Adventure #4
Last Session…

W

e ended with the heroes killing four cloaked Redbrands in the streets of
Phandalin. It is midmorning and they were on their way to find a druid
named Reidoth in a place called Thundertree. Supposedly, as Linene of the
Lionshield Coster informed them, he knows everything about the region and
can tell them the whereabouts of Cragmaw Castle and Wave Echo Cave. Their
goal, still, is to rescue the dwarf Gundren Rockseeker and uncover the
mystery behind the lost mine of Phandelver (and hopefully find gold and magic
while doing so).
But they hadn’t expected to be attacked in the streets by thugs, and these
ruffians clearly identified Elgweth the elf rogue, who was one of their members
until only a month ago when they tried to assassinate him. Elgweth didn’t take
too kindly to that, and now he’s back with a vengeance. In fact, since this little

shindig has already started, he’s ready to keep the momentum going.

“Off with their heads!” he orders. “We’ll roll them into the Sleeping Giant like
bloody marbles and surprise all the others.”
Well, Cora and Carp and Fytha Wan (Fighter 1) are all mostly lawful and good,
and the idea of decapitating these people in the middle of the street, with
spectators WATCHING and COMMENTING already, doesn’t like a fun nor
ethical thing to do.

“Alright, we will take their red capes then,” says Elgweth, shrugging. In the
meantime they flip a few coins to the drunks watching this spectacle and ask
them to haul the corpses off and feed ‘em to the pigs. The group doesn’t get

much further than that before the door to the Townmaster Hall bangs up and
fat, sweaty Harbin Wester storms out yelling and shouting.

“WHAT? What are you doing? You-you can’t kill the Redbrands like that!
You—are you insane? Glasstaff will see you dead in a heartbeat! You, you
gotta get out of this town. Now! Go! Just….just go!”

Elgweth the elf rogue has unkind words
for the townmaster, and it shuts the man
up pretty fast. Sildar, agent of the Lord’s
Alliance they rescued from the goblin
hideout, exits the hall as well.
“I don’t know what you people are doing,
but I came here to bring ORDER to this
region and prevent this very kind of
chaos from happening!”
Well, the group explains that they really
WERE peaceably going about their
business and were assaulted for no
reason. They don’t mention their plan to
march down the road and kill any more
Redbrands they find at the Sleeping
Giant.

And that’s exactly what the next step of their plan
entails. Elgweth grabs the four cloaks, readies a pinch
of sand in his pocket, and they stomp up the stairs to
the Sleeping Giant. It’s still midmorning, no later than
9 or 10am.
This is happening SO FAST, with little to no
forethought or planning, just a raw, visceral urge to
slaughter the Redbrands while the iron is hot. He
kicks the door open, sees (1d6) SIX Redbrands

lounging at the tables, and one them immediately says: “Elgweth! You dirty
elf, I thought you were dead…”
“Sleep…” whispers Elgweth and flings sand into the room as part of his spell.
Two of the Redbrands immediately hit their heads on the table. The other four
resist the magic, groggily rise in their chairs and pull shortswords from their
scabbards. “Kill ‘im!” one shouts. But Elgweth hasn’t waited around. He casts
the spell and retreats outside immediately to his companions.

The first two Redbrands barge out the front door, turn left and follow Elgweth
who has backed to the side of the building, rapier in hand. They ignore the
others, which ultimately comes back to bite—er, punch – them, as Cora lands a
flurry of blows into someone’s head.

The fight is quick and brutal.
Thoradin the dwarf slams his
hammer into the skull of the
other ruffian and his head
cracks open, showering blood
and bone on the window of
the Sleeping Giant where
another early morning drunk
is watching the action with a
mug of ale in hand. This is
the second fight within about
10 minutes today.

The two Redbrands that were
put to sleep are shaken
awake, just in time to get an
eldritch bolt in the face from Carp Alerleaf the Halfling warlock, who lives in
Phandalin on the sweetleaf farm and has no love for the Redbrands anyway.

Cora takes the fight inside, but she’s quickly surrounded by three thugs and
brought down to the floor by their blades. The dwarf moves in to heal her, but
one of the ruffians takes off, this fight is getting too heated for his tastes, but
before he can reach the back door, Elgweth casts another sleep spell and drops
him, for the second time! The spell also catches the drunk in its radius and he
slumps against the window and falls to the floor, his beer spilling everywhere.
Most of the thugs are brought down quickly, but it still leaves one who flees for
his life, jumping over his snoozing friend and he darts out the back. Elgweth
follows around the side of the tap house, pulling out his bow, and spots the
Redbrands sprinting across a field. He takes aim and fires…send an arrow
through the man’s shoulder. Screaming in pain, the Redbrand struggles to pull
it out, still running, but casting terrified glances back at the elf who is getting
closer and notching another arrow.

“Mercy! Mercy!” he screeches. “Don’t kill me!”
Elgweth spares his life but roughly drags him back to the Sleeping Giant for
questioning. All in all they net two Redbrands and tie them up, then search
them all for loot. The most interesting thing they find is a golden hairpin set
with a jewel and the symbol of Tymora, the goddess of Luck. Elgweth knows
there is a shrine here to Tymora, so he pockets the hairpin with an idea in
mind.
[DM note: the hairpin, among other loot, was courtesy of the handy dandy
Mother of All Treasure Tables, a pretty amazing 3rd edition resource for fleshing
out non-magical treasure troves with more details than you could believe].
The questioning and threats (the PCs were playing good hero/bad hero and
threatening bodily dismemberment) gets the attention of the barkeep,

Ambrose, who up until now had been fairly accepting of the brawl in his bar.
This next leg of the inquisition is tempting his patience.

“Why don’t you boys take this outside, huh? You’re getting blood all over the
place!”

