Adventure #16
Last Session…

T

he PCs eliminated the threat at Wyvern Tor, killing twelve orcs and their
matron mother, an ogress with a strange K tattoo on her forehead. They
find this suspicious as the red-robed necromancer from the nearby crumbled
watchtower had the same tattoo and that’s far too much of a coincidence. But
right now it is early afternoon and they have a half-burned tent near them and
thirteen corpses (well, 12, they let the drummer escape), and they need to take
some evidence back to Townmaster Harbin as proof that the contract is done.
That means scalps and tusks, so they set about messily extracting body parts
from the deceased. The momma ogre is not exempt either and she loses her
entire HEAD in the process as they figure it might be good leverage to use
against the necromancer when they swing back by to question him.
“Hey man, look what’s going to happen to you if you don’t talk.”

There’s some discussion if they really need to go
back to the psycho necromancer, but ultimately
it is decided he might be a threat so there’s no
real point leaving him wandering around the
countryside near Phandalin. Plus, he
apparently likes to reanimate orcs, so they’re
sure to burn all the remains at Wyvern Tor on
the same firepit that was cooking their mule
Hank who carried the barrel of poisoned beer.

Then they trudge back west toward the Triboar
Trail, hoping to reach the necromancer’s
watchtower before sundown. They got a few
tidbits of treasure from the ogre’s tent,
including a scroll of magic missile and
dimension door, both written in the same
flowing hand script.

Four hours later as the sun is setting and orange streamers blaze across the
desolate landscape, they see the small watchtower rising into the sky. Carp’s
family horse, Stampy, is still with them, and it is imperative that Carp get this
horse back to Phandalin alive; leading it around the wilderness is NOT
something he wants to do for long, it’s just too dangerous.

Elgweth and the others stop before reaching the tower, spotting some more of
the slow moving orc zombies on the plateau, but they don’t seem particularly
vigilant. Elgweth sends another message cantrip to the wizard to where he
thinks he is, inside the tower.
We mean you no harm – we only want to talk

Again, like yesterday, the elf’s voice magically appears at the necromancer’s
ear, whispering to him, and the man screams in surprise.
“WHO ARE YOU???”
He storms out of the ruined tower, red robes flying, his face twisted in anger.
Elgweth can’t be seen yet, he’s hiding in the brambles, and the necromancer
keeps demanding him to show. Feeling confident enough, Elgweth steps up
and simply asks him why he has the same tattoo as the dead ogress at Wyvern
Tor, THIS HEAD, and tosses it forward, and to that the man chuckles evilly and
only says-“Ahh…so she read it after all…”

[DM Note – This was kind of an important clue that I forgot to bring up again,
but it makes more sense now after everything that happened next]
But as far as answering any further questions, the necromancer becomes
irritable and obstinate (and I can’t remember exactly everything I said in this
little back and forth scenario between the two)
“No one commands KERAPTIS!” he shouts vehemently. “No one! Now leave me
be.”
He goes back into the tower and stops answering questions, even though
Elgweth keeps talking to him from outside. Enraged, the necromancer finally
flies back out. “Don’t you understand the meaning of GO AWAY, elf fool! I am
Keraptis, and I answer nothing for you!”
He extends a hand and clutches it, trying to cast a spell on the elf, but Elgweth
shrugs off the paralysis that starts to creep over his bones. The zombie orcs
have shuffled all around the necromancer now, moaning and oozing and
dropping maggots to the dry dirt.
Well, Elgweth gives the necromancer one more chance to come clean and just
give them some information, but he’s stubborn and angry and crazy, a gleam of
madness in his eyes and unwilling to budge an inch, so Elgweth shrugs and
unslings his bow in one swift motion and fires.
The arrow catches the man in the throat, blood spewing forth in a red geyser.
Gurgling, he crumples to ground, not quite dead but soon to be there, his
hands clawing weakly at the dirt.

The zombies groan and moan and slowly move to attack, but Elgweth backs
away and Thorin the dwarf cleric climbs to the top of the boulder clump where
he can survey them all and shouts, “BEGONE you foul dead things!” and from
his holy symbol blasts out light. Five of the seven zombies are instantly
destroyed, holy radiance rupturing their eyesockets and they crumple,
blackened and burning from divine magic. The last two aren’t much of a
problem either and Cora the monk moves in to quickly beat them into rotting
chunks.

The necromancer is bleeding out fast, sputtering incoherent whispers into the
dust, but Carp the Halfling webs him down anyway while Thorin heals him
back up to 2 hit points. Elgweth crouches by his side and continues the line of
questioning from approximately 18 seconds ago.
“So, necromancer, about that weird tattoo on your head? Where did you get it?
What does it mean? And we really, really need you to promise you’re not going
to be a threat to the region or Phandalin or anyone else. I’m just trying to be
reasonable here, you understand, right?”
“F*** YOU!”

The interrogation is going nowhere fast, so Elgweth does the only thing left to
do – he stabs the necromancer in the back. Dead and dead. Reanimate that,
mutherfucker.
He rifles through the red robes (identifying a symbol of a Red Wizard of Thay in
the process) and finds a wooden wand etched with red runes and a black iron
key. The others inspect the shattered watchtower and find an ancient well
inside, dry and deep and dark.

There’s a bedroll and a ratty pillow and assorted belongings of the
necromancer, including a locked chest that the key opens, but Elgweth finds a
needle trap first and disables it. Inside is gold and some gems but most of all
what he was looking for – the necromancer’s spellbook.

There’s the image of a black spider on
the cover, but Elgweth’s initial search
for traps reveals clues that there’s a
magical ward on the book, one that will
release a blast of paralytic magic. He
puts in the corner of the watchtower
and uses mage hand to open it from a
distance. Eldritch light flares and then
fades and the trap is gone.
While Elgweth retreats to a niche at the
top of the rocky boulders to keep watch
and read the book, Thorin pokes
around behind the boulders where the
necromancer had been in a mystical
reveries the day before with a campfire.
The fire is burned out but he finds
something curious among the bones in
the pit – six charred, blackened orbs.

Curious, the dwarf pockets them and even drops one into the old well to see if
anything happens, but all he hears is a dry clink at the bottom. While Cora
and Carp and Thorin settle in, being sure to feed Stampy the horse and make
sure he’s comfortable, Elgweth curls up under a thin blanket as dying light
pierces the horizon and a chill wind blows from the north.
He opens the book and begins reading. The script itself is spidery thin and
written in elvish so there is no deciphering needed at all. His initial inspection
indicates that it is a journal and not necessarily a spellbook, which he finds
disheartening. He keeps reading anyway.

[Dale Reckoning – 3 months ago]

“I have found partially burned notes concerning a place
known as white plume mountain while searching through the
ruins of olde grimmerzhul mines, a duergar outpost. How
these burned notes came to be here I know not. If Lloth
had any love in her black heart she would send me a guide,
but she is naught but webs and hate and pain.”

[DR – 11 weeks ago]

“I would have died today in Mideon - but I struck a bargain
with Xezzlomax.”
This gives Elgweth pause immediately. He knows that name, Xezzlomax – it’s
the beholder in Mideon, the Seven Pillared Hall, with the magic portal beaming
straight to Phandelver Mine. A beholder mage that now has control of the
Forge of Spells, but who ALSO asked the PCs to retrieve a book for it, a book
beneath a mountain…
That was days ago and they haven’t been back since, and don’t really have any
plan of going back because taking orders from a maniacal multi-eyed orb
monster just seems like a bad idea.

And do they know of a place called White Plume Mountain? He doesn’t
remember it being mentioned before, but he thinks back to one of the
landmarks they were to look for when approaching Wyvern Tor – a far distant
mountain with a smoking caldera…

They were never particularly close to it, the peak must have been at least
twenty miles from Wyvern Tor, nestled off in a wild and rugged no man’s land…

Still, Elgweth is intrigued by this
turn of events and keeps reading,
although he’s starting to get a dull,
throbbing headache. He doesn’t
think the book belongs to the Red
Wizard necromancer Keraptis, it was
most likely the possession of a drow,
being written in elvish and
referencing Lloth, but he hasn’t seen
an actual name scrawled anywhere
yet.
How it came into the necromancer’s
possession is unclear. He continues
to the next entry.

[DR – 10 weeks ago]

“My translation of the text fragments continue. From my
understanding, 3000 years ago a human wizard named keraptis
controlled the entire region around kryptgarden forest.
He was known for his vast power and cruelty, but
eventually he disappeared into vaults beneath the Sword
Mountains. How he survived no one knows, but he entered
ancient lava tunnels and built a black kingdom. He was
followed by a legion of mad gnomes whom I suspect might be
derro. Perhaps not. This wizard keraptis sought
immortality without the drawbacks of lichdom…and to do
this he fought the druids guarding the elder secrets.

Without lichdom? thinks Elgweth. He sought immortality without becoming the
undead, to truly live forever…

[DR – 9 weeks ago]

“The burned remains of the book contain spell fragments
that I will begin transcribing, to preserve their eldritch
power. My initial understanding of the translation is
something about, ‘the eternal curse of keraptis.”

By now, the headache Elgweth has been feeling has grown stronger, thumping
between his eyes like a dwarven mallet. He feels odd, and the backs of both
hands itch. He doesn’t like that. It is dark out now and a cool breeze rustles
over the empty tor, whistling into dry, forgotten places. He’s still sitting alone
in the niche atop the boulders and feeling particularly vulnerable, so he
clambers down and tells the others exactly what has been happening to him
and the contents of the diary/journal/spellbook he found. Fearing that this
sensation will continue no matter what, he decides to keep reading in hope that
it will shed more light on the mystery.
Thorin the cleric suspects that a curse has been placed upon the elf and can
already see a change in Elgweth’s eyes. Grunting, the cleric begins planning a
solution.

[DR – 9 weeks ago]

“Something happened last night with a new translation. The
original fragment burst into violet flames! Fully
incinerated, and I felt a simultaneous heat upon my back.
Arcane sigils were burned into my flesh, and I have learned

a new spell, but the power has pushed OUT my recollection
of another. I feel strange…

[DR – 8 weeks ago]

“I have journeyed now on the surface world seeking answers
about this mysterious White Plume Mountain and what has
happened to me. The beholder Xezzlomax holds information
and will only trade it pieces at a time. I have reached
Neverwinter and met a greedy, fool dwarf named Gundren
Rockseeker. He knows of a nearby place called the Lost
Mine of Phandelver, and the Forge of Spells within, that
the beholder desires as well. If I can find the Forge for
Xezzlomax he has promised to reveal more of the secrets of
Keraptis to me.”
Elgweth is getting dizzy and sweaty now, his hands itching and the headache
pounding and he knows something terrible has happened, but what exactly
he’s not sure. Reading the words on these pages has triggered some sort of
curse, but he wants to find out more. It seems like the Black Spider of
Phandelver Mine, who taunted them several times with the spidercrabheads
and who they slew so quickly in the Temple of Dumathoin hoarded many more
secrets about things lost and forgotten under the mountains.

[DR – 8 weeks ago]

“There are FOUR items of legendary power associated with
Keraptis. The scroll fragments have unveiled thisBLACKRAZOR the Sword, a gift from otherworld entities
WHELM the Hammer, a gift from the gnomes or derro

WAVE the Trident, a gift from a Cyclops demigod
FROSTRAZOR, unknown, found in the bowels of the Druid’s
Fane beneath Smoke Plume Mountain where Keraptis slew
the Keeper Druids of Old…

Elgweth suddenly feels INTENSE pain in his hands. Smoke simultaneously
jets from the latter pages of the book, filling the tower with acrid smoke, and
upon the backs of both hands Elgweth finds that he has been imprinted with
two identical K tattoos. Furthermore, he has learned a new spell, a highpowered 8th level Magic Missile spell that is permanently embedded in his
memory, edging out a Shield spell that had previously resided there.

Elgweth, once he recovers from this shock, feels okay. The headache subsides
and he feels comfortable enough to keep reading the journal entries to learn
more about what happened.

[DR – 7 weeks ago]

“I am growing ill. Dreams haunt my mind, thoughts that are
not my own. I dream that I am becoming someone else, some
– KERAPATIS! But that is not possible! Unless…unless I am
possessed by some fragment of his mad soul. A soul that
sought Immortality. Oh, what has happened to me?”

[DR – 6 weeks ago]

“I have successfully enlisted the aid of the Redbrand gang
of Phandalin and a wizard named Glasstaff. If I can control

the region, isolate the Forge of Spells and find it, then
Xezzlomax has promised to tell me more of White Plume
Mountain and Keraptis. I do not trust the monster, I’m sure
he wants the FOUR Weapons of Power and will use me as an
instrument to retrieve them.”

[DR – 5 weeks ago]

“Something is happening to me. Sometimes I feel that I am
going mad. A piece of my very soul has been subsumed by a
foreign intelligence…”

And that’s vaguely how the elf Elgweth feels, like something unwholesome has
become attached to him, although the connection at this point is tenuous at
best. He fears that over time that will drastically change. There is only one
entry left in the book before a full writeup of spells begin.
[DR – 3 weeks ago]

“Another human wizard has found the LOST mine. Glasstaff
does not know him. I fear that this human is imprinted with
the same CURSE as myself and he too seeks the hidden
secrets of White Pl………

The entry abruptly ends right there. The PCs assume, rightly or wrongly, that
the last entry referred to the Red Wizard of Thay they just killed. But how did
he get a hold of the Black Spider’s journal? And how did the ogre mother of
Wyvern Tor get a spell imprint as well? They are finding more questions now
than answers.

The rest of the night occurs without incident (i.e. no random encounter), and
instead of heading to Cragmaw Castle like they’d originally planned, Elgweth
and the others are brainstorming options.
First, Thorin the cleric tries to remove the curse with priestly magic, but it’s too
powerful and resists. Elgweth knows that there are libraries and scholars and
others in the larger northern cities who could help him learn more about this
affliction, but none are particularly close. Neverwinter is the closest city and
even that is probably a 3 or 4 day journey from their current location
[1 hex = 5 miles]

Ultimately they decide to head back west to Phandalin and recuperate and wait
for Sildar and Gundren and Fyghta Wan to return, who were supposed to go to

Neverwinter and convince the Lord’s Alliance to send a troop of soldiers to
secure the Mine of Phandelver and the Forge of Spells within. All goes well
until the second night when a random wagon down the road encounters them
as it passes near their campsite. They all try to hide but the dwarf cleric is too
slow and he’s spotted by the occupants. Who knows what would have
happened during this encounter because Elgweth sends a raspy message to
the driver:
LEAVE THE DWARF – I’M HUNTING HIM
This scares the crap out the wagon folks, no matter what their original intent
was, and they whip the horses to keep going and disappear into the night
gloom.

So back to Phandalin it is and they collect their gold from Townmaster Harbin
by showing proof of the dead orcs of Wyvern Tor, and then Elgweth visits the
Lady of Luck, Ghaele, at the Shrine of Luck, and although she had a solid 30%
to know ALL about curses and how to remove them or even just deal with
them, she skidded over with a 34% roll and unfortunately could not give him
any advice. BUT..

…she does confirm something he doesn’t like – she sees a shadow with her
third eye, the shadow of something standing near Elgweth, watching…
Not long after, Sildar and
Gundren return from their
trip, and best of all, they’re
not alone.
Twenty armed and armored
1st level soldiers have come
with them with the aim of
taking back the Mine of
Phandelver.

And to make it even better, Fyghta Wan DID meet a squad of lowly kobolds on
the road, defeated them single handed and gained a level, a gift from the Deck
of Many Things. So he’s feeling pretty spry and like a pretty darn good Local
Hero.
Well, Sildar calls a meeting with everyone and they all sit down and discuss the
next steps. Silar was able to convince Neverwinter than a beholder with access
to the Forge of Spells and with the right forgesmiths could equip a formidable
offense in the region that could pose a threat for years to come. The council
listened and agreed and sent a squad of soldiers to help. Now of course Sildar
would want the PCs to go back in the mine and help out but they’re under no
obligation to do so, and Fyghta Wan and Gundren have already agreed to help
in that regard (and Fyghta is now the highest level character)
They discuss options, and ultimately it comes down to the crawling portal.

The problem is that this bastard has
LEGS, or something, so it’s mobile. It
will be a full seven days they’ve been
gone and before anyone can get back
to the mine so who knows where the
damn thing will be by then. Possibly,
maybe even LIKELY, parked right
outside the Forge Room.

The portal is a problem because it
creates a direct link from Mideon to
the Mine, and now the more the PCs
think about it and study the map and
start piecing clues together, they
deduce that Mideon IS beneath White
Plume Mountain, and that the Mine
itself and Mideon are roughly 15 miles apart, connected instantaneously by the
Black Spider’s portal.
So the portal needs to be removed, but how exactly to do that they don’t know.
So they agree to go with Sildar and Gundren and the 20 soldiers, because even
though the PCs have warned them about the dangers they’re almost certain
they’re still no match for an enraged beholder mage.
But then they start thinking about it some more.

Who DOES have more information about curses and White Plume Mountain
and long lost secrets?
For one thing, a dead
drow elf named the
Black Spider, and he’s
now a mindless
minion of Xezzlomax.
“Do you have Speak
With Dead?” asks
Cora.
The dwarf cleric smiles
thinly. “Indeed I do.
Indeed I do…”

Next time…Return to
the Lost Mine of
Phandelver…

Maybe, one day, ya’ll will eventually get to Cragmaw Castle! It’s not going
anywhere.

