
 

 
Adventure #2  

Sewers of the Underguild 
(or, Lost Mine of Phandelver #20) 

 
 

 

 



LAST SESSION… 

 

n earthquake has rocked the peaceful city of Neverwinter in the early 

pre-dawn gloom, and twenty five miles away, lava simultaneously erupts 

from Mt. Hotenow, spewing ash and steam and frothing flame high into 

the air.   

 

 

 

The PCs had just newly arrived in the city, the elf Elgweth seeking a cure to the 

Curse of Keraptis upon him, which seems to be the eldritch remains of a long-

dead wizard who sought immortality by imprinting his consciousness upon 

others for eventual assimilation.  They sought the help of Amglor the Sage, who 

in turn took the Book of the Black Spider and said he would confer with a 

colleague as to the nature of the curse, and asked the PCs to return to the 

House of Knowledge sometime the next today (this day) for an update. 

 

A 



Their night of rest at the Silver 

Serpent Inn was interrupted by 

quaking beds, shattering glass 

and the din of screams.  

 

Cora, Carp, Elgweth and Thorin 

all rushed out to find that the 

southern quadrant of the city 

had been ripped apart by a huge 

fissure and dozens and dozens of 

homes had fallen into the rift.  

 

The PCs went to the disaster area 

to help victims, many of whom 

were injured or in shock.  

Already countless citizens and 

priests and acolytes and City 

Watch rushed to the scene, 

desperately trying to pull people 

from wreckage and rubble and 

control the flames before they 

burned out of control. 

 

The PCs do what they can to help and many are rescused and brought to safety 

before damaged foundations further slide into the rift.  The intricate sewage 

system of Neverwinter has been damaged as well like spurting hot arteries, and 

various tubes disgorge warm, steaming water into the Chasm.  

 

The dwarf cleric Thorin starts casting spells and converting every bit of magic 

he has into healing.  But something strange happens to him during the 

process, and a bizarre, spiritual experience descends upon the dwarf during a 

cathartic vision. 

 

(DM Note: the following is an abbreviation of what happens during the 

character’s reverie from the player’s own written description) 

 

 

 

[Begin story] 



“Thorin’s awareness soars up hundreds of feet above the ground, 
unrestricted by gravity, and sees the massive rift torn across the city of 
Neverwinter.  Suddenly, as if jolted into the perspective by the power of the 
gods, the shape of rift appears as a lightning bolt, teeming with electrical 
energy.  The vision is overwhelmed with a blinding light and the deafening 
sound of crackling electricity.  Thorin opens his throat and almost lets out a 
bellowing scream with the last fumes of energy he has left, when in an 
instant, the vision goes completely dark and hazy.  The sound of crackling 
electricity remains, but it is much more subtle.   

Flashes of light can be seen through the haze, and the realization comes to 
Thorin that he is in the middle of a storm cloud.  He doesn't know where 
this storm cloud is, or how he is suspended within it and not barreling 
towards the ground, but he looks down and sees the bolts of lightning 
streaking down towards the abyss.  Mesmerized by the light show, fear 
overcomes Thorin as an extremely loud, booming voice echoes through the 
sky, piercing through the haze and dispersing it like a gust of wind. 

"DWARF -- DO NOT LET YOUR FEAR CONSUME YOU.  LOOK HERE -- 
PAY ATTENTION, FOR YOU ARE NOW IN MY PRESENCE." 

Thorin looks up through the avenue of clarity created in the fog, and awe 

overwhelms him as he sees a GIGANTIC figure adorned in dwarven armor 

hurling bolts of lightning down through the clouds from a giant, glowing 

hammer. 

 

 



 
 

Lightning erupts from the being's hammer and fills the sky with growing 

chains of electricity.  "A god...", Thorin thinks.  Images from the books he 

researched the day before in Neverwinter come flashing into his 

head.  "This must be..." Thorin thinks silently. "Thor!” yells Thorin, 

uncontrollably.  But the sound of his voice only echoes within the chamber 

of energy in which Thorin is suspended in, almost deafening him, as the 

waves are confined to such a small space, unable to dissipate 

outwardly.  The lightning in the sky disappears, and the voice continues... 

"THORIN -- I BESTOW UNTO YOU MY POWER TO CONTROL THIS 

FIERCE ENERGY. USE IT TO BRING JUSTICE TO THE WORLD, AND 

TO INSTILL THE FEAR OF DIVINE WRATH INTO THOSE WHO WOULD 

STRAY FROM THE PATH OF RIGHTEOUSNESS!" 

A bucket of ice cold water thrown by a religious worker slams Thorin in the 
face, and he comes to, coughing, only able to see faint images around him 



as the noise of the crowd comes back into focus.  Thorin looks down at his 
body, and sees the smoke rising from wounds covered in blackened, 
hardened blood.  The extreme pain overcomes him and he yells out, so 
loud that the small crowd around him is knocked off their feet and sent 
running away.  Everything goes black, and Thorin falls unconscious. 
 

Thorin is left unconscious with just a few hit points left and bad wounds on 
his back and torso, which came from another dimension, when, in his 
vision, he had been pulled back up into the clouds with Thor's merciful 
lightning bolt.  The wounds are singed closed and are not bleeding, but he 
is in desperate need of medical care and/or healing.  Maybe Cora, Carp 
and/or Elgweth will find him and carry him to where he can get these 
services...”  [/story] 
 

 

 



Meanwhile, while Cora the halfing and her brother Carp are helping citizens, 

Elgweth descends into the Chasm with a fly spell, curious to see how deep it 

goes.  But he has not gone very far down, about fifty feet, when he finds a 

gaping hole in the wall.  He peeks in and is not pleased to see a dark temple of 

some kind, its back end completely ripped off and exposing the entire room. 

 
 

 



This place reeks of evil, the taint heavy upon the air.  Elgweth hovers just 

outside, and the early tinges of dawn are beginning to creep down the chasm 

and further illuminate the interior.  But then he detects movement and voices 

with his keen perception and Elgweth flies to the exterior lip of the room and 

stealthily watches upside-down as two strange individuals enter the chamber.  

“Hurry up, Syther!” hisses a 

red-clad jester, his face 

painted with garish colors. 

“Dawn is coming!” 

 

“I’m hurrying, I’m hurrying 

you stupid clown,” growls 

the other, a heavier-set man 

no less unpleasant looking.   

 

“Just do what you said you 

can do, and do it FAST.  

Otherwise Sangre will have 

our hearts on stakes!”  

 

The one called Syther plants 

himself at the lip of the 

collapsed chamber, not far 

at all from where Elgweth is 

hiding outside, closes his 

eyes and begins mumbling 

mystic words.  

 

But before he’s done Elgweth 

spots something in the arms 

of the red-clad jester that 

sends chills and confusion 

sweeping through the elf - 

 

-he’s holding the cursed 

BOOK of the BLACK 

SPIDER! 

 

 



Oh, it is Elgweth’s cursed book 

alright, he’s sure of it, the same 

loathsome arachnid inked on the 

cover, the same leathery binding, 

the same size and shape and 

bulk. 

 

The very same book they gave to 

Amglor the Sage less than 24 

hours ago, the same book he 

“said” he would need to confer 

with an associate regarding the 

curse and how to remove it from 

the elf. 

 

Was Amglor possibly referring to 

two creepy clowns living in a dark 

temple??? 

This has created more questions 

than answers, but it has also 

planted a new name on Elgweth’s 

lips… 

 

 

 

 

Who is this SANGRE? 

 

Elgweth doesn’t have any more time to watch these guys.  Syther completes his 

spell and suddenly the entire gaping hole is filled by rock as if nothing had 

been revealed at all.  Tentatively, he reaches out to touch it…and his fingers 

pass through. 

 

It’s an illusion. 

 

He hears Syther and the Jester walk away, still grumbling and complaining 

and soon they’re gone.  Elgweth dares to peek in one more time and finds that 

the chamber is empty, but he’s not going in there, no way in hell.  In fact, now 

he’s worried that this Amglor the Sage might not be completely trustworthy.  

 



Elgweth flies back up to that see Thorin the dwarf has apparently been struck 

by lightning and is prone on the ground, smoke wafting from his charred body, 

his hair on end and a crowd of concerned onlookers surrounding him.   

Elgweth asks a City Watch what happened and everyone did see a bolt of 

lightning flash down from the heavens and strike the dwarf.  He’s alive, but in 

bad shape.  

 

The group implores rescued citizens for help, the ones that the dwarf healed 

from their injuries are more than happy to return the favor.  Thorin is picked 

up by numerous hands and hauled to the other side of the city to the River 

District and taken to a Temple of Tempus so the clerics there can tend his 

wounds. 



 
 

 

The dwarf is groggy and still in the throes of his encounter with the god Thor, 

who is not even a recognized deity really among the Faerunian pantheon.  The 

Tempus priests agree to keep him there for observation and healing, and with 

that out of the way, Elgweth tells everyone the bizarre occurrences that just 

happened in the Chasm --  

 

-- There’s a weird temple down there now covered by an illusion 

-- Two creepy clowns have the Book of the Black Spider 

-- They answer to someone named Sangre 

 



Leaving Thorin with the priests, Elgweth and Cora and Carp decide to head 

back to the House of Knowledge and question Amglor the Sage and find out 

exactly what he did with the Book of the Black Spider.  This is Elgweth’s life 

they’re dealing with here; eventually the curse will consume and destroy him.  

 

It’s still early, no later than 8am, 

and a servant opens the door and 

the party asks to see Amglor.  

Eventually he shuffles out, still 

clad in bed robes and slippers, the 

same little mouse familiar clinging 

to his shoulder.  

 

“Oh!  Ah, yes, Elgweth and friends.  

A terrible calamity in the night!  

Terrible, terrible.  I’ve heard all 

about it.  Are you well, are you 

hurt?  What brings you here so 

early?” 

 

Well, without tipping their hand 

too much, Elgweth says that he 

will be needing to leave town VERY 

soon, today actually, so he will 

need to know more about this 

book and what progress Amglor 

has made. 

 

 

“Ah, well, you see I thought it best to share the information with a colleague of 

mine, a well-known and magically versed noble within Neverwinter –  

Lord SANGRE.”  

 

That name again, Sangre, and Elgweth tenses up. 

 

“And, this Sangre, you know him well?  And he has the book?  You’re sure of 

this?  And he’s supposed to bring it back to you today, is that right?” 

 



“Yes, yes, that’s right.  I don’t know WHEN exactly, I’m expecting a courier at 

some point to bring word of any news.  It is still very early, and honestly I did 

not expect you so soon!”  

 

They question him some more and find out that Lord Sangre is a well-known 

politician and noble that he lives on the south side of town near the border wall 

in a large white stucco mansion with gold trim, impossible to miss and one of 

the finer establishments in the city.  It seems that they need to just wait a little 

longer and see if this Sangre person comes through with his part of the deal.  

Elgweth does not mention that he saw two clowns with the Book in a temple in 

the Chasm.   

 

So Cora the monk Halfling decides to stay at the House of Knowledge and do 

some more research and keep an eye on Amglor and see if a courier actually 

does show up eventually with any news. 

 

Elgweth and Carp head back to the rift, the elf especially wants to see if the 

local buildings above the illusioned hole have a secret basement level that leads 

down to the structure.  

 

RANDOM CITY ENCOUNTER #1 (Elgweth’s player pulled from the bag of 60+ 

random encounters) 

 

You overhear two seedy looking men at the edge of an alleyway not from where 

the Chasm has formed. 

 

 

“Roblinuur was at the Brave Basilisk again last night,” says the smaller of 

the two. 

 

“I know, I know,” says the larger man, a scruffy weasel faced human. He 

shakes his head side to side and chuckles.  “I hear it took the Watch 

twenty men to break up that brawl!  And after that the big drunk bastard 

bought every one of them an ale!” 

 

“Bah.  I’d never want my face to accidentally get in the way his fist. 

They’re the size of ham hocks.  That’s for certain.”  The smaller man 

looks around briefly before adding in a whisper – “BUT…I hear Roblinuur 

has got all the right connections.”  He taps his nose.  “He KNOWS things.  



If you need them.” 

 

The larger man smirks as the duo begins to walk away. 

 

“All the wrong connections, you mean.  All the wrong ones….” 

 

Elgweth hears their conversation with interest.  SO…this guy Roblinuur at the 

Brave Basilisk is known to have information?  This gets the elf’s brain 

spinning, and he plans to make a pit stop at the Brave Basilisk after he 

inspects the buildings near the Chasm for an entrance to the dark temple.  

 

 

RANDOM CITY ENOUNTER #2 – (Carp’s player pulled randomly from the bag 

of 60+ encounters) 

You overhear some young boys discussing something that seems eerily related to 

what just happened in town. 

 

“Ferdil’s nephew is a scout in the uplands, and HE claims there’s a little 

used back entrance to the Fire Giant caverns at Mount Hotenow.” 

 

“That dumb kid?  He’s no bigger than my dog and just as stupid.  What 

believe him?” 

 

“Nah, you haven’t seen him in three summers, he’s taller than you know 

and he’s been all over those hills.  He’s SEEN things.” 

 

“Huh. Where did he say it is?” 

“The fire giant cave is near the first back-switch of Corkscrew road, at the 

bottom of a dried out watercourse…” 

 

Carp muses on that, it’s the first that he’s heard about fire giants living in the 

volcanic mountain.   

 

Meanwhile Elgweth disguises himself with magic and starts poking around 

some of the shattered buildings. He finds a wine cellar with some expensive 

bottles, and another cellar with dried goods, but after an hour of searching 



multiple buildings and even conversing with several pleasant priests, he can 

find no secret entrance to the underground lair.  

He decides to go find this Brave Basilisk tavern and see if the one they call 

Roblinuur is still there, and if he takes good coin to trade illicit information… 

 

[DM Note – the synergy of how well these 

random encounters played into the plot were 

really, really cool]  

 

Elgweth finds the Brave Basilisk easily, it’s 

just around the corner from the Silver Serpent 

Inn actually where the group is staying.  He 

steps inside, it’s around noon by now, and 

finds that there is only the barkeep and two 

patrons.  One is an elf with long white hair, a 

gaunt face and bluish lips who gives him but a 

glance and then returns to his cups. 

 

The other is a large, brutish human with 

hands like ham hocks, and he already has an 

impressive collection of empty ale mugs 

around him.  The barkeep just nods to 

Elgweth.  



 

 

Elgweth seats himself across from the burly human.  “I’m looking for one 

named Roblinuur,” he says.  “I hear that he…has…contacts.” 

 

“Eh, maybe so, maybe so,” says the burly human, already well steeped in his 

cups, Elgweth can tell.  “What’s it to you?  And know that information has a 

price my friend, there’s always a price.” 

 

Elgweth slides a couple of gold coins across the table. “Of course.  I want to 

know about a man named Sangre.”  

 

Roblinuur just stares at him for a few moments without speaking.  “LORD 

Sangre, you mean?  Noble of Neverwinter?” 

 

“If you say so.  Yes.” 

 

“He’s a well-respected politician.  Sure, I know of him.  And…I know something 



more…” 

 

He looks around warily and ushers Elgweth to lean in close.  “I’ll tell you what I 

know, but it will cost you.”  

 

“Two gold.” 

 

“Bah! This info is worth at least twenty,” hisses the other man. 

 

“Ten now and ten if I like what I hear.” 

 

“And buy me an ale,” adds Roblinuur.  

 

Elgweth pays and moves even closer until their heads are nearly touching. 

 

“Do you know of the ones called…the ASHMADAI?” whispers the big man. 

 

Elgweth shakes his head no.  

 

“The Cult of the Ashmadai.  They are fanatic worshipers of the demon lord 

Asmodeus, and they are rumored to haunt the sewers beneath Neverwinter, 

conducting dark, blasphemous rituals.” 

 

“And Sangre?” 

 

Roblinuur chuckles darkly.  “So some rumors have it, that he is a man of two 

worlds.  A noble and politician by day, but affiliated with the Ashmadai by 

night.  Whether true or not I cannot say for sure, but those are the whispers I 

hear.  And you didn’t hear it from ME!”  

 

Elgweth is intrigued by this information and thinks it money well spent.  He 

pays the man the other ten and quickly slips out into the sunshine.  

 

Thorin the dwarf cleric eventually feels good enough to wander outside himself 

and he has his own City Encounter, but this one amounts to a lost purse of 

coin that he honestly retrieves for a merchant.  Soon enough the group returns 

to the House of Knowledge in fits and starts.  



 

 

There, Cora did actually seen a young boy courier bring a letter to Amglor, and 

he shares the following information: 

 

“Sangre has the book but has been unable to reach an conclusion.  He has 

actually offered to purchase it for 1000 gold, which is even more than I offered.  

I cannot say for sure now how long he will be in possession of it.” 

 

Well, Elgweth doesn’t like this at all, he has no idea where the book is or if 

they’re actually trying to rid him of the curse. 

 

“Where is this Lord Sangre?  We want to speak with him directly.  Arrange a 

meeting for us.” 

 

Sputtering, Amglor the Sage says he’ll do what he can, he’ll send a courier to 

the mansion of Sangre and ask if he is willing to meet with strangers this 

evening, and for them to come back at dusk for an answer to the query.  



 

That’s as good as he can do, and the last thing the party does is try to track 

down Sildar Hallwinter, their contact in the Lord’s Alliance. 

 

They ask Sildar if he knows who Lord Sangre is 

and where he lives, and Sildar admits that yes 

he does know him, and has enjoyed meals on 

occasion with the politician.  They don’t let 

Sildar know anything else about what is 

happening, but Sildar knows all about the 

Curse on Elgweth anyway. 

 

“And what about this Mt. Hotenow erupting, 

what is going on?” 

 

Sildar sighs.  “By the gods.  Rumors are flying 

high and wide that fire giant clans are warring 

with each other.  Whether true I don’t know, 

but it’s plausible.”  

 

 

 

 

 

So they still have some time to kill before they go back to Amglor and see if he 

has arranged a meeting with them and Sangre, so the group (now with Thorin 

rejuvenated and fully invested in the Tempest domain) they head back to the 

chasm for one more looksee. 

 

That secret room, that damn secret room with the clowns holding his book of 

the Black Spider… 

 

The strangeness gnaws at the elf and he convinces everyone that he can get 

them down there just to check it out themselves. If they can’t find a legitimate 

way inside, then he can use Feather Fall to drop them down the sides and land 

nearby.   



As luck would have it there is only one guard in the vicinity, and a few quick 

cantrips later he is distracted and gone, and with that, Cora and Carp and 

Elgweth gracefully leap over the newly erected guard fence while the clumsy 

dwarf in heavy armor clambers slowly over… 

 

…and they jump. 

 

 



 



 



They drift lazily down, held aloft by magic, until Elgweth’s feet kick into the 

illusion and they use the rocky outcropping as guidance and maneuver 

themselves through the illusory wall into the temple beyond. 

 

It is eerily dark and silent and foreboding, and the music queued up added a 

level of menace to the scenario. (from the IT FOLLOWS soundtrack] 

 

“That book is down here somewhere,” whispers Elgweth. 

 

Thorin casts a light cantrip and the entire room is bathed in light.  They see 

two exits now – one just behind a pedestal engraved with the devilish runes on 

the bottom level, a second exit up top on the balcony.  

 

They take the lower level, that’s where the two clowns went with the book 

anyway. The passage zigs and zags a few times and they soon hear running 

water and the stink of sewage – they’ve entered the underground sewer system. 

 

 

 



They proceed cautiously, checking each step and wall for hidden dangers.  

Soon they see a stairwell leading down to a fast flowing river of filth that may or 

may not terminate in the ruined chasm and spew into the depths.   The cleric 

casts Aid on everyone just in case, which turned out to be a good idea.  

 

There are actually two stairwells leading down to a lower platform, and Elgweth 

is checking out the second steps with Thorin when they inadvertently trigger a 

TERRIBLE TRAP. 

 

Elgweth feels the tremble beneath his feet first and instinctively launches 

upward, avoiding the tilting floor that jettisons everyone else forward whiplash 

fast.  Cora and Carp strike the stone wall and bounce off, but Thorin was 

standing at the edge of the stairs, which simultaneously collapse into a slick 

chute, and then he’s skidding down the slope and roars straight into a gaping 

HOLE that takes him UNDER the sewage river!   

 

The tilting floor and the steps reset, but the hole at the bottom malfunctions 

and remains open.  

 

Thorin fails two Dex saves, not unsurprising with his poor attributes, and then 

next thing he knows he’s fallen into a swirling, underground toilet of murky, 

disgusting water, spinning around and around and around and around… 

 

…and then he’s flushed underwater by the incredible suction. 

 

It happened so fast the others could not react.  They scamper down the stairs, 

calling the dwarf’s name but all they can see is a long, slick chute heading into 

darkness.  They toss a rope and Cora the monk halfing quickly clambers down, 

calling for Thorin but he’s not answering, and she finally sees the whirlpool at 

the bottom. 

 



 

 

Thorin cannot see or hear his allies because he is no longer in the vicinity.  He 

is trapped in a small oxygen-less tube of black sewage, holding his breath for 

dear life as he bangs off slimy ceramic walls that don’t have any handholds.  

He’s funneled down multiple junctions, unable to take a breath of air or even 

see where he is or have any hope of taking a breath, getting pulled further and 

further and further from his point of origin and deeper into the sewers, but he 

makes 3 Con saves in a row and FINALLY spews up into a bubbling geyser of 

filth and putrescence, completely alone in a small alcove.  

 

Meanwhile the others have run out of rope, so Cora climbs back, ties more off 

and climbs back down, trailing the rope in the swirling water but she does not 

see hair nor hide of Thorin. 

 

The dwarf is gone. 



Thankfully the dwarf’s natural poison resistance has protected him from 

disease even as he spits filthy water from his mouth.  He was very, very 

fortunate.  He’s uninjured, the bumpy ride was not particularly painful, but 

drowning in muck was a very real possibility.  He sees that he’s in a small 

alcove and the faster moving water of the wide sewage tunnels is in front him. 

 

He clambers forward waist deep in filth and sees a narrow ledge he can reach.  

 

 

 

He climbs out the warm toilet water (warm because it is still superheated from 

the Neverwinter River) and sees another large room in the distance, this one 

churning slowly with an even BIGGER whirlpool. 

 

He has no idea where he is, and his allies don’t know if he is even alive.  

They’ve been cut off and separated by a deadly trap, and if this is place is that 



Elgweth now suspects, they’ve discovered the hidden lair of the Cult of 

Asmodeus…. 

 

We had to stop there, it was a little over 2 hours of gameplay.  