“Take the coins and shut your mouth,”
says Elgweth, flipping him a couple gold
pieces. Ambrose shuts up and takes the
money.
The surviving Redbrands are desperate
to bargain for their lives and reveal a few
juicy pieces of information:
1) There are only 7 or 8 Redbrands left
at the manor secret hideout, and also
their leader, Glasstaff the wizard.
2) Someone only known as the Black
Spider hired the Redbrands to cause
trouble in Phandalin. Why, they have
no idea, but he (it?) paid well. The PCs
know the name the Black Spider: it’s the
same entity that hired the goblins and
bugbear to kidnap Gundren Rockseeker
and have him brought to Cragmaw
Castle.
3) Something with one eye lives down in the basement level of the hideout.
The ruffian doesn’t know what it is, and he doesn’t go down there to find
out.
Rather than kill the Redbrands, which is Elgweth’s preference but not the rest
of the lawful party’s preference, they concede to take them to the Townmaster
Hall and have them thrown into the small prison. Townmaster Wester is NOT
pleased to see them back so soon.

“More? MORE? You killed MORE? What is wrong with you people? They’re
the only defense Phandalin has! Are you going to take up that job now?”

Sildar of the Lord’s Alliance is coolly unreceptive as well, this is far too much
violence and bloodshed in a place he is hoping to civilize, but the party is able
to point out that they were attacked first (well, not at the Sleeping Giant, they
gloss over that detail) and they tell Sildar, “Look this wizard fellow you’re
looking for, Iarno Albreck, he’s been missing for 2 months ever since he
reached Phandalin, and now this GLASSTAFF wizard fellow has been running
the Redbrands for the past two months. Isn’t that a strange coincidence???”

Sildar is forced to concede that it IS very odd, and ultimately they are able to
rope him into helping confront the Redbrands at their hideout and learn the
truth about Glasstaff…

But there’s one more stop before they take Carp’s secret passage to the manor
house. They have the advantage now, more than half of the Redbrands have
been taken out, but someone might have alerted Glasstaff to the slaughter
taking place in town. Their surprise advantage might already be compromised,
so they decide to swing by the Shrine of Luck.

The only priestess in the small, rubble built shrine is an attractive middle aged
woman named Sister Garaele. She is sympathetic to their plight, especially
when Elgweth returns her gold hairpin. “You found it! Those despicable
Redbrands took it. Oh, they are a blight upon this town, for sure. I wish them
such ill luck!”

She guides them to a small basin with blessed healing water, and they take a
short rest and recuperate and speak more with Sister Garaele. She thinks the
heroes are brave and trustworthy, and asks if they will help her with
something…something involving a banshee…

They essentially say, “Yes, but hold that thought, we’ll be back in a day or two
after we finish some other business.”

So, all patched up and ready to roll, and now with Sildar Hallwinter’s blade at
their side, the party of six 3rd level characters makes their way to the hidden
entrance to Tresandar Manor to mop up the rest of the Redbrands and find out
who this Glasstaff hooligan really is.

The manor is a
ramshackle old place
beyond Alderleaf farm
where Carp the halfling
warlock hails from. He
says the upper level is
uninhabitable, it’s
collapsing, and the lower
levels under the hill are
where the secret tunnel
leads. He can guide them
through the forest straight
to it.

The tunnel entrance is well concealed by brush and bramble. It is unlikely they
would ever have found it without assistance. A long, cramped tunnel leads
straight into darkness, so the group files in one at a time, crossing about one
hundred feet until the passage opens up into a dirty storeroom filled with
provisions.
It is very dark, and two of the party lacks darkvision, so they’re forced to bring
an enchanted stone for illumination. They don’t hear anything, and they don’t
search the provisions, that can wait for later. Elgweth stealthily moves around
the bend and is soon shocked by an unpleasant sight—

--the corpse of a rat nailed to the stone wall by all four legs. It has been
splayed open and its heart removed. Then he sees another, and another, and
another, all similarly hung and removed of organs, such as eyes or livers or
brains. He wracks his brain to think of what kind of creature might do this,
but comes up empty. Frankly, he finds it very unsettling.

Thoradin the dwarf cleric advances and casts detect magic, combing the
storerooms for anything unusual. They hear trickling water to the south, so
heading that way, past the impaled rat gauntlet, they see a rickety wooden
bridge crossing a chasm.

And for one brief, horrifying second, Thoradin sees a wide yellow eye glaring at
him from the darkness.

It has magicks yessssss, whispers a voice in his head.

This time they all advance, weapons out, curious as to what this thing is that’s
speaking in their minds.

Does it brings foods, yes?

“Who are you?” they demand. “What are you?”

They tie a rope around Carp’s waist and have the halfling step onto the rickety
wooden bridge. It creaks but doesn’t collapse. But Thoradin’s active detect
magic finds something interesting: the deep pit below the bridge is radiating
low level necromantic magic at the bottom. Curious, they lower a light pebble
down on a string, and among a pile of gnawed, rotting bones at the bottom,
they see a fairly recent corpse.

“That’s Phandalin’s woodcutter!” remarks Carp. “He’s been missing!”

The far end of the bridge terminates at a circle of hieroglyphic-inscribed
columns, and there is something strange hiding behind the pillars, poking out
a loathsome single yellow eye and speaking directly into the minds of different
people.

A strange, broken
communication with the
thing ensues. It does not
seem directly aggressive,
but it doesn’t look
trustworthy either. In
the end, they agree to
bring it live food (kicking
and screamsing! it says)
and it will tell them more
about the humans who
live upstairs. They
scrounge around for
some more rats but don’t
find any, and their
search leads them to the
next level where they
hear muted voices
talking somewhere
behind a door.

This is where we stopped and will begin next time as the heroes flush out the
rest of the garbage from Tresendar Manor…

