s interest was maddeningly piqued by the new form of magic before him.

“Oh, yes, it is definitely divine power.  I can read scrolls of divine spells, and all the spells I have been blessed with can be cast by clerics.  However, a cleric can turn or rebuke undead by channeling positive or negative energy directly—that is something I cannot do.  But my crusader training is also faith-based—while I can ready all five of my known maneuvers, Mayaheine chooses the order in which they are granted.”

~*~

As they made their way out of the Fishersgate and along the Fishwife Causeway, they saw a cadre of mercenaries sporting the emblem of the Howling Dragons, with the face of such a dragon emblazoned against a black background on their shields and helms.  They were well outfitted, and nodded in respect as they headed up the causeway.

Luran nodded in acknowledgement and appreciation.  He even lifted his voice in a triumphant, musical HUZZAH for the gathered forces.

Aliya walked with others, curiously looking at the mercenaries.  She wondered when Tore was.  She hoped that he wouldn’t miss on all the fun this adventure was all about.  Fighting a necromancer... Aliya remembered that Tore had his own score to settle with necromancers.
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Arriving at ferry #3, the Captain flashed his badge and provided Precinct 11 as the reimbursor agency, after which they boarded the vessel uneventfully, and contemplated the first time they’d been both on this plane and east of this waterway.  It had been quite some time, years for all but Aliya and the Captain.

Aliya smiled.  “I hope guys you know how to swim...”  She giggled.  “In case things wouldn’t go as planned and we run into a dire turtle or something.”  She joked.

Barkley smiled at Aliya and added, “I only doggy paddle.”  

Once the ferry—a pontoon boat fitted for shallow waters such as these—landed on the eastern shores, they half-anticipated an encounter with an exotic beast, though they’d only crossed the whole of 1000’ over waters populated by hippos, caimans, and a variety of fishes and invertebrates.

Luran was wistful as the group left the boundaries of Mintar.  As often as he and the rest of the Fist of Light had been shuffled off to various locations without any say on their part, it felt good to be traveling under their own initiative, for once.

[bookmark: _Hlk74545204]Aliya watched various animals smiling standing at the railing.  She kept an eye on her companions, glancing at them from time to time.  For her, the trip was another experience and as long as something was happening, it was fun.  “Is there in those waters something... I don’t know, more threatening than hippos?” she asked the captain.

Barkley took in the sight of the wildlife as well.  He wasn’t sure if there was any natural animal more dangerous than a hippo in these waters.  However, based on the map, there were likely several things more dangerous once they got across the river.  

“Aw, just the caimans.  Got to keep a lookout.  They’re protected, so you can only kill one in self-defense,” replied Captain Slatestein.

“Yes sir!”  She said with a mocked salute but from the body language it was clear she agreed with the captain.

[bookmark: _Hlk74586173]They disembarked along the thin pier, and confirmed that they hadn’t left anything on the ship.

“Not a scroll,” Solstice confirmed.

“Good,” Captain Slatestein cleared his throat as he looked around at the dozens of seamen and dockhands that could hear them.  “Let’s get along the road.  Unless someone wants to make a case to disregard the archivist’s advice and my own sense of what’s wise, we’ll risk the shortcut, and likely be at Who’s heels by Evening.

They took turns looking over the two mundane parchments, which still contained rich information, including the types of monsters reputed to have been encountered recently, as reported and at times confirmed.  The list included gnolls, an ogre, and the usual sort of humanoid bandits, but reports of undead had not yet come in to confirm Who’s activity in the region, though they likely would if Who was being true to his craft and word.

As Elsabet had mentioned earlier, they’d once staved off conflict with a trio of hungered ogres, and knew that at times, camaraderie would win the day.  She wondered if this would be that day as well, or if perhaps every ogre and beast they’d encounter would be undead by then.
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The archivist’s map was far more detailed than that which the Captain had drafted earlier, and they now surveyed the specifications of the dashed line, which was the route preordained for them to take, or so it seemed. 

[bookmark: _Hlk74594508]When they prepared to head out, Barkley spoke up, “Saradette, if you need any assistance up front, let me know.  I can join you in canine form if needed.”

Saradette had, after some thought, made arrangements to leave Gadget with the Radnars while she was away.  “Come on, Widget,” she said as they prepared to leave.  She had her folding tent with her, which she’d stocked with enough supplies to operate if she needed it.
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Putting the harbor and river behind them, the party gained a few dozen feet of altitude as they made their way along the rolling hills that constituted the portion of the path on the well beaten wagon trail.  It took a good half-hour for them to get to the mostly unseen fork in the road, and within that time, with the multitude of passersby on the roadside, the Captain hadn’t felt comfortable in reading the Dark Knowledge scrolls aloud.  “Once we get to that desolate point,” he pointed to the north where they could see for a quarter-mile around them with nary a tree to hide an eavesdropper, “we’ll read these,” he then held up the scrolls, and asked, “Who’d like to do the honors?”

“I’ll pass,” Saradette said from her spot at the procession’s head.

Luran nearly leapt out of his skin when the offer was made.  Thankfully, he had the self-awareness and courtesy to look toward the others as he asked if he might be the one to enact the unusual magics.

“It would seem appropriate for the best trained voice to do the reading,” Elsabet said, nodding at Luran to take the first scroll.  “If it feels too stressful, I will volunteer for the second one, but if not, feel free to do the next two as well.”  She turned to the Captain.  “Unless the Cogitor indicated at most one should be read by any given person?”

She also suggested the Captain switch his minor aura to the one that aided Fortitude.

“Once trouble arises,” he assured the warlock.  “Until then, I need everyone’s eyes open.”

Barkley nodded his agreement, “Yes, Luran, I have no objection to you reading the first one.  Though, I do suggest just reading it and not singing it.”

Luran nodded to the Captain as the Captain leaned up against the only rock in sight.  The bard then read aloud in lyrical Common:

“I revel in your demise,
     Your grave is my paradise,
  My pity, gone, just despise
     For all that moves and lives and thrives.”

And with this, an unexplainable sense of how to better target undead creatures came to them, and this knowledge would be theirs until the same time tomorrow.
All friendlies present gained +2 to attacks against Undead.

Soon thereafter, Elsabe recited in passing Giant what her eyes had just come to scan in an alphabet that took on the Giantesque gyph system as soon as that side of the parchment had been exposed to sunlight, << Who specializes in an art he calls Deadly Chill Corpsecrafting [both in Libris Mortis, p. 25], which combines those two edge-schools with the Destruction Retribution [Libris Mortis, p. 26] discipline.  He is a formidable foe as long as he commands from the safety of his bunker.  He won’t be taken alive, and may already be on the path to undeath. >>  She then translated the Dark Secret into Common for the others, and they each had a vision of how best to stave off the offensive of at least one type of Undead creature.  Whether that be skeleton, ghoul, or something or everything in-between remained a mystery
All friendlies present gained +3 to saves made by at least some Undead [skeletons and ghouls only].

Barkley was handed the last scroll.  The Celestial cleared his throat, and recited, “Who will want to land the death blow to each of us, for with this death blow, he’ll be more likely to use our body as the fodder he needs in a vicious corpse economy that is his medium.  Who fits a character profile consistent with a servitor of a higher power who in turn corrupted a lesser power—Dromedar the Alacritous—into merely testing the waters of security once his position in the Gondar Temple was no longer of use to the necromancer.  Ripley’s testimony points to at least three layers of depravity have taken hold of his psyche.  An evaluation would likely reveal this with empirically divine certainty, but Who will die before being captured, and will likely fall within hours of this penning.”
All friendlies present gained +3d6 damage against an unspecified Undead type of creature [skeletons].

Were they still near the town, the fifth afternoon bell would be tolling, and the late sunrises and early sunsets this time of year.  “We’ll have until that sun’s position tomorrow to benefit from the visions that these words—no doubt—just gave you all.”
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None of them could honestly deny that they’d just gained tactical and qualitative insights into the undead monsters that were most likely to come at the heroes in their pursuit of Who.
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They continued along the barely beaten shortcut, perhaps half-way through the thickest of the overgrowth, and had indeed faced off against a few uncompromising protesters, including a viper and a wolverine on two separate encounters.  Still no vampires, however.
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[bookmark: _Hlk74632366]The sun had set a short time ago, and the last of the daylight was reduced to violet hues engulfing a pink horizon to their left whenever they were in a clearing or under a thin tree line.  They weren’t particularly tired, nor did they have to stop to eat; with the amount of rations, anyone who wanted to could freely much on something nutritious as they walked, and so they did.
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They were experimenting with a support-heavy formation that had Saradette far ahead of the Captain, exploiting her keen senses.  As the path led them around a terraced hillside, turning eastward, they saw a young lad up ahead crouched atop a rock and in a posture of deep contemplation.  He might have even been crying until just now.  As they approached, the humans in the group placed him at about 20 years of age, just a few years older than Radnar Jr.

[bookmark: _Hlk74638080]Round 1

At a distance of just over 100’, however, the undead creature turned to face them and presented itself as a fresh corpse currently in the employ of necromantic forces.  It hissed and snarled, coming at them at a zombie’s pace, making way for Saradette and the Captain.

Elsabet expected to see the zombie shambling at a sedate pace, and had no desire to use up all her magic yet, so she called out to the others, “check our flanks.”  She focused on her detect magic ability and started scanning the area to her right—the mere presence of magic might indicate an ambush—while walking forward about 15’.
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She detected the presence of magic, as she knew she would, given such illustrious company, but she’d yet to be able to discern the locations and number of the dweomers.

Saradette had her launcher held at the ready, and, recognizing that the creature couldn’t outrun her, and that it was out of her effective range, she retreated back toward the captain.  “I think there’s just one of them, but that’s probably not correct,” she said as she watched the pitiful remains of what was once a promising young life lurch towards her.

Solstice was too far to fire his magic missiles at the zombie, but he did spot the incoming undead from the rear of the formation now that they were again walking in a straight line.  The musteval moved forward, catching up to Barkley before Barkley fired upon the zombie.
	Ranged Weapon
	Dmg
	D+
	TH+
	Critical
	Rng.
	Wt.
	Atk
	Roll
	Check

	Composite +2 Longbow +1
	1d8
	3
	1
	x3
	110’
	three
	+9
	14
	23


Hit.  Dmg:  3 + 2 + 1 = 6  Mundane damage negated.

The zombie continued forth.

Captain Slatestein put down his battleaxe and unshouldered his masterwork heavy crossbow while taking a few steps forward.  “She may not be much,” sighed the Captain with the standard-issue ranged weapon as he took aim.  “But she’s taken down far worse than a fresh zombie.”
	Character
	Attack Type
	Damage
	BAB
	Dex Mod+
	W+
	Total Score
	Roll
	Total
	Notes

	Captain Slatestein
	MW Heavy Crossbow
	1d10;19-20, 120’
	8
	1 – 2 range
	1
	8
	14
	22
	1 fire bolt


Hit.  Dmg:  3 + 6 fire = 9.  Piercing damage negated.

Aliya had no chance to read the scrolls but she didn’t fret about it for too long.  Seeing the zombies she resolutely took the defensive position in the second line and grabbed her crossbow, readying it to fire.

As the group prepared for conflict, Luran’s voice lifted into the air, underlying Elsabet’s call to readiness.  His tones brought strength to the party members arms and confidence in their stances.
Friendlies gained +2 Inspire Courage bonus to hit and weapon damage.

[bookmark: _Hlk74652789]Round 2

The Captain began to reload his crossbow as the zombie came ever closer.  “I’ll get one more shot in before the lad is through.”

“I have two shots, but it has to get closer,” Saradette said as she waited with her launcher.  “Thirty feet is about the best range for this.  After that, the pattern is too wide.”

Barkley fired off his second and third arrows of the day.
	Ranged Weapon
	Dmg
	D+
	TH+
	Critical
	Rng.
	Wt.
	Atk
	Roll
	Check

	Composite +2 Longbow +1
	1d8
	3
	1
	x3
	110’
	three
	+9
	2
	11

	Longbow, 2nd Shot
	1d8
	3
	1
	x3
	110’
	three
	+4
	19
	23


Miss, threat.  1d20 = 4 + 4 = 8, not a critical hit.  Dmg:  1 + 2 + 1 = 4.  Mundane damage negated.

Noting the remainder of his longbow ammunition, the archon then took another 5’ step forward.
	Missiles
	Qty.
	Wt.
	Atk

	Arrows
	37
	qvr.
	+0

	Arrows, Silver
	20
	qvr.
	+0



Solstice, now in range, fired his twin magic missiles at the zombie.
Dmg:  6 + 2 = 8 magic.

And this brought down the zombie as its arms continued to twitch in vain towards the heroes.  “A good hack to the neck will finish it off,” Slatestein said once another fire bolt was loaded onto the crossbow.  Shouldering it, he went back for his axe and asked, “Any others?”
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Round 3

“None in sight,” said Solstice, though he’d spoken too soon.

A sole skeleton had made it over the hump of a hilltop, and with a full quiver, let off an arrow in the heroes’ direction.
	Character
	Attack Type
	Damage
	BAB
	Dex Mod+
	W+
	Other+
	Total Score
	Roll
	Total

	Skeleton, M
	Longbow
	1d8,x3, 100’
	0
	1
	0
	+2 height
	3
	3
	6


Miss.

And then, as if through a holy epiphany, some of the archivist’s dreary secrets came to the forefront of their minds again, and they realized that they would have an easier time against skeletons this evening.

	Character
	Group
	Initiative
	Roll
	Modified Roll
	Move

	Elsabet
	1
	4
	16
	20
	30’

	Captain Stlatestein
	2
	3
	11
	14
	20’

	Solstice
	1
	1
	13
	14
	30’/10’

	Barkley
	1
	2
	10
	12
	40’

	Saradette
	1
	3
	7
	10
	20’

	Undead Forces*
	2
	1
	7
	8
	30’

	Aliya
	1
	2
	3
	5
	30’

	Luran
	1
	1
	3
	4
	30’



* Skeleton already took its actions above.

With the light of the fading sky to their west, they hadn’t noticed the very faint blue aura around the zombie, but around the skeleton in the distance, it was clearer now.  This was likely the Deadly Chill aura of which the Dark Knowledge scroll spoke.

Sensing no magic within her 60’ cone, Elsabet moved another 15’ up the trail and over to the left side of the party, shifting her cone over to the left flank.  Still no magic as far as she could tell, but with the skeleton in her sights, she drew her flail.

The skeletal archer prepared for more all-out hostility as it drew an arrow from its quiver.

Aliya shot the contents of her light crossbow at the skeleton.
	Ranged Weapon
	Dmg.
	D+
	TH+
	Critical
	Rng.
	Wt.
	Atk
	Roll
	Check

	Light Crossbow
	1d8
	0
	-2 height
-2 range
	19-20/x2
	80’
	4.0
	+1
	2
	3


Miss.

Her shot fell far short of its mark, and she reloaded the crossbow.

Solstice moved 25’ towards the captain and fired a magic missile at the skeleton.
Dmg:  4 + 2 = 6 force [magic].

They noted that the blue aura around the skeleton brightened as the skeleton’s body crumbled before the heroes’ attacks.

Captain Stlatestein finished loading his crossbow, and fired a bolt at the skeleton.
	Character
	Attack Type
	Damage
	BAB
	Dex Mod+
	W+
	Other+
	Total Score
	Roll
	Total
	Notes

	Captain Slatestein
	MW Heavy Crossbow
	1d10;19-20, 120’
	8
	1
	1
	-2 height
	8
	19
	27
	Fire bolt


Threat.  1d20 = 12 + 8 = 20, critical hit.  Undead exempt.
Dmg:  4 + 2 fire+ 14 DK Foe =  20.  Piercing damage negated.
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And though the bones fell to the ground next to the bow that had guided them, a blue sphere glowed momentarily with a frosty fervor before fading slowly.

Barkley looked at the skeleton’s lingering, spherical aura on their left flank and then on the destroyed zombie ahead of them.  “I think we should keep moving.  We can deal with more skeletons ahead of us when we get there.”   Barkley then cast aid [expired in 5 minutes] on the others either, as they moved along or if they stop.
All friendlies gained +1 to attacks and saves against fear, plus 3 + 5 = 8 temporary hit points.
Barkley [53/45].
Elsabet [56/48].
Saradette [56/48].
Luran [44/36].
Aliya [29/21].
Solstice [52/44].
Slatestein [88/80].

Saradette moved ahead, towards the zombie, on alert for more hostiles.

Aliya moved with the group and kept shooting the crossbow at the targets of opportunity.  “Can someone tell me how far are we from the necromancer?  Or is it just me that we are going to fight our way through hundreds if not thousands of these?”

“Patience, Deputy,” the dwarf did his best to calm down the hint of a later mutiny.  “These are likely breadcrumbs.  If Who has these minions to spare, he likely had a tactical purpose for doing so, and it is likely that what has not been spotted was a spy among the undead.

Luran’s voice continued to deliver words, but now his cant was infused with the echoes of the Dark Knowledge they’d been granted.  In addition, he trilled a musical flourish that caused his magical haversack to produce his not-often-used longsword.  While he wasn’t charging into battle, anytime soon.  This definitely felt like the right moment to be prepared for more than what a dagger could handle.
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End of Rounds

No more of the necromancer’s sentinels were in sight.

Captain Stlatestein reloaded his crossbow with his 3rd of five fire bolts.

Solstice produced his blowgun and palmed a handful of flechettes.

Saradette passed the zombie, looking around her for other hostiles.

Aliya made sure her crossbow was properly loaded.

Luran continued singing, as Barkley took care of Aliya, Luran, Solstice, Elsabet, the Captain, Saradette, and then himself.

Elsabet noted the event in her journal as the last of the light to do so was spent.
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A minute later, they’d coalesced before a leftward bend in the road that would hopefully take them back north along their desired direction.  With weapons at the ready, they made no conversation as they had before.  They rounded the bend, which took then within minutes into a valley washed out by millions of years of pluvial dynamics.  More heavily wooded, the path would not have been navigable on horseback, as the vegetation often proved to yield no path thicker than the stout dwarf.

They’d tried different marching combinations already, and were now sifting through a bamboo grove before reaching a clearing blazed by a slight bump in elevation where land had pushed up when gods were all young.  As the grove opened up, they were able to spread out into several marching and fighting formations, which they’d tentatively named.
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~*~

[bookmark: _Hlk74892298]The group had stopped for a minute to get some water as well as confirm their bearings.  Barkley, after getting some water, when ahead of the group about 100 yards after transforming into a wolf.  As he approached a clump of trees, he picked up a strong odor and began to grow.  A moment later, a bugbear zombie emerged from the trees.  

As it lumbered forward and swung its morning star, Barkley quickly dodged to one side and lunged forward, biting the beast in its side.  It reacted as if in pain as crystals could be seen growing from the teeth marks left behind.  The bite was quickly followed up by a swipe from one of his paws, again tearing away flesh and leaving behind crystals.  

The zombie, already moving slowly before Barkley’s attacks, seemed to be slowing even more.  Its next attempt at an attack was completely feeble and Barkley easily dodged it.  Jumping forward, Barkley bit the zombie once again.  After that bite, the zombie simply stood there unmoving.  A cold mist drifted from the now statuesque former bugbear.

Transforming back into his normal form, Barkley drew his longsword.  He stepped forward, and with one quick swing, separated the beasts head from its body.

~*~

Elsabet tromped along the path happily.  She almost hoped that they would meet an ogre or something, that she could charm into coming along as an additional ally for use against Who and his minions...and perhaps sway from the path of evil.  But in any case, what she was really looking forward to was a serious and decisive battle that resulted in Who’s elimination rather than escape.

As she walked along, she kept her eyes peeled for any owls, fairly intelligent avians with an eye for carrion, as well as blue jays, known for their gossiping habits.  When she spotted some, she said “please don’t shoot the birds” to her companions, and then called out to the avians, making hooting noises as far as her companions could tell.  <<Treats for news!  Come eat, tell me what you’ve seen!>>

Some of the corvids were hesitant, but others flew to her and landed on her shoulders, sensing her friendly attitude, and ate from her hands.  A few had stories of walking dead things, not good to eat, but none knew of any close by the trail at that point.  A few, with apparently nothing better to do, seemed willing to act as scouts covering the terrain along both sides of the trail, checking out copses of trees etc., and flying a bit ahead of and behind the party as well, then returning to report and their additional snacks.

“I’ve enlisted a few of these fine feathered folks to scout out both sides of the trail,” she reported.  “Hopefully there won’t be any more random undead before we get to the site of Who’s endeavors.  Though that blue glow from the ones we took out makes me wonder whether Who had them as sentries, and got advanced warning of our approach.”

~*~
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They’d made it to the general area where the bridge was, and the Captain announced that it wouldn’t be much farther now.  Solstice—protected by and detecting evil—saw nothing unusual under the stars and moonlight, and was glad that there was a crescent moon above them to guide their steps a bit better.  His ability to see in the dark was no better than a human’s or a raven’s, and he stayed perched on Barkley’s shoulder as they made their way further west.

[bookmark: _Hlk74981377]Saradette activated her Shiftweave to bring out her green and brown ghillie suit, and she cast mage armor [expired in 1 hour] on herself.  Then, she kept moving ahead, staying to the right side of the road, where she could step into cover, if needed.  She still had her flechette launcher in hand.
Saradette gained +4 to FFAC and AC.

As they traveled, Barkley dis his best to maintain his aid and detect evil spell-like abilities.

~*~

Solstice had been sharing a brief anecdote about the last time that he’d found himself in a wooded patch like this in the middle of the night.  He’d been touring with another band of adventurers, and they’d been searching for a magical sword attributed to the Mayaheinite faith, but they’d gotten waylaid in the middle of the Thayyan outback by virtue of an outdated map and inclemently poor visibility.  They’d ended up at the bottom of a ravine, lured into the lair of a cancer mage, and never did find the legendary sword they’d been after.
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They did, however, put an end to the cancer mage’s nefarious operation, which involved the creation of a plague so ravenous that it would have likely wiped out the population of Thay in a matter of weeks.  Solstice and two others emerged from the lair alive—though far from unscathed—but three of their friends had been slain by the malady before they could lay the sickly mage by his heels.

They were commenting on the musteval’s fortune in getting out alive and in his success at ridding this world of such a foul soul when they finally happened upon the bridge they’d been searching for.  The river had been to their left for several minutes now, at this point feeding in from a gorge just north of them, and finally they spotted the rickety planks over which they would have to cross, and noted no skeletons or other potential enemies nearby.
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[bookmark: _Hlk75080117]In anticipation of them falling, Elsabet proposed to cast guidance on everyone before they crossed, and the rest of the folks agreed, so she took a moment to give everyone a boost, starting with Saradette, and working her way back along the formation.
All friendlies except for Captain Slatestein gained +1 to their next attack, save, or check within 1 minute of casting.

With the boost cast on her, Saradette wasted no more time in crossing the bridge, since the others weren’t being especially quiet, and she didn’t want whatever was waiting for them to contest the crossing.

The Captain followed not too close behind, worried that his weight might cause the rickety bridge to break.

When they reached the bridge, Barkley waited until Saradette was across, “OK, I’ll go next.”  He moved across quickly but cautiously, watching his footing as he moves across.

As the group approached the bridge, Luran took particular care to find what his sensitive ears told him of the surroundings and any potential ambushes upon the party.

The others approached the bridge, ready to cross it.

Just past the half-way point, Saradette’s step broke through a plank, and her grip on the ropes tightened as she easily pulled her foot back up and saw a chunk of wood falling about 30’ into the rapid below.
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They kept going, and Saradette made it to the end, with Slatestein being slower than her.  Solstice hopped off of Barkley’s shoulder to reduce the overall pressure on any given plank.
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[bookmark: _Hlk75262947]Round 1

	Character
	Group
	Initiative
	Roll
	Modified Roll
	Move

	Unidentified enemy
	2
	7
	18
	25
	30’

	Solstice
	1
	1
	19
	20
	30’/10’

	Luran
	1
	1
	18
	19
	30’

	Barkley
	1
	2
	16
	18
	40’

	Captain Slatestein
	2
	3
	11
	14
	20’

	Saradette
	1
	3
	9
	12
	20’

	Aliya
	1
	2
	8
	10
	30’

	Elsabet
	1
	4
	3
	7
	30’



Somewhat taken aback by the sudden appearance of the ghostly apparition from below, Elsabet stood bemused while everyone else reacted in one way or another.
	Current Maneuvers

	Foehammer

	Shield Block

	Crusader’s Strike

	Stone Vise

	Battle Leader’s Charge



That’s when Saradette turned around, and saw a ghostly figure in the guise of a rotting corpse flying upwards from the river towards the bridge.  She yelled and pointed, causing the others to look at it as it reached Barkley and charge-attacked him.
	Character
	Save vs.
Aura of Menace
	Ranks
	Roll
	Result

	Bridge Haunt
	Will
	9
	11
	20


Success.  Effect negated.
	Character
	Attack Type
	Damage
	BAB
	Str Mod+
	W+
	Other+
	Total Score
	Roll
	Total

	Unidentified enemy
	Incorporeal Touch
	3d6+push
	6
	4
	0
	2 charge
	12
	19
	31


Hit.  Dmg:  11 + push.  Partial damage negated.
	Save vs.
Push
	Rank
	Ability
& Mod.
	Misc.
Mods.
	Total
	Roll
	Check

	Barkley, Will
	4
	Wis (+1)
	1
	6
	16
	22


Success.  Barkley didn’t fall from the bridge.
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Once she finally snapped out of it, Elsabet called out, “This is a bridge haunt, the incorporeal spirit of someone who died at this bridge,” Elsabet said, and Captain Slatestein nodded, as did the others, though they knew nothing of such things.  She continued, “In combat, they try to push living beings off the bridge.  Their incorporeal touch also disrupts flesh.  Use magic!”

Solstice noticed the same blue hue around the apparition’s form, and took it to be a signature feature of the one they now sought:  Who.  He zapped the thing with its presumably unerring magic missiles.
Dmg:  7 + 2 = 9 magic [force].

Wary of using up his magically inspiring song on another very quickly stopped foe, Luran looked around.  He wanted to wait for more than one enemy to show itself before launching into his bardic music.

Barkley attacked the ghost with his longsword.
	Melee Weapon
	Dmg
	D+
	TH+
	Critical
	Type
	Wt.
	Atk
	Roll
	Check

	Longsword +1
	1d8
	3
	1 + 2 DK
	19-20/x2
	Slashing
	4.0
	+12
	20
	32

	Longsword, 2nd Attack
	1d8
	3
	1 + 2 DK
	19-20/x2
	Slashing
	-
	+12
	6
	18


Threat, hit.  1d20 = 4 + 10 = 14, not a critical hit.  1d100 = 66, 56.  Both incorporeal attacks hit true.
Dmg:  (6 + 2 + 1 + 2 favored enemy) + (8 + 2 + 1 + 2 FE) = 11 + 13 = 24.

Captain Slatestein suspected that his weight was enough to tip the balance of destiny towards a bridge collapse, which would have been consistent with the bridge haunt’s motives.  He nodded as he moved back and asked Saradette to do the same so he could get into a sniping position that wasn’t in her way.
	Character
	Attack Type
	Damage
	BAB
	Dex Mod+
	W+
	Total Score
	Roll
	Total

	Captain Slatestein
	MW Heavy Crossbow
	1d10 + 1d6 fire;19-20, 120’
	8
	1 + 2 DK
	1
	12
	15
	27


Hit.  1d100 = 06, hit fails to bypass incorporeality.

Saradette let the dwarf reach the bridge, positioning herself about 12’ north-northeast of him along the more convenient ledge, then let her flechette launcher rip, hoping to avoid hitting her friends with it.
	Ranged Weapon
	Dmg.
	D+
	TH+
	Critical
	Rng.
	Wt.
	Atk
	Roll
	Check

	Sabot Launcher
	1d6x6
	-
	+ 2 DK -4 firing
into melee
	15o cone
	50’
	5.0
	5
	3
	8


Miss.

“How rude!”  Aliya pulled her crossbow, aimed and fired at the creature.  “Barkley, can you keep moving?  We can’t fight this thing on the bridge.”
	Ranged Weapon
	Dmg.
	D+
	TH+
	Critical
	Rng.
	Wt.
	Atk
	Roll
	Check

	Light Crossbow
	1d8
	0
	+ 2 DK
	19-20/x2
	80’
	4.0
	+8
	14
	22


Hit.  1d100 = 96, strike hits true.  Dmg:  3.  Damage negated.

Following her own advice, Elsabet leaned a bit to get a better shot at the creature and unleased an eldritch blast at it.
	Ranged Weapon
	Dmg.
	D+
	TH+
	Critical
	Rng.
	Wt.
	Atk
	Roll
	Check

	Eldritch Blast
	1d6
	0
	+ 2 DK
	x2
	60’ max.
	-
	+11
	5
	16


Hit.  1d100 = 10, no spell failure.  1d100 = 50, hit fails to bypass incorporeality.

The bridge haunt wasn’t yet vanquished, but those experienced with the undead could tell that they were putting a dent in it.  “Is this specter killable?” asked Solstice.
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Round 2

“I believe we’re getting there,” Elsabet answered.

The bridge haunt bemoaning was reminiscent of the sound of a screaming person falling to the depths of their doom.  It full-attacked Barkley.
	Character
	Attack Type
	Damage
	BAB
	Str Mod+
	W+
	Other+
	Total Score
	Roll
	Total

	Bridge Haunt
	Incorporeal Touch
	3d6+push
	6
	4
	0
	+ 2 DK
	12
	7
	19

	Bridge Haunt
	Incorporeal Touch
	3d6+push
	6
	4
	0
	+ 2 DK
	12
	19
	31


Miss, hit.  1d100 = 54, strike hits true.  Dmg:  14 + push.
	Save vs.
Push
	Rank
	Ability
& Mod.
	Misc.
Mods.
	Total
	Roll
	Check

	Barkley, Will
	4
	Wis (+1)
	1
	6
	18
	24


Success.  Barkley didn’t fall from the bridge.

Solstice repeated the magic missile tactic.
Dmg:  6 + 2 = 8 magic [force].

Luran considered singing now.

Barkley full-attacked with his longsword again.
	Melee Weapon
	Dmg
	D+
	TH+
	Critical
	Type
	Wt.
	Atk
	Roll
	Check

	Longsword +1
	1d8
	3
	1 + 2 DK
	19-20/x2
	Slashing
	4.0
	+12
	9
	21

	Longsword, 2nd Attack
	1d8
	3
	1 + 2 DK
	19-20/x2
	Slashing
	-
	+12
	6
	18


Hit, hit.  1d100 = 91, 37, second hit fails to bypass incorporeality.  Dmg:  (1 + 2 + 1 + 2 FE) = 6.

It looked to Captain Slatestein like the ghost was nearly at the end of its existence, though he was far from sure.  The dwarf reloaded his crossbow with yet another fire bolt.

Saradette judged the possibility of hitting her friends as too high, so she turned to clear the area beyond the bridge while the others dealt with the ghost.

Aliya used her crossbow to cover Barkley, unable to move forward without getting into the haunt’s melee range.
	Ranged Weapon
	Dmg.
	D+
	TH+
	Critical
	Rng.
	Wt.
	Atk
	Roll
	Check

	Light Crossbow
	1d8
	0
	+ 2 DK
	19-20/x2
	80’
	4.0
	+8
	20
	28


Threat.  1d20 = 15 + 6 = 21, critical hit.  1d100 = 31, hit fails to bypass incorporeality.

Elsabet called out “It’s nearly gone!”  though she wasn’t positive, and fired another eldritch blast at the haunt, hoping this time to catch some of the undead thing’s essence.  “Finish it, B!”
	Ranged Weapon
	Dmg.
	D+
	TH+
	Critical
	Rng.
	Wt.
	Atk
	Roll
	Check

	Eldritch Blast
	1d6
	0
	+ 2 DK
	x2
	60’ max.
	-
	+11
	1
	12


1d100 = 18, no spell failure.  Miss.
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[bookmark: _Hlk75334494]Round 3

The bridge haunt looked like it was about to turn to Solstice and attack the lesser dude, but it seemed to be a feint, and continued to go after his initial target.
	Character
	Attack Type
	Damage
	BAB
	Str Mod+
	W+
	Other+
	Total Score
	Roll
	Total

	Bridge Haunt
	Incorporeal Touch
	3d6+push
	6
	4
	0
	0
	10
	19
	29

	Bridge Haunt
	Incorporeal Touch
	3d6+push
	6
	4
	0
	0
	10
	3
	13


Hit, miss.  Dmg:  9 + 8 = 17 + push.
	Save vs.
Push
	Rank
	Ability
& Mod.
	Misc.
Mods.
	Total
	Roll
	Check

	Barkley, Will
	4
	Wis (+1)
	1
	6
	20
	26


Success.  Barkley remained on bridge.
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The perpetual screamer stopped screaming long enough to say in Abyssal, << Now we’ll be friends foreverrrr. >>

Barkley’s innate ability to understand and replicate all verbal languages made him the only person present who understood the specter.

Solstice zapped the incorporeal enemy again.
Dmg:  3 + 2 = 5 magic [force].

Seeing that he couldn’t directly assist with the presumably soon to fall undead assailant, Luran continued to keep an eye out for the next potential trouble to come out of hiding.

Barkley full-attacked the specter.
	Melee Weapon
	Dmg
	D+
	TH+
	Critical
	Type
	Wt.
	Atk
	Roll
	Check

	Longsword +1
	1d8
	3
	1
	19-20/x2
	Slashing
	4.0
	+12
	1
	13

	Longsword, 2nd Attack
	1d8
	3
	1
	19-20/x2
	Slashing
	-
	+12
	8
	20


Miss, hit.  Dmg:  5 + 3 + 2 FE = 10.

Captain Slatestein fired another fire bolt at the ghost, leaving himself one last fire bolt for the evening’s fun.
	Character
	Attack Type
	Damage
	BAB
	Dex Mod+
	W+
	Total Score
	Roll
	Total

	Captain Slatestein
	MW Heavy Crossbow
	1d10;19-20, 120’
	8
	1 + 2 DK
	1
	12
	3
	15


Miss.

Saradette gave the others space to battle the ghost.

Aliya pouted seeing little effect of her crossbow.  “This is annoying.  I need magic bolts, or at least silver ones.”  She sighed and then focused inwards, reaching into the magic current around, with few arcane words and a wave of her hand she released a magic missile spell, aiming all four missiles at the creature.
Dmg:  14 + 4 = 18 magic [force].

Elsabet called out, “This time for sure!” and repeated her attack.
	Ranged Weapon
	Dmg.
	D+
	TH+
	Critical
	Rng.
	Wt.
	Atk
	Roll
	Check

	Eldritch Blast
	1d6
	0
	+ 2 DK
	x2
	60’ max.
	-
	+11
	19
	30


1d100 = 37, no spell failure.  Hit.  2 magic.

[image: ]

Round 4

The bridge haunt was almost destroyed, and retreated into the river’s rocks under the bridge.

Solstice zapped it one more time, but the missiles just struck the rocks.  He then made his way westward across the bridge.

Captain Slatestein urged, “Come, get across before anything else nasty comes our way.”  He then stepped further west to give others a chance to clear the bridge, and loaded his crossbow with the last fire bolt that he had on him, looking all around them to ensure that no other assailants were coming for them.

[bookmark: _Hlk75358902]“Alright, let’s get across and assess our situation,” Elsabet suggested to her comrades not yet across.

“We should move,” Aliya urged everyone.  “Let’s get across.”

Luran hustled across the bridge with the rest of the group.

As the haunt retreated, Barkley watched it go.  “All of you, get across.  I will go last.”  He waited for the others to cross the bridge.  following whomever when last as he kept an eye out for the haunt to return.

Elsabet spoke up, while she kept an eye on the rocks below—should the bridge haunt return and get within 60’ she intended to blast it.

“Aliya, wait; Barkley, Solstice, please proceed to the other side; Solstice, you could then fix some of B’s damage.  Aliya should continue once Barkley’s weight is off the bridge, and Luran start across when Aliya is nearly across.  I will wait until Luran is across before starting, as I am...not light, so I will be rear guard.”

At Elsabet’s urging, Barkley moved along and got off the bridge.  He glanced back at the river several times, keeping a look out for the haunt to return.

As she spoke, she decided that she was going to switch her weapon crystals to get the one good against undead on her magical bastard sword.  The fact that the sword was less effective against bones wasn’t as important given the boon of Dark Knowledge, and against this Who’s minions, she wanted to be using her best weapon.  Weapon crystals were very cool; she was excited to have one perfect for the task ahead, and was a bit surprised she hadn’t thought of making the switch earlier.

As Elsabet removed the fiendslaying crystal from her sword pommel, and placed it in her pocket, Solstice looked Barkley over, saying, “You look fine, chap.”  The archon’s aid spell had given him a buff that more than compensated for the hurting that the haunt had done to him.

Elsabet then removed the truedeath crystal from her flail pommel, placed it on sword pommel, and then took the fiendslaying crystal from her pocket and place it on her flail pommel.
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