Tide of Shadows Log #22 – Pride Before The Fall
“Well, we have a pretty good idea of how to access the secret entrance to the Everwyvern House,” Kat said.  “Let’s grab our gear and finalize our plans.”  The others nodded their agreement and they headed back to the Talking Troll.
“...another farmstead in ruins...”

“...the smell of rot is everywhere...”

“...daughter disappeared leaving only bloody footprints...”

“...many people have been deputized by the Twelve, but at least there is some semblance of order...”

The voices of the crowd crashed upon the Stalkers as they made their way to the Talking Troll.  The stories were all the same:  The dead have risen again and are stalking the living.  Panic was everywhere.  The Twelve, the mounted force of Triboar, have managed to protect people from the outlying areas who have fled to Triboar.  Triboar’s population has more than doubled in a fortnight as people continue to flood in to the only fortified town in the region.  The refugees seek safety from the horrors that lay all about.
Reaching the Talking Troll, the Stalkers managed to secure a table.  The main room was packed.  Kat picked her way through the crowd towards the bar to get some drinks.  Squeezing between two dwarfs, Kat stopped as she saw a strange sight.  A tall, gaunt man, in plain clothes had just entered the Talking Troll.  What made him stand out was the theater mask he wore that covered his features.  Curious.  The masked man glanced around and, the moment he spotted the Stalkers at their table, he made his way towards them.

Kat tried to signal the others, but they couldn’t see or hear her through the crowd.  Changing directions, she darted back towards her companions.  Excusing herself, she ducked between people’s legs as she rushed back.  When her way was blocked, she dove under tables and chairs and continued her mad dash.
Reaching the table, Ska’arr commented, “What?  No drinks?”

“No time for laughs.”  Kat pointed at the masked man who was drawing near.  “We have company.”

Gripping their weapons, they turned as the masked man reached their table.  Seeing them ready to wreak havoc, he slowly brought his hands up.  “Peace.  I seek the one known as Ro-Land-Do.  I bear a message from my mistress, the Lady Alaerth.”  To this, Scuro perked up.

The masked man bowed to Ro-Lund-Do.  “O revered ancient one, my lady would implore you to stop skulking in the shadows like a common thug.  She is disappointed that you and your servants did not accept her first invitation to parlay.  She thought you - of all people - would have recognized that my lady's servants were only trying to escort you to the humble abode of the Northern Queen of the Dark.  That being said, Lady Alaerth is nothing if not patient and understanding and once again invites you into her inner sanctum, this time for a performance.”

“What about the night haunters that attacked us?” Raven’s tone was harsh.
Lady Alaerth’s emissary shrugged.  He seemed surprised that one of Ro-Lund-Do’s servants would speak without his explicit permission.  He addressed Ro-Lund-Do.  “Ancient One, my Lady sends her most sincere apologies.  Those servants were... overzealous.  They had been ordered to invite you to see my Lady, but they thought to raise their standing by ensuring that you all accepted, whether you wanted to or not.”  He shrugged again.  “Though they wanted to bring you to my Lady, they were smart enough not to cause you any permanent harm.”  The emissary gave Pelias a meaningful look.

Pelias nodded.  “He’s right.  From what I can tell, they were vampiric or vampire-kin.  Their mere touch should have drained us of our vitality.  It is a natural thing for them, as natural as breathing is for us.  But they held back.  That is very difficult for them to do.”

The emissary continued.  “These servants have been punished accordingly.  They will trouble you no further.”  Reaching into his jacket, he pulled out a small card and handed it to Ro-Land-Do.  “My Lady invites you to join her tomorrow night at midnight at her demesne.  Your servants may accompany you.  Show this card, and you will be brought to Her immediately.”
Scuro examined the card.  It was a dark green card emblazoned with an insignia.  The emblem of a reddish-brown warship on dark waves was imprinted on the card.  The outline of a purple-black land and a silhouette of a tower could be seen above the warship.  Scuro did not recognize the crest, but a faint memory tugged at Ro-Lund-Do’s mind.  We’ll worry about that later.
Ro-Lund-Do bowed.  “I graciously accept the Lady Alaerth’s invitation.”

