
 

 
Adventure #3 

Lord Sangre & Eternal Evernight 
(or, Lost Mine of Phandelver #21) 

 
 

 

 



LAST SESSION… 

 

particularly nasty trap flushed the dwarf cleric Thorin down a slick 

chute and into a churning pool of sewage water, eventually tossing him 

up somewhere else further inside the complex, separated from his allies 

and stinking of raw filth. 

 

 

 

The only reason the PCs are down here is because Elgweth discovered a hole 

ripped in the back of a mysterious temple inside the newly formed chasm, and 

when he investigated early this dawn (it is dusk now), there were two 

suspicious clowns holding the Book of the Black Spider!  

A 



Now these two guys mentioned someone 

named SANGRE, and the clowns don’t want 

to piss Sangre off, and one of the clowns is 

quick to place a magical illusion over the 

breached temple entrance.    

 

The PCs were waiting for Amglor the Sage 

to set up some kind of meeting with this 

“Lord Sangre” who they determined 

through multiple contacts was a well-

known noble and politician of Neverwinter 

who might have secret affiliations with a 

cult of demon worshipers known as the 

Ashmadai. 

 

But getting tired of waiting and antsy and 

more than a little bit curious, Elgweth 

convinced the others to help him take a 

close look into the temple… 

 

….which led to the sewers…. 

 

…which led to the trap…. 

…which led to here…. 

 



 

 

 



Elgweth sends his bat familiar fluttering away and it sends back images of the 

tunnel splitting, one end surging into darkness, the other plunging down into 

the chasm from the shattered wall.  Multiple smaller tubes channel the dirty 

water different directions.  

 

They have NO idea where the dwarf has gone, dead or alive, and all they hear is 

dark water gushing through the tunnels… 

 

Thorin doesn’t know where he is either.  He crawled out of the alcove last 

session and is trying to mop off the muck with a sock when he feels a tug at his 

side.  Tensing, he grabs his shield in his left hand and SPINS - 

But sees nothing. 

Then he feels the tug again and realizes it is his enchanted hammer he found 

in the Forge Room of Wave Echo Cave… 

The hammer is gently guiding him in the direction opposite the big whirlpool, 

and now Thorin sees gently flickering candlelight coming from a doorway that 

either he didn’t notice before or it has just appeared.  He doesn’t like that. 

 

 
 



The dwarf shuffles along the narrow slick walkway to the central chamber, 

dismayed again by what he sees… 

 

…the pebbled flesh of what looks like a lizard or alligator or snake is slithering 

from the room, its large body just barely concealed beneath the surface of the 

churning muck. 

 

 

 

The dwarf presses himself into a small alcove and hides.  He’s not liking this 

place, he’s completely alone and knows that the wrong step could land him in a 

deadly situation, particularly if this area is riddled with more traps.  

 

But Carp the warlock/druid has a potential solution – the spell LOCATE 

OBJECT – and he casts it something he knows the dwarf had:   

 

The Deck of Many Things!  (which no one has used since Fyghta Wan pulled 

from it twice and got very lucky) 

 



If it is within 1000 feet he should be able to detect it, and indeed, the magic 

throbs and indicates that the enchanted deck is actually not that far away and 

on a roughly level field with their current position.  

Elgweth sends his bat fluttering into the darkness to investigate, but it hasn’t 

gone far when it detects a reddish glow from a breach in the wall.  Taking a 

detour, the bat flies in and circles up, beaming the images back to the elf mage 

who is absolutely horrified by what he sees…. 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

A female figure stands at the crux of a fiery portal through which the bat 

familiar / Elgweth glimpses a dark cityscape and a river of lava.  It looks quite 

hellacious.  Chained to a pedestal nearby is a dark-scaled dragon, an 

admantium collar around its neck like it’s some kind of guard dog unallowed to 

leave.   Elgweth thinks it might be a black dragon but he’s not positive, it has 

some strange contours and markings, but NO WINGS.  

He sees where the wings used to be anyway, but they have been violently 

ripped off and grotesquely healed over into ugly scars.  

 

Last but not least the bat spots a wall on the opposite side of the room from the 

portal where there are small holes drilled through the stone.  The bat flutters 

closer and crawls into a hole and sees that the stone is two feet thick, and on 

the other side is a seemingly dead end chamber containing six or seven coffins. 



LET THE META-GAMING ENSUE!!!!!   

 

Closed off rooms with no access save for gaseous airtubes and hidden coffins 

means nothing less than VAMPIRES. Combine that and a room with a Portal to 

Hell, a Dragon, well this just seems like an awful, awful, awful place to be.   So 

the bat leaves and returns and Elgweth tells Cora and Carp what he saw.  

 

“We got a problem,” he says.   

 

Unfortunately the pathway will take them right by the entrance to the 

Dragon/Hell/Vampire room, and that’s a risky proposition as they search for 

Thorin.  Elgweth’s bat zips down the passage toward the large whirlpool and 

actually sees Thorin trying to hide in an alcove.  It squeaks at him and Thorin 

follows while Elgweth scampers down the tunnel with a plan. 

 

But when he sneaks by the dangerous tunnel entrance he hears a deep, 

rumbling voice, and for an instant he’s terrified that the dragon is talking to 

HIM – but that’s not the case. 

 

“RELEASE ME,   

HETHEL.  RELEASE 

ME TO EVERNIGHT.  

SANGRE WILL 

FORGIVE YOU…” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 



As if this isn’t already a clusterfuck that is steadily getting worse and worse 

and worse, Elgweth sees something else down another passage.  A conduit of 

water ends in a chamber, but on the floor surrounding the pool of water are 

SEVEN LARGE URNS WITH CROCODILE ORNAMENTATION. 

 

The middle urn is the largest, 

easily double the size of the other 

six.   

 

He does not investigate further but 

instead manages to meet with 

Thorin halfway and places a Spider 

Climb spell upon him so that the 

clumsy dwarf doesn’t have to worry 

about trying to clunkily sneak past 

the dragon.  Instead he scoots up 

and over the rounded roof of the 

sewer tunnel, checks out the 

crocodile urn room, and then the 

whole group backtracks the way 

they came originally, getting the hell far from all of the crazy stuff they’ve just 

seen and very glad that they were able to be quiet and not attract any 

attention.  Elgweth mentions the names Hethel and Evernight to the others, 

but no one knows who or what they refer to.  

 



 

So they’re back at the illusioned temple 

room where they first entered and decide to 

try out the upper balcony exit.  Maybe there 

are less dragons up there.  

 

Elgweth goes first, alert for any traps, and 

soon sees a room off to the side filled with 

murky water.  He spots movement and 

watches for a minute or so and sees that 

there are at least THREE scaly alligators or 

crocodiles in here with milky white eyes, and 

one of them scoots from the deeper water 

and jettisons down the connector tube.  

 

He doesn’t go in and he continues, but 

almost immediately spots a discolored 



section of the floor that looks off.  He bends down and pokes it and finds that it 

is just a loose tarp covering a wide square hole.   He peeks underneath and his 

darkvision shows that the pit is very deep but filled with hundreds if not 

THOUSANDS OF GOLD COINS.  

Odd.  He grabs a handful of dirt and stones and tosses it down, but the sound 

ensuing is not the rattle of metallic coins but a distinctly slurpy, shloppy, 

shluplly sound, the sound an ooze or giant amoeba might make if suddenly 

disturbed.  

SCREW THIS. 

They’re leaving. Between traps everywhere and dragons and vampires, this is 

just not where they want to be, and they haven’t seen the Book of the Black 

Spider anywhere, or any jesters or clowns for that matter.  They decide to leave 

while they still can.  

But…how do they climb 50 feet back up to the surface of the chasm??? 

 

 



This takes some more spider climbing on the dwarf, avoiding mercenary 

guards, tossing down ropes and fog cloud and thaumaturgy distractions to 

finally get everyone up and out undetected.  It’s not exactly a simple process, 

but it works, and finally the group trots back to someplace where Thorin can 

take a lot, hot, perfumed-soap bath and scrub the sewer stink off himself. 

 

They’re not sure what to do. 

 

There’s some nasty stuff down in that sewer, stuff that was never meant to see 

light of day and the earthquake has cracked it wide open.  But Elgweth is still 

under the Curse of Keraptis, and Lord Sangre has the Book of the Black Spider 

and supposedly knows how to *maybe* remove the curse, so they go talk to 

Amglor the Sage again at the House of Knowledge, and this time he has what 

seems like good news. 

It is 9pm by now but the sage is 

awake and tells them that YES, he did 

hear from the courier and Lord 

Sangre is waiting at his estate on the 

south side of Neverwinter for them to 

come this evening anytime before 

midnight to discuss Elgweth’s 

ailment.  

 

Before the PCs head out to do this 

they go find Silder Hallwinter at his 

home and draft a long, detailed letter 

to give him, with instructions to  

 

ONLY OPEN THIS PACKET IF WE’RE 

NOT BACK IN SIX HOURS. 

 

 

 

It explains everything – their suspicions of Sangre, the sewers and the dragon 

and the hell portal and the curse and everything that’s happened up until now. 



Perplexed, but agreeable to their request, Sildar 

takes the packet and says he’ll wait until he 

hears from them. 

 

And then – 

 

Off to meet Lord Sangre, a noble and politician 

of Neverwinter possibly, hell, LIKELY, 

associated with a cult of demon worshippers of 

Asmodeus.  Or, this is just somehow some 

huge misunderstanding, which is possible too.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

So it’s probably 10pm by now and the butler opens the door and asks what 

they want, and they say they’re here to see Lord Sangre, and that he’s 

expecting them.  The butler leaves and returns shortly and the group files in 

behind him as they are led through a luxurious home and ultimately to an 

elaborate library replete with a man-high roaring fireplace.  

 

Three people are in this room, two male and one female. 

 



 

 

 

 

 



“Ah, you must be Elgweth,” says Lord Sangre, rising from a highly polished 

mahogany table.  Elgweth notices that he’s wearing gloves as he extends a 

handshake.   The guy in the voodoo hat he doesn’t recognize, but the girl…the 

girl might have been the one standing silhouetted by fire in the portal to hell.  

 

“And who are you?” Elgweth asks her. 

 

Sangre answers instead.  “My compatriot, Hethel.  I asked her to be here.” 

 

So it IS the same name the dragon mentioned.  

 

So there was some roleplaying on here as the group tries to figure out what 

Lord Sangre’s true intentions are.  He claims to have the Book of the Black 

Spider and has come upon several possible solutions to Elgweth’s curse. 

 

1) Transfer the curse to another through a dark ritual 

2) Annihilate the book in flame in another plane of existence 

3) Destroy the one who first penned the curse.  This is not Keraptis, and 

not even the Black Spider, but rather one of his fake-Keraptis clones. 

4) Somehow bring Keraptis to the Prime Material and the curse might be 

assimilated into his body 

Sangre says that he believes the first option will be easiest and holds the best 

chance of success.  In fact, if Elgweth is willing, they can even try TONIGHT. 

 

The woman Hethel and the voodoo man exchange words and she smiles 

unpleasantly.  “I volunteer!” she offers. “I will be the recipient.” 

 

Elgweth scoffs at her.  “What?  Why?  Why would you do such a thing?  This is 

a fatal curse!” 

 

“I do not fear any black magics,” she whispers.  

 

Lord Sangre waves a hand and the man-sized hearth transforms from orange 

flames to green ones.  “In fact, whenever you are ready, we can go, Elgweth.” 

 

“We’re going too,” says Thorin. 

 



“Ah, but no need, priest.  He will be quite safe.” 

 

 

One Insight check later and Elgweth is getting a very, very bad intuitive gut 

feeling about this. Maybe they do and can and ARE able to remove the curse… 

 

…but he’s got the sinking feeling he might leave a little more vampire himself 

than when he went in.  They’re going to transform him into one of their own.  

 

“Ah—hmm, let me discuss this with my allies, may we?” asks Elgweth. 

 

Lord Sangre seems mildly annoyed, but waves a hand.  “Very well.  But let me 

know within an hour.” 

 

The group rushes out of the mansion, discussing their options as they hightail 

it back to Amglor the Sage.  They demand to know if Sangre has ever been seen 

in the daylight, and Amglor is confused and says yes of course he has, why?  

 

So they don’t even know if this man is truly a vampire or not or if he’s got some 

other trick up his sleeve. OR, they’re not scared of the Curse because they’ve 

god they demon god Asmodeus on their side; OR, they’re just going to stay on 

another plane of existence where the curse won’t effect them. 

 

But something else occurs to the players to ask Amglor, a word that they 

contemplated earlier but could come to no conclusion: 

 

EVERNIGHT 

 

“Where did you hear that name?” asks Amglor.  He leads them to the many 

libraries of the House of Knowledge and pulls forth an ancient musty leather 

tome full of maps and ledgers and options to an old page and spreads it open. 

 

“According to some, there is a world parallel to this one we live in that is known 

as the Shadowfell.  It is a dark place full of many dark secrets.  It is a parallel 

world, a mirror world sometimes, and according to the myths, even Neverwinter 



has a dark counterpart in the Shadowfell…and it is called Evernight…City of 

the Undead.” 

 

 



Elgweth, Cora and Carp and Thorin gaze unhappily at the map.  The river of 

lava Elgweth saw through the portal, this must be it.  It wasn’t a gate to hell 

after all, not exactly, it was a gate to the dark doppelganger of Neverwinter, a 

place that the dragon begged Hethel to release it.  

 

But it might as well be Hell, a city full of the dead with such unpleasant names 

as The Temple of Filth and House of Screams. 

 

But the burning river of lava does catch Elgweth’s eye, and Lord Sangre’s 

words return to him: 

 

Annihilate the book in flame in another plane of existence 

 

 

 

 

We had to stop here.  The party is overwhelmed.  None of these options sound 

good, and they need some time to discuss what to do.  Demanding Sangre 

return the book to them so they find another avenue to remove the curse could 

possibly end in a brawl, a brawl they’re not sure they can win.   

 

On the OTHER hand, maybe if they can convince Sildar Hallwinter that there’s 

a huge threat under Neverwinter, like they did at the Mine of Phandelver, then 

they can get some more city soldiers do descend into the sewers with them and 

start kicking some ass.    

 

Or maybe just taking Sildar back to the mansion and having him there will 

prevent Sangre from taking any drastic action.  Or maybe not.  They honestly 

just don’t know.  


