
 
Adventure #2:  Court of the Frog Queen 
 

An hour has passed since the last session when the group spoke with the bitter dwarven 
smithy, Thair Coalbiter.  Their main mission is still to find and map an old keep somewhere in 
the vicinity, but of more immediate concern is the kobold problem. Two of the heroes (The 
Warlock and Wizard) retire to bed at Salvana’s Inn, but Ash the Elf Rogue and Helga the Dwarf 
Fighter stay on the lower level, sipping drinks at their own tables.  Ash prefers to be alone, but 
Helga openly chats with Salvana Wrafton as she cleans up and prepares to close for the night.  

Meanwhile, Brandis Padraig, son of Lord Padraig, is still at the walled estate attending to his 
beleaguered mother and father. 
 
As for Ash…   
 

…the rogue has not been resting very long on his stool when someone sits down close beside 
him.  It is a young half-elf woman, not uncomely, somewhat tomboyish, with short cropped 

hair and a smattering of freckles.  
 

 

 





 

 
 
“Who are you?” she asks bluntly, but quietly, so that no other patron might hear. There is a 
pig farmer and a drunkard nearby. Ash is blunt in return, immediately distrustful of her 
forward approach. A quick glance offers many clues about her; her skin is dirty yet tan, as if 
she is outdoors often; her scent ripe as if she has not washed for days; both her forearms are 

bandaged.  The half-elf introduces herself as Ninaran, and asks again what has brought Ash to 

Winterhaven.  “A task for gold,” is all he offers.  Seemingly satisfied, Ninaran goes further, 
asking Ash what it is like to be a pure blood elf, untainted by a human lineage?  What an odd, 
odd question.  Ash is quiet and somber by nature, and suspects that this strange half-elf girl is 
perhaps attracted to his dark nature.  His cowl is pulled up, covering his features in shadow, 
but she presses in close enough to see his eyes.  

 
“Do you like to walk?” Ninaran asks. Ash nods, and the half-elf urges him up.  “We walk in the 
dark then.  It suits us, doesn’t it?  Hides us, warts and faults and all.” 
 
“What do you dislike so much about your heritage?” 
 
Ninaran sneers, looking away. “Weak-willed humans.  It disgusts me.  None of the grace and 

beauty of…your kind.” 
 
Her eyes flash at Ash, and the elf is intrigued. “And why should I trust a stranger in the dark? 

You might try to kill me.” 
 
Ninaran laughs.  “You to fear me?  Indeed, elf, it should be ME afraid of you in the dark!”  Ash 
smiles ruefully, obliged to agree with her.  So, he tells Helga he is stepping outside, and the 

two depart. 
 
 
Meanwhile, Helga… 
 
…is enjoying her fifth mug of frothy cold ale while Salvana Wrafton sweeps meticulously 

around her legs and wipes the table down with a wet cloth.  
 



 
 
“So you know Brandis Padraig, eh?” the tavern-owner asks.  “Oh, that boy has grown up 
handsome, an image of his father he is. That Lord Padraig is a striking man.  I’ve had an eye 

for him some years now, truth be told! Truth be told, aye.  Too good for that wife of his.  

She’s a crazy one I say, even before Kel passed on.  Had only I met Ernest when we were 
younger, there might be a different Lady Padraig!” 
 
Helga has heard about the problems with the Padraig family though, and the death of their 
young son Kel has created emotional turmoil, sinking the Lord into his cups and the wife into a 
pit of wailing despair.  Salvana is extremely talkative and keeps spilling her feelings about 
Lord Padraig, until Helga starts to wonder if the woman has an ulterior motive for talking to 

her so much.  Is she hitting on me? the dwarfs wonders, and gulps her beer in silence. 
Strange. The dwarf isn’t sure what to do about that so she just drinks more. 
 
And behind the walled royal estate, Brandis Padraig… 
 
…holds his sobbing mother in his arms.  She is hysterical, and has not stopped crying since he 

arrived. She laments the loss of her son Kel, and has not let Brandis’s young sister out of her 

sight since the incident two weeks ago. Lord Padraig stands nearby, his brow furrowed in 
worry.  Cynthia Padraig drags Brandis to the trophy room and shows him a shield on the wall 
that surprises him: 
 
A fresh goblin head is mounted there, its eyes wide in shock! 
 



 



 
 
“Filthy beasts. They took my Kel’s head!” she sobs.  “They took his head, Brandis, and we’ll do 

the same to them!  Find their vicious, ugly heads!  As many as you can!  Kill them and hurt 

them and bring me their rotting little heads!  We’ll mount them around the keep, a warning to 
all! Stay away from our children! Stay away!”   
 
Her eyes are wide, her lips trembling, and then Cynthia begins twisting her hands, mumbling 
that the blood won’t come off, it just won’t come off no matter how many times she washes 
them… Lord Padraig finally guides her to bed, and then returns to Brandis. 

 



 
 
“Son, your mother is very ill.  I…I fear for her health.  Do you know Delphina Moongem?  
Perhaps not.  She has lived here for not long.  She is an elf maiden with some magical talent.  
She has been picking herbs to brew tonics and elixirs for your mother, to calm her.  I feel that 
Cynthia might harm herself otherwise.  But the ingredient for the tonic is rare and nearly 
gone.  Delphina can only pick it by moonlight on Jade Hill, nearly a mile from here.  There 

are…rumors that creatures of the night will not harm Delphina, and so far such rumor seems 
true, although I know not why.  She seems to walk untroubled in wild places blessed by the 
gods perhaps.  But…there are things in the woods worse than goblins and kobolds.  Please, 
accompany her to Jade Hill.  Protect her while she finds the herbs.  Your mother needs it more 
than anything right now.” 
 

Brandis nods gravely, and swears to help find the herbs…AND the heads. 
 
 
And outside Wrafton’s Inn… 
 
…Ash and Ninaran have stepped into the brisk night air.  It is newly spring, the month of 
Mirtul, the moon full and bright, and they walk side by side toward the walls.  Ash finds this 

girl to be very strange, but can’t quite put his finger on why.  “What are the bandages for?” he 
asks.  She is defensive and changes the subject, pointing to a ladder leading to the parapets.  
They climb up near the guard towers and stand overlooking the night scenery.  To the north 

looms the immense High Forest, and Ash mentions that he was born there, deep in the 
shadows with his people.  Ninaran is fascinated by his tale, and presses him for more detail.  
Ash works his way around to the nature of the bandaged arms again, and Ninaran finally 
admits that when one hates themselves enough, they’ll try to kill themselves.  The bandages 

hide scars, but that is long ago and not of concern now.  
 
She changes the subject, pointing to the woods and says that she has small hut near town.  
She lives there, away from the encroaching walls and hubbub of people. She wants Ash to 
follow her there.  It will be…private. Right….Ash isn’t too keen on following this woman into 
the woods alone, even though he does figure himself superior in a fight. She seems genuinely 

interested in him on a physical level, but she’s dirty and uncouth, almost as she lives off the 
land and only forays into civilization occasionally.  



 
Ninaran repeats the offer, but just about then Brandis Padraig has exited his father’s estate 
and sees Ash up on the wall with another figure he can’t identify.  He climbs the ladder and 
finds Ash with a female half-elf.  Brandis briefly explains that they need to round up Helga 

because they have some “business” to take care of outside the walls.  
 
Ninaran’s features flash with anger that they have been disturbed.  “My offer then, Ash?  What 
of it?” 
 
“It will have to wait,” he says.  “Tomorrow though, I will see your abode.”  
 

“Then I’ll join your task tonight,” the half-elf says.  “I know these woods well.” 
 
Brandis shakes his head.  “No…but thank you.   This is a family matter.  We can take care of 
it.” 
 

Ninaran is clearly offended, and after exchanging a few heated words with Brandis, she spits 

at his feet and says, “You worthless Padraigs are all alike.” She clambers down the ladder 
which Brandis probably would have kicked over were it not bolted to the timber. 
 
“By the love of Sune, Ash, what kind of company do you keep?” 
 
Ash just shrugs. 
 

*** 
 
Helga is soon roused from her table, still carrying her final beer and feeling quite intoxicated. 
The three of them let their other companions sleep, confident that this entourage is sufficient 
to protect Delphina Moongem while she collects the herbs and roots necessary to brew a tonic 
for Cynthia Padraig. Following his father’s directions, they soon find the simple flat and knock 
on the door.  It is answered by a red-haired elf maiden, her hair intertwined with fragrant 

flowers.  
 



 
 
“Oh. Yes! You’re son of the lord, of course.  Come to help me find snailwort? Of course you 
are. Come, come!  It grows on Jade Hill, but we must find it while it’s fresh.  I know where to 
look. Follow me!” 
 

She pushes past the group, barefoot and clad in a skimpy dress, and the others look at each 
other thoughtfully.  Delphina Moongem seems to imbibe a few too many herbs that she 

collects.  She is a flighty, absent-minded girl who dashes ahead, seemingly oblivious to 
whether they are following or not.  She is unarmed and only carries a satchel to gather 
ingredients.  At the front gates the guards recognize her, and she states her business as an 
errand for Lord Padraig.  They open the gates enough for everyone to slip out one at a time, 

and then the gates close behind them.  
 
They are beyond the walls, the moon a high, pale white orb looking down on them. 
 
The forest creaks and chirps with night creatures, rustling softly as they pad down a well- 
worn path. It is not terribly dense wood, certainly nothing like the tangled undergrowth of the 
High Forest which Ash knows hides all manner of secret, dangerous things.  Delphina hums to 

herself, stopping occasionally to pluck a purple mushroom that she nibbles.  The party 
members begin to wonder just how much this young elf girl is in her right mind, and how 



much she’s floating in a semi-world of wonder and bliss.  How could she possibly survive alone 
out here?  
 
Soon though, they hear something large tromping through the woods. Ash halts Delphina and 

Brandis, but the elf wanderer giggles and pulls away, dancing ahead without heed.  Helga 
grabs the girl and forces her to wait while Ash sneaks ahead.  He hears the thing moving 
around, twigs cracking and branches breaking, and then a breathy SNORT! He freezes just as 
he crawls around the enormous bole of a duskwood tree, and he sees in the shadowed canopy 
a large porcine silhouette; cloven hooves, bulbous head and snout, curved tusks – it’s a huge 
boar, and it sees Ash at the same time! 
 

“Big…PIIIIG!” the rogue bellows, tossing his sunrod at the thing, and the creature explodes 
toward him with a ferocious snarl! 
 

 
 
Light blooms around the tree in a wide berth, and in the resulting glare Ash clearly sees that 
this boar is not wild; a saddle is strapped to its back, stirrups dangling down, but the saddle is 
slathered with a copious amount of fresh blood… 
 

The ground is uneven from roots breaking the soil, and the beast’s charge is hampered, but it 
still manages to gouge the rogue. Ash staggers back, swinging his dagger in defense, using 
the trunk for cover. Helga puts her beer down and unslings her ax. Brandis the Human 
Warlord rushes up to help their ally, following the light from the sunrod, but they spectacularly 
fail both of their Perception checks, until Delphina points, crying out:  “Look!  Another piggie!  
I like piggies.” 

 
Sure enough, there is a second boar crouched in the foliage on the other side of the 
duskwood, and it clambers over the roots and charges Helga, slamming into her.  The dwarf 
stubbornly plants her feet and pushes back, falling prone at the thing’s cloven hooves.  Like its 

companion, this boar also boasts a saddle coated with blood that is not the pigs.  
 
Something in the woods killed the riders, but what exactly, they cannot tell.  

 
The resulting fight is ferocious.  The rogue and warlord manage to flank their boar, raining 
down sharp blows from longsword and dagger, hacking through tough hide and leather 
barding.  Helga the dwarf has a tougher time, Bloodied by consistent hits from her foe.   
 
“Delphina!  Help me!” the dwarf bellows, but Delphina has trotted nonchalant to the base of 
the tree and is digging around, ignorant of the battle raging around her. Something has 

caught her interest, despite the rampant squeals and screams and scuffling. 
 
At last, one of the boars is dropped, but ferociously surges up for one last dying attack, 
narrowly missing Brandis Padraig.  Ash moves to flank the remaining boar, while Brandis gives 
the dwarf strategic advise, resulting in a flurry of axe blows, severing a tusk and half of the 

thing’s face. The boar staggers in agony while Ash sinks a dagger into its haunches, and finally 

Helga lands a killing blow into its skull, crumpling the beast into a quivering lump of coarse 
hair, brain pulp and blood.  
 
They search the boar corpses, wracking their memories for knowledge about what kind of 
creature would ride a boar?  Goblins have been known to ride wolves or worgs into combat, 
and the saddles are big enough...maybe even for a man. Or a large goblin.  The only other 
clues are strips of cured meat in the side pouches, which could just as easily be cured beef as 

it could be cured human or cured elf.  They don’t take the meat.  
 
The next unanswered question is what killed the riders and left the boars?  
 
“Ooh!  Ooh!  Look what I found!” cries Delphina Moongem.  She rushes up, cradling plants in 



her hands.  “Yellowfiddle!  This is SO hard to find, you just don’t know.” 
 
Helga the dwarf growls at her.  “Why didn’t you help?  We could have been killed.” 
 

Delphina glances around.  “Oh, I’m sorry.  I…I did not notice.  Are…are the pigs hurt bad? I 
hope not…”  
 
The dwarf has had enough of this elf imbecile and stalks off.  Brandis grunts, following, and 
Ash is about to follow too when he hears a distinct chittering laughter in the trees. They all 
stop, and for a brief moment catch a glimpse of something bright RED in the branches, and 
then it’s gone, tinkling laughter melting into the darkness.  

 
Unnerved now, and afraid that something else is stalking them, they follow Delphina to Jade 
Hill, which she insists is not far.  Soon, the woods reach an end and they see a large hill rising 
before them toward a clear, bright, uncluttered moon.  
 

“There!  Not far now!” the elf wanderer announces, and she hikes up her dress and begins 

climbing the hill. Brandis and Helga follow, but Ash hangs back, sinking into the shadows and 
extending his senses into the darkness behind them, wary of anything following, his dagger 
ready to lash out and kill it…  
 
Delphina soon crosses a concentric circle of small rocks that rings the hilltop. Helga and 
Brandis stop outside these rocks, wracking their brains for the significance of such placement.  
The rocks are deliberately arranged, but they’re not sure why.  They ask Delphina, who has 

dropped to her hands and knees and is digging into the dirt. 
 
“A faery circle, silly!” she says, chortling.  “Don’t you know anything?  Wonderful magic 
happens here, things wondrous and beautiful! Now I must find the snailwort for Lady Cynthia.  
Your mother needs help, Brandis, and help her I will!” 
 
Meanwhile, inside the perimeter of trees, Ash peeks out and sees his companions standing 

near the top of the hill under a bright, bright moon.  He snaps his head around upon hearing 
laughter above him in the boughs.  Again, something reddish leaps limb to limb and vanishes.  
He squeezes a hand around the pommel of his blade… 
 
Helga and Brandis patiently wait for Delphina to find the ingredients she needs for the tonic.  
A cool breeze has begun to blow, one that strangely comforts them (demanding FORT saves). 

Brandis notices fireflies around him and reaches out to grab one… 
 
…but upon opening his palm sees that it is a tiny woman! 
 



 
 
Smaller than a dandelion, she sputters and sparks, and he releases it, soon to find it joined by 
dozens of variously shaped faeries that flicker with eldritch light.  Helga hefts her axe to her 
other hand, unsure of what to make of this, and then a tiny creature alights on her head and 
begins braiding her blond hair. Brandis finds his sword belt unbuckled, and his blade clatters 
to the grass.  Dozens of these things surround them, a miasma of faery-kin, a nimbus of soft 
light under the silent moon.  

 



 
 
“Delphina—what are these things?  What do they want?” 
 
“Oh, just the faeries.  They’re so sweet.  But I’m busy now.  Must dig!  Your mother needs 

help, Brandis. Ah, I found some snailwort!” 

 
Brandis is unimpressed by her help.  “We mean no harm,” the warlord announces to the fey 
visitors.  “We’re just here to collect some herbs. We mean no intrusion upon your sanctuary.  
We’ll soon be gone.” 
 
At the bottom of the hill, still hidden, Ash sees an unusual amount of bright fireflies clouding 

the top of the mound. He hears giggling again, and spots another flash of red in the branches, 
this time attached to a small humanoid form.  Something is closing in on his location, skirting 
between the branches with unnatural accuracy, something hefting a heavy metal blade 
gripped in gnarled hands… 
 



 
 
Mist has begun to coalesce inside the ring of faery stones.  The sparkling intensifies, the 
conglomeration of fey kin swarming and singing and chattering, the glow brightening, and 
then from the depths of the mist appears a short, squat green man with a red scarf cinched 

around his neck. 
 



 
 
“Make way for the Frog Queen,” he croaks in a peculiar voice, a tongue that only Brandis 
identifies as an ancient goblin dialect. Helga can’t understand it at all. 
 
Brandis stutters, staggering back from this small man who resembles a goblin, but unlike any 
he’s ever seen.  His features are smaller, his demeanor different, and the goblin brusquely 

waves them aside.   

 
“I Picklenose announce the arrival of the Frog Queen!  All hail the Frog Queen!  All hail… THE 
FROG QUEEN!” 
 
Mist swirls and gusts about them, and to their shock and surprise, a HUGE amphibian foot 
plants itself in the soft green grass!  A glistening wet body pushes itself through the fabric 
between worlds, another foot crashing down, followed by pendulous breasts swinging from a 

hybrid woman-frog. Her awful voice croaks across the hill in a tongue that is both alien yet 
intelligible.  
 



 
 
“WHO’S UPON MY HILL THIS NIGHT?  
WHAT YOUR MOTIVE?  WHAT YOUR PLIGHT?” 
 

Brandis and Helga are terrified, and the redhats and redscarves swarming out from the mist 
and surrounding them does not help the situation.   
 

 



 
 
Ash is likewise being flanked in the forest by six redcaps grinning evilly at him.  He dashes up 

the hill and joins his companions, taking his chances against the Frog Queen.  Delphina 
cheerfully keeps digging.  
 
Brandis stammers a response, reiterating that they are only here to gather herbs and then be 

on their way, and they meant no disrespect whatsoever.  The fey creatures begin laughing, 
and the Frog Queen tells them that mortals should know better than displease her.   
 

“TELL THEM WHAT HAPPENS, PICKLENOSE.” 
 
The squat redscarf clears his throat and says that he used to be a human barber in 
Waterdeep, and now loyally serves in the court of the Frog Queen for all eternity.  
 
Now the PCs are really worried. 
 

This encounter instigates a Skill Challenge where they try a variety of Knowledge, Diplomacy 
and Insight checks, trying to gain some advantage in the situation and avoid eternal service as 
some ugly little toad monster.  Helga wisely decides NOT to Intimidate the Frog Queen, which 



would have resulted in an auto-fail.   Brandis has heard old wives tales about the Frog Queen 
and how she steals people to serve her, but she is not wholly evil or wholly good, just 
unpredictable. And ugly as sin. 
 

Their stilted conversation sways back and forth, and initially the Frog Queen seems adamant 
that she wants to take the mortals back with her to the Feywild.  There is clearly no way to 
escape, and impossible to fight them off, so the group carefully avoids any kind of melee.  
Brandis Padraig is finally able to convince her that he and his friends can serve her better on 
this side of the mystic veil, and he heartily offers their services in whatever capacity she 
deems worthy.  
 

[GM Note:  While this encounter was fun, I’m still unsure of how Skill Challenges are supposed 
to work. I feel like we’re missing an important component] 
 
Ultimately impressed by this offer of servitude, the Frog Queen (who ended up sounding like 
Yoda) says that she will allow them to go free on ONE condition: 

 

There is a goblin who has offended her, a goblin who has overstepped his boundaries. A goblin 
named IRONTOOTH. 
 
Brandis knows the name because Thair Coalbiter and his father Lord Padraig mentioned it 
himself this very evening (The last adventure, session #1).  Irontooth is whispered to be the 
leader of the raiders. 
 

“BRING ME HIS HANDS ON THE NEXT FULL MOON,  
ONE MONTH FROM TONIGHT.  THAT IS OUR BARGAIN, MORTALS.” 
 
So Cynthia wants his head, and now this Frog Queen wants his hands!  There won’t be much 
left of Irontooth to dish around. The group readily agrees to her terms, and then the Frog 
Queen gestures toward Picklenose.  He hands her a stone bowl.  She gestures toward 
Delphina Moongem who brings a handful of snailwort and drops it in the bowl.  The Frog 

Queen spits in the bowl, adds water from a decanter, and waves her wet fingers over the 
concoction. It bubbles and fizzles, acrid fumes rise up, and then she hands the bowl back to 
Delphina. 
 

 
 
“THIS IS THE BREW YOU SEEK.   
NOW GO, AND REMEMBER OUR AGREEMENT.” 
 

Oh, they’ll remember alright.  They won’t forget this night for a long, long time.  The fey 
creatures begin slipping back into the mist, vanishing a few at a time, and soon the 
companions are alone on top of the hill. 
 
Delphina sighs and yawns.  “Oh…I am SO tired.  I want to go home.” 

 

So they do. 
 
 
And that’s where we stopped. 