The emissary nodded.  “Good.”  He chuckled.  “Since you are invited, there is no longer a need for you or your servants to skulk around my Lady’s premises.  She was amused seeing your gnomish servant dash from shadow to shadow, but her humour is finite.”  His tone became serious once more.  “I also must deliver a warning to you:  My Lady knows that there are those who are seeking to harm you.  She does not know who is behind this yet, but you should be on your guard.  My Lady eagerly awaits your arrival, Ancient One.”  Bowing low, he turned and left the Talking Troll.
As the Lady Alaerth’s emissary left, Ska’arr and Kat turned towards Ro-Lund-Do.  Cutting off Raven’s angry tirade, Ska’arr simply asked, “Ancient One?”
Ro-Lund-Do dismissed the question.  “I do not know why he called me that.”

“But this isn’t the first time you have been called by that title,” Kat said.

Ro-Lund-Do seemed to get flustered.  “I know nothing...”

Raven cut him off.  “We tire of your games.”

Scuro shot Raven a deadly look.  Raven only grinned in anticipation.  Ro-Lund-Do shook his head.  “We do not have time for this.  We must prepare for tomorrow night.  I, for one, am going to find out as much as I can about the Lady Alaerth so that we are not caught unawares again.”  With that, Ro-Lund-Do stormed off.

Shaking her head in dismay, Shribryn said, “He’s right about one thing:  We do need to prepare for tomorrow night.  Based on Lady Alaerth’s track record, we are in for a surprise.”  Standing, she headed out to gather the gear she had commissioned in preparation for their encounter with Lady Alaerth.
Time passed quickly.  The next night, the Stalkers approached the Everwyvern House.  Pelias and Ro-Lund-Do had cast various spells to bolster the group and they felt as prepared as they ever would.  The main doors were closed and there was no sign of a guard at all.  Reaching the doors, they were uncertain how they should proceed – knocking on the door seemed so gauche.  Ro-Lund-Do reached in to his pouch and drew out the invitation he had received.  The double doors opened without a sound.

Stepping in, they entered a huge hall.  The doors closed behind them.  Looking about, Pelias was slightly confused by what he saw.  The dimensions of the room were much larger than the building it was supposed to be housed within.  The room was not so much a hall as a theater.  They were in a large alcove that acted as the entrance.  Beyond the alcove were rows of benches where normally a large audience could sit.  They were currently empty.  The benches were made by master craftsmen – the ebony wood was carved with intricate patterns and was polished so smoothly that it shone.  The walls were draped with plush, black curtains and braziers burned at regular intervals along the walls.  The ceiling seemed to be around 20’ high, though it was hard to tell.  A mist obscured their view.  In fact, the mist obscured their vision throughout the theater.
A voice boomed out from the front.  “Thank you, Ancient One, for accepting my invitation.  Please come forward but remember to show a proper respect.”  At the front of the theater, standing in front of a stage, was a tall gaunt woman.  Her body was shrouded in a deep, velvet robe and her hood hid her features.  It was difficult to pinpoint her appearance – they could not tell if she was beautiful or ugly, young or old.

Scuro strode forward but halted between the set of benches closest to Lady Alaerth when she raised her hand.  Annoyed at being ordered around like a dog, Scuro addressed their hostess.  “I accepted your invitation.  I will get straight to the point:  If our business is beneficial, then you will have the help of me and my servants.”  The others grimaced at that – they had stayed back at the entrance of the theater to allow Ro-Lund-Do to play out his role but they had hoped for a more diplomatic approach.
Lady Alaerth’s voice was harsh.  “You disrespectful, little cur.  You need my help, not the other way around!”  She began to turn.  “I was a fool to consider you an equal.”
Scuro realized that he was losing control of the situation.  Bowing low, he said, “My apologies, Lady Alaerth.  The geas placed upon me has caused me great stress, though this is no excuse for my boorish behaviour.”

Lady Alaerth turned back towards Scuro.  “That is better, Ancient One.”  Glancing at the others, she said, “Your servants should come forward as well.”

Scuro looked back at the others.  “What say you, ‘Master’?” Raven said sarcastically.  “Can I approach?”  Scuro smiled and beckoned her forward, which infuriated her further.

“Your servants do not need to approach too closely,” Lady Alaerth clarified.
Ska’arr muttered, “I thought there was supposed to be a show.”

Lady Alaerth said to Scuro, “I’m surprised your servants are so undisciplined.  My scout had told me as much, but I found it hard to believe.”
“They are new recruits,” Scuro replied.  “Considering the events that have occurred recently, I have not had the time to properly train them.”  Clearing his throat, he continued, “Lady Alaerth, thank you for the invitation.  You are correct when you said that I need your help.  I am here to ask for your assistance with a... delicate situation.”
Lady Alaerth snorted.  “The Harpers are weak-willed fools.  The marut they sent after you could have killed you, but instead, they only sought to influence you.  They are like noisome flies.”
Scuro was taken aback.  His voice was a hoarse whisper.  “How did you get this information?”

Lady Alaerth’s mouth quirked up into a half-smile.  “My network is vast and there is little that I do not know occurring within my realm.”  Lady Alaerth paused and considered the necromancer in front of her.  “You will regain your former station.”
Scuro was overjoyed to hear this, but his response was tempered with caution.  “Why do you wish to help one such as me?”

“There are forces at play here beyond this realm.”  Lady Alaerth looked at the Stalkers.  “By helping you, I help myself.  You deal with these forces, and their interference goes away.”  As she spoke, the Stalkers noticed mist rising out of holes in the floor by the benches.  Her tone became frosty.  “That being said, I need to assure myself that you are worthy of my help.  If you prove yourself here, then we will have an agreement.  If you fail to prove yourselves, you will beyond mortal concerns.”  Lady Alaerth smirked.  “For warriors, a warrior’s doom.”  The mist gushed from the holes.  Lady Alaerth called out again.  “For warriors, a warrior’s doom.”
Kat dashed forward through the mist.  Cut the head off of a snake and the body dies.  Cruain had said that Lady Alaerth was the cause of the undead in the region.  It was time to end that threat.  As she drew closer, Kat saw a shimmery veil in front of her target.  Ah crap.  Time to draw out the enemy.  “Come out from behind your wall of force and we’ll show you what we can do!”  Lady Alaerth simply laughed.
Pelias knew that the mist was magical, meant to obscure their vision.  But its movement was sinuous and snake-like, not normal for such a spell.  “Beware!  Enemies hide within the mist itself!”  The mist shrank back a dozen paces then, cat-quick, it lashed forward at the Stalkers and encircled them.
As the mist wrapped around the Stalkers, masking their view of Lady Alaerth, she called out to Ro-Lund-Do once more.  “Best of luck, Ancient One.  I hope you survive the test.”  And with that, she teleported away.

The moment the fog surrounded them, each Stalker felt fully the intoxication of the mist, its surging bittersweet touch – a song of hate, of hot promises of all bloodlusts forever fulfilled, an uninhibited eternity of murder-madness.  With great difficulty, each Stalker managed to stave off the powerful sensations created by the mist and hold on to their true selves, all except for two.
Kat’s focused look turned to one of pure hate as she ran recklessly towards Ro-Lund-Do.  Her shortsword slashed towards his throat as spittle flew from her mouth.  “Die, necromancer!  Die!”

Fortunately, Ro-Lund-Do flinched when he heard Kat yelling at him, and Kat’s sword stroke caught Ro-Lund-Do in the shoulder instead of slitting his throat.  The slash caused him to spin around and he caught himself before he fell over.  Clutching his bleeding shoulder, he released a burst of unholy energy.  “Bow before my might, foul spirit!”  The unholy energy washed over Kat and she stopped dead in her tracks.  Her eyes were wide with terror and she trembled, unable to move or speak, the spirit within her was cowed.
Shribryn had cast about her with flames to destroy the mist.  But as quickly as the mist burnt away, it was replaced.  The mist lunged forward and engulfed her.  She drew her spiked chain and spun it overhead, charging towards Pelias.  “The weak will be culled!”

Pelias turned in shock.  He had no time to defend himself and he was vulnerable, mid-way through an incantation.  He could have thrown the fireball at Shribryn, but he hesitated for what could have been a fatal moment.  Suddenly, another spiked chain swung out and caught Shribryn around her leg.  Wrapping around her ankle, the chain was suddenly drawn taut and Shribryn crashed to the ground.  “Get rid of the mist!” Ska’arr said.  “I’ll keep Shribryn off your back.”  Even as he said that, Shribryn threw herself at him, clawing at his eyes and tearing at his throat with her teeth.
Pelias’ fireball went off and blasted a huge section of mist away.  An elfess stepped out of the mist in front of Pelias, chanting, and pointed at him.  A vivid cone of clashing colours burst from her hand, catching Pelias in the face.  Fortunately, he had recognized the spell and closed his eyes just before the spell released.

Opening his eyes, he was surprised when he didn’t see the elfess right in front of him.  Hearing a wispy, gasp of pain, he turned to the left and saw Raven dealing with the elfess.  A solid punch to the solar plexus caused the elfess to double over.  Twisting with the momentum of the punch, Raven followed up with a spinning kick which caught the elfess in the temple.  A barely audible snapping noise could be heard as the elfess slammed to the ground and lay still.

Pulling out his magical horn, Pelias blew with all his strength into the horn.  The note sounded, deep and sonorous, and as it reverberated through the theater, a holy nimbus surrounded Pelias.

Stepping forward, Pelias allowed the holy nimbus to encompass Shribryn.  Shribryn arched her back in agony as a white mist jetted from her open mouth.  The mist dissipated as Shribryn shook her head in confusion.  Moving forward once more, Pelias repeated the process with Kat, exorcising the spirit possessing her.  Back to their senses, they looked about for other foes.
A gentle applause caused them to whirl about.  Lady Alaerth had reappeared and was addressing Ro-Lund-Do.  “Congratulations, Ancient One!  You have neutralized my minions.  Your servants are well trained.  You have earned my trust.  Come forward and take my hand.”  Lady Alaerth stepped forward through her protective barrier as if it wasn’t there.

“Do not be a fool!” Raven hissed.  Scuro threw her another cold look as he stepped forward and took Lady Alaerth’s hand.  Suddenly, they vanished.

You may leave.  A voice, like a stone smashing a skull, echoed in their minds.  The double doors opened once more.  “I guess this is our cue to go,” Shribryn said.  Confused by what had occurred, the Stalkers left the other-dimensional theater and headed back to the Talking Troll.

“That little bitch cheated!  She hid behind a wall of pure force and I couldn’t get at her!”  Cruain chuckled at Kat’s outburst.

The Stalkers had arrived at the Talking Troll in a foul mood.  Ska’arr had stormed in and looked around for an excuse to smash something.  Seeing several half-orcs seated at a table, he strode over.  The half-orcs saw Ska’arr approaching and knew his feelings towards their kind.  Getting up quickly, they beat a hasty retreat.  Ska’arr snarled.  Though they got a table, he would have preferred to have earned it through combat.
As the others seated themselves and ordered drinks, Kat slipped away and met with Cruain who had been sitting at the bar.  Going over what had happened, Kat’s anger was hardly contained.  “It would have been foolish to engage her,” Cruain explained.  “Though I applaud your attempt, it would have led to your death.”
Kat opened her mouth to object, but Cruain cut her off.  “Take what you can, at this point.  There will be other opportunities.”  Glancing over Kat’s shoulder, Cruain commented, “Your missing friend has returned.  Maybe you should go over and have a chat with him.”
Kat looked over and saw that Ro-Land-Do had entered the Talking Troll and had made his way to the others.  His face was beaming with joy.  Taking the hint, Kat made her way circuitously to rejoin the other Stalkers.

By the time Kat rejoined the table, Ro-Lund-Do was being assailed with questions.
“What happened?” Shribryn asked.

Ro-Lund-Do grinned.  “The geas is lifted.  Lady Alaerth used powerful spells to counter the enchantment thrown on me by the marut.”
“I would have thought a casting of that magnitude would have taken more time,” Pelias said.
A faraway look passed over Ro-Lund-Do’s face.

The moment he had gripped Lady Alaerth’s hand, reality seemed to blink for Ro-Lund-Do.  He was in the theater with the Stalkers, and suddenly they were gone.  The pews, which had been empty before, were filled with faceless and nameless creatures, all staring with awe and adoration at Lady Alaerth.

Scuro looked about.  “Where are we?”

Lady Alaerth drew back her hood.  Her face was pretty and youthful, but Scuro found it hard to focus on any specifics of her appearance.  His gaze seemed to glance off her features constantly.  All he was left with was a feeling of youth and attractiveness.  He found it somewhat frustrating that he couldn’t remember her features even as he looked at them, but the feeling of frustration seemed to dissipate.
Taking his hand once more, Lady Alaerth led Scuro up to the stage.  Instead of props or backdrops, a large pentagram was engraved into the stage.  Symbols outlined in diamond dust glittered hypnotically within the pentagram.  A simple lectern holding a large, open tome sat in front of the pentagram and a large table holding a wealth of mystical paraphernalia sat to the side.  Lady Alaerth pointed to the pentagram.  “Please, step in.  You are well-versed in the arcane and know not to disturb the delicate patterns within the pentagram.”

Scuro paused before stepping into the pentagram.  “Lady Alaerth, will this remove the geas placed upon me,” he pointed at the enthralled creatures in the audience, “or will it transform me into a one of your faceless minions?”
Lady Alaerth smiled.  “Yes.”

Scuro smiled in return.  “I guess I will need to trust you.”  Stepping delicately within the pentagram, Scuro stood at its center.  “Then let us begin.”

Lady Alaerth began to incant.  The spell was long and during its casting, Lady Alaerth had Scuro perform ritual after ritual to complement her casting.  Scuro did as he was ordered, but he could not see the underlying pattern to the rituals he performed.  Hours later, Scuro began to feel strange, and the remainder of the enchantment passed in a dreamlike, unreal state, so that he could not recall much about it afterward.  All he knew was that he was growing ever more tired.  When the spell reached its crescendo, Scuro could feel his mind being lashed as the magical geas thrashed about like a living creature as it was ripped away.  He could hear Ro-Lund-Do screaming in agony, but paid it no mind.  The process lasted an eternity for Scuro and when it was over, he stepped out of the pentagram feeling haggard.

“How long?” he asked.

“The spell was intricate and the marut had left some nasty traps for any who tried to remove the geas,” Lady Alaerth replied.
“How long?” Scuro repeated.

“It has been three days since I started the process,” Lady Alaerth responded.  Scuro was shocked.  “But do not concern yourself,” Lady Alaerth continued.  “The extra-dimensional space we are in has several enhancements – one of which involves the bending of time.  For us, three days has passed.  For the rest of Faerun, only an hour has passed.”  Scuro was impressed.
“I am not a fool to think that I would get something for nothing,” Scuro said.  “What price must I pay for services rendered?”

Lady Alaerth laughed.  “You are only half a fool – for you did not set the price prior to the service being rendered.”  A chill ran down Scuro’s spine.  “But do not concern yourself – I had not been lying.  By helping you, I help myself.  I may call upon you in the future to provide me a service.”  Lady Alaerth smiled.
“How will I contact you?” Scuro asked.

“I will contact you as needed.”  Lady Alaerth led Scuro down the steps and towards the entrance of the theater.  “You have enemies.  Be wary.”

Scuro placed his hand on her arm.  “Do you mean the Harpers?”
Lady Alaerth looked down at his hand and smiled.  “The Harpers?  They are a nuisance, but hardly a threat.  They play at being kingmakers for the betterment of the realm, but more often than not, they make the situation worse.  The Magic Shoppe is a Harper front, but it is really of no concern to me.  No, the real threat comes from those who follow the banner with an unseeing white eye split by a slashing bolt of lightning.  They are disruptive and interfere with my plans.  Before you ask, I have sent several spies to gather information on the group, but somehow, they were found out.  None of my minions have returned.  This is the threat that may overwhelm us all.”
Stopping at the double door, Scuro bowed deeply.  Straightening, he said, “I will do my best to rout these miscreants.”  Lady Alaerth smiled once more.  “Let us forge an alliance and build our power together.  There is no reason why we cannot function together in the same region.”
Lady Alaerth nodded.  “I will await your victory.  Your servants are expecting you at the Talking Troll.”  Scuro stepped through the doorway and made his way to the Talking Troll.
“The spell was powerful,” Scuro explained to Pelias, “but Lady Alaerth had powerful magic of her own.  Just rest assured that the geas has been lifted.”
Pelias nodded in understanding, but he felt that Ro-Lund-Do was holding back information.  Pelias made a show of going towards the bar to get more drinks.  But on the way back, out of sight from Ro-Lund-Do, Pelias cast a spell to read Ro-Lund-Do’s thoughts.  As magic entered Ro-Lund-Do’s psyche, it was repulsed by a wall built of pure strength of will and mental discipline.  Pelias was surprised at the mental barriers Ro-Lund-Do possessed and at their might.
“She kept referring to you as Ancient One.  Why?” Shribryn asked.
Ro-Lund-Do sighed.  “You’ve asked me before and the answer is still the same – I do not know.”

Kat piped up.  “Well, how about this – what did you do to deserve the punishment from the marut?”

Ro-Lund-Do sighed again.  “I do not know the answer to that question either.  All I know is that I have been told that I need to keep the balance.”  Ro-Lund-Do held up his hands.  “Now before you assail me with more questions that I do not know the answers to, I do know a few things.  Based on the information I was given by Lady Alaerth, the enemy who has been plaguing Triboar is an enemy we thought we had dealt with – the tribe of orcs with the banner with the unseeing eye split with a bolt of lightning.  Considering the impact they are having on the region, they may be more than just a tribe of orcs.  Lady Alaerth has nothing to do with the troubles in Triboar.”
“And we are to take the word of a witch who tried to have us killed twice?”  Raven spat on the floor.  “Why are you trying to convince us that Lady Alaerth is not to blame?  Is she your patron now?”

Scuro’s face tightened with rage.  Before he could respond, Kat yelled, “Look out!” as she dove under the table.  Kat had seen the crowd part suddenly by the table.  Behind the crowd stood a red robed man, his bald head marked with intricate tattoos, his hand thrown forward as a small, glowing pea-sized sphere flew towards the Stalkers.  The fireball erupted amidst the group, blasting them and burning them badly.  Ro-Lund-Do lay slumped in his chair, his face and body charred.  Shribryn had been thrown violently against the wall by the blast and lay unmoving on the floor.
Still dazed from the unexpected assault, the Stalkers heard the Red Wizard bark out orders.  “Zinaida! Farah! Hazah! Wokrah!  Finish off the rest.  Leave the infidel to me.”  Suddenly, four orcs appeared behind the Stalkers, their rapiers driven deeply into the backs of Pelias and Ska’arr.  People shrieked as blood gushed.  The crowd rushed out of the tavern as the orcs moved in for the kill.
Pelias slid to the ground, a puddle of blood pooling beneath him.  Ska’arr fell to one knee and coughed up blood.  “Let’s... let’s try that again.”  Pulling out his chain, he stood and faced two of the orcs.  They simply grinned at him.  They knew that their rapiers drained the vitality from their opponents.  The battle would soon be over.
Farah had been about to plunge her rapier into Raven’s back when Raven transformed unexpectedly into a velociraptor!  Taking advantage of Farah’s surprise, Raven leapt past her and swung around, her tail snapping Farah on the side of her head.  Looking over, she saw Pelias gripping his holy symbol while casting a spell.  I need to buy him time.  Sprouting two black tentacles from her shoulder blades, Raven sprang forward to attack.

Farah lunged with her rapier leading.  Raven’s tentacles lashed out and gripped Farah’s wrists.  With a mighty wrench, Farah’s arms were pulled to either side, leaving her helpless.  Raven’s jaws clamped down on Farah’s throat, cutting off her scream.  Whipping her head to the side, Raven ripped out Farah’s throat.  Dropping Farah’s corpse, Raven turned to face another assassin and was lifted off the floor by a mighty bolt of lightning.  Raven was thrown against the back wall and fell to the floor.
Crap!  Rolling out from beneath the table, Kat rushed towards the wizard.  Seeing Kat approaching, the wizard cast hastily, and suddenly, five identical images stood beside him.  He smiled and prepared his next spell.  Kat smiled in return.  Her plan wasn’t to kill the wizard (at least not yet).  Her plan was to neutralize him.  Casting a spell of silence on her dagger, she threw it at the wizard.  Ducking, he smirked, thinking that the fool gnome had missed.  When he tried to continue his spell, he found that he couldn’t make any sound.  Losing his spell, he glared at Kat as he stepped back out of the room so he could continue his casting.  One problem down, a whole bunch to go.

Ska’arr rushed forward towards the orcs.  The orcs braced themselves but were ready to handle the foolish human.  When he had grabbed his chain, Ska’arr had also surreptitiously opened his backpack.  Ska’arr knew that he would lose if he didn’t even the odds.  He was merely the distraction.  Lord Farragut was the enemy’s main threat.  Ska’arr had to keep the orcs busy while Lord Farragut healed the others.

Lord Farragut leaped off of Ska’arr’s back and headed to Raven first, shoving a healing berry down her throat.  Raven had stopped breathing.  Suddenly, she gasped painfully for air.  Though in no condition to fight, she was no longer at death’s door.  Lord Farragut dashed towards Pelias to repeat the process.
Ska’arr stepped forward and engaged Zinaida and Wokrah.  Wokrah tumbled aside and let Ska’arr charge past.  Stabbing towards his unprotected back, Wokrah’s rapier bent almost double as it hit an invisible shield.  Zinaida’s rapier bit deeply into Ska’arr’s side but he grinned as his chain struck down on Zinaida’s collar bone, shattering it, and continued on as it crushed her chest.  Zinaida crashed down, her eyes glazing over even before her head hit the floor.

Even as Zinaida fell, Ska’arr expected the feel of Wokrah’s rapier.  His shield spell was temporary and, once found out, was not as effective.  Turning, he saw Wokrah, bloodied, clutching her side.  Shribryn had faded in and out of consciousness after the initial attack.  She could feel the vibrations of the orc behind Ska’arr and she knew an opponent was about to skewer Ska’arr from behind – she acted. 

Shribryn’s scorched skin, crisp from the searing touch of the fireball, cracked open, blood pouring out, as she got up.  Beyond pain, she lashed out at Wokrah with her chain, catching Wokrah in the side, collapsing part of the orc’s ribcage.  Wokrah stumbled, and turned to face the new threat.

Shribryn stood there, swaying, blood flowing from her wounds as she clutched her chain.  With a sigh, Shribryn fell to the floor once more.  Wokrah grinned and raised her rapier to deliver the deathblow when she suddenly couldn’t draw breath.  Kat’s had pushed her shortsword up through the assassin’s ribs – the easy way to the heart – then quickly whipped it out.  Wokrah collapsed into a heap, her heart’s blood spilling out.
Ro-Lund-Do had felt divine power suffuse his body and he was immediately aware that Pelias had healed him.  Looking over at Pelias, he saw that Pelias was in a sorry state.  Seeing that there were still others threatening, Scuro made a tactical decision.  We need more fighters.  Sorry Pelias.  If you survive, the others will thank you for making the right choice in healing me.  If not, you will make a fine servant when I raise your corpse.  Standing up, he crawled over to Raven and began healing her wounds.  Ironic, is it not.  It would be so much simpler for me if you were dead, but I have need of your services now.

Kat looked over when she heard chanting.  Uh oh.  There goes the zone of silence.  The wizard and his images re-entered the main room and he pointed at Ska’arr.  A ray of fire leaped from the wizard’s hand and pierced Ska’arr through the chest.  Ska’arr fell heavily to the tavern’s floor.  Lord Farragut lost control.  Rushing madly towards the wizard, Lord Farragut was going to sink his fangs into the wizard’s throat and tear it out.

As Lord Farragut drew close to the wizard, an axe lashed down and almost decapitated the ferret.  A dwarf appeared beside the wizard, his invisibility gone.  “Hurry up, Geirstein.  Finish off these fools so I can get back to my ale!”
The wizard retorted angrily.  “Just keep the pests away, Garur, and I will do just that!”  Geirstein ducked suddenly as a skeletal bat swooped down and bit into one of his images, causing it to dissipate.  Kat’s shortsword slashed through another of Geirstein’s images.

Garur caught Kat with a glancing blow with his axe, but she was more than game to finish off the wizard.  Worried, Geirstein shouted out a word of power and Kat suddenly froze in place.  Looking about, Geirstein saw that, though they were all badly injured, Pelias and his allies were starting to get up and were still ready to fight.  Garur ignored the threat and was relishing the combat, but Geirstein knew that the winner of the combat was now in question.  “I think it is time to leave, Garur.”
Garur was incredulous.  “What?  Without Pelias’ head?”  Garur ducked beneath Ska’arr’s chain and struck back with his axe.

“Stay if you wish, but I am leaving.”  Geirstein glared at Pelias.

Garur relented.  “Fine.”  Keeping his eyes on the Stalkers, Garur swung his axe to ensure his enemies stayed back a healthy distance and stepped closer to Geirstein.

“Pelias!” Geirstein called out.  “This is not over!”  Gripping Garur’s shoulder, he called out, “Home!” and suddenly, the wizard and his dwarf henchman were gone.

“Is that all you have?” Ska’arr yelled out.  Though he put on a brave face, he knew that the situation had been touch and go.  They had danced along the sword’s edge and barely made it out alive.

Near collapse, Pelias healed the others before turning tending to his own wounds.  Guilt assailed him.  He was the cause of this new mischief.
“What was that all about?” Kat asked.

Pelias felt guilt heap upon his shoulders.  He told the others of his childhood and how he had been tested by the Red Wizards and found to possess magical aptitude.  He described his parents’ reaction to the news that he would be sent to become a Red Wizard – how they slew the Red Wizard – and how his parents had hidden him amongst the disciples of Lathander.  Pelias’ parents had known that the Red Wizards would seek revenge against Pelias – a life for a life.

“I had started to travel to lose myself within Faerun so that the Red Wizards would never find me,” Pelias explained.  “I had not thought that they would find me so easily or so quickly.”

“Or that they would go to such lengths to get their revenge,” Shribryn added.
Pelias agreed.  “That too.”  Pelias now worried – would his companions abandon him as his parents had?
Ska’arr cuffed Pelias on the shoulder.  “Do not concern yourself with them.  We will not let them have you.  They got lucky this time.  Next time, we will be prepared.”  The others nodded their agreement.  They could see the look of relief and gratitude on Pelias’ face.
“Thank you,” he said.  “I am thankful for your support.”
“Any other surprises we should know about?” Kat joked.  Looking around at the disapproving look on everyone else’s face, she grinned.  “What?  Too soon?”

Members of the militia arrived and began asking questions.  Explaining what had happened, the Stalkers helped clear the bodies.  Examining the orcs, they found no useful information on them but stripped them of their weapons.

“I think our problems have multiplied,” Ro-Lund-Do said.  “We need more information.”
“I agree,” Shribryn said.  The others nodded their consent.

“I will head to Gwaeron’s Rest to see if the druids or rangers have heard any news about the Red Wizard or anything new about the orc clan and their allies.”  Raven turned to leave.

“I don’t think we should travel alone,” Ska’arr said.  “I will go with you.  You watch from above and I’ll keep a look-out below.”  Raven nodded.  Taking a running start, Raven transformed into a hawk and pumped her wings mightily, quickly gaining height in the night sky.

“I will talk with Belig and see what he has learned for me,” Scuro said.  He almost laughed when no one volunteered to go with him.

Kat and Shribryn stayed at the Talking Troll and tried to gather information from the crowd about any strange events (other than the massive battle in the tavern) they may have seen or heard about.  Pelias went to his room to commune with his deity – he needed guidance on how best to proceed.

The next morning, they met once more in the main room of the Talking Troll.  It had not taken long to repair the damage done (it was not the first time a huge fight had broken out) and replace the broken furniture.  Raven and Ska’arr had met with the rangers at Gwaeron’s Rest, but they had heard no news.  Scuro had sought out Belig at the Six Windows, but, surprisingly, Belig was not there and no one knew where he was.  The one thing he was able to do was recall where he had seen the emblