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Last Sessioné 

 

 

 

We had six PCs trekking across the Sumber Hills led by a goatherder who had 

found some shallow graves.  The characters unearthed them, finding four 

bodies with the following details:  

 

A dwarf in fine artisanõs robes 

A human female wearing the surcoat and emblem of Mirabar  

A human male with a white robe and black feathers at the shoulders  

A human male wearing bizarre s tony armor like rock armor  

 



They have all been bludgeoned to death, save 

for the man in stone armor who died from  

arrow wounds.  The female with Mirabar an  

emblems  may have been a delegation guard.  

The dwarf theyõre not sure, but the other two 

seem to  represent Air and Earth to some 

degree.  The group of six PCs wasnõt sure 

exactly what happened here, it seemed like 

some kind of ambush and a hastily burial, but 

by who and what they donõt know.   

 

The broken arrows seemed to be of high 

quality, not cheap or flimsy .  

 

Soon afterward they engaged in a fight with a 

clan of gnolls and their hill giant leader, a hill 

giant whose forehead was emblazoned with the 

Black Earth cult symbol, the same cult that 

nearly killed Hadrian , Brey  and Serena  in the 

Tomb of the Delvers.  The heroes have a real 

beef with these guys alread y! 

 

 

 
 

 

 



The gnolls and hill giant were 

ultimately slain and their lair looted, 

then 3 of the PCs (one -shot players here 

for only one session, all somewhat 

barbaric Harpers from Waterdeep) 

continue on their mission to the Halls 

of the Hunting Axe to search for the lost 

delegation from Mirabar.  

 

 

 

Now, one of these characters from Waterdeep has already dropped a clear hint 

about Feathergale Spire, namely that its Lord Commander THURL 

MERGOSSA , a nobleman, has been under recent suspicion  when someone was 

thrown from the roof of his home in Waterdeep with their hands tied, execution 

style.  Furthermore, Serena the genasi grew up years ago in Waterdeep and has 

heard the name Thur l Merosska, but she can õt recall if she ever met the man.  

So the group has a few reasons to be out here:  

 

A) Check out the graves and see if there is some connection  to the  lost 

delegation, and it does seem to have some connections. Confusing though.  

 

B) Discover if the Black Earth cultists have anything  to do  with the strange 

weather pattern s over the Sumber Hills and surrounding towns.  

 

C) Hadrian õs new association with Sir Rel and the Order of the Gauntlet has 

him looking toward Beliard and picking up clues regarding the dead knight 

from Icewind Dale who was to be buried in Goldenfields, but his corpse was 

lost along with all the others.  

 

D) See if these Feathergale fellows know anything else; after all , they command 

an excellent view of the countryside and they m ight be able to answe r 

questions about the shallow graves.  The rumor that someone was thrown to 

their death from Merosska õs home is suspicious , but maybe not even true, or 

explained somehow else.  

 

So here the two groups part ways, but  off in the distance  our three core heroes 

spot what they have been told is Feathergale Spire, a place where the so -called 

club of Feathergale Kni ghts reside in a needle -like tower.   It is here that Selko  

of the Windweirds traveling musical troupe have come, and Selko invited 



Serena the genasi as well after seeing her masterfully play the flute in Red 

Larch.   

 

 

Tiny creatures soar  around the spire, but then one b reaks of f and heads 

toward them. T he PCs are approaching maybe a mile away and with no cover, 

and as the beast soars closer and closer they see that it is a huge vulture 

carrying a rider!  

 

 



 

Hadrian raises  a hand in greeting as the vulture soars over their heads, its 

rider returning  the greeting, and then it heads back toward the spire.  The 

companions continue over the dusty terrain and finally find themselves 

standing a t the lip of an extremely deep chasm, a bridge crossing to a closed 

portcullis on the far side.  A bell hangs on their side of the bridge and they ring 

it.  

 

 

A slot opens in the wall and a woman õs face peers out.  

 

òWho are  you , travelers? ó she asks curtly.  

 

 

 

 


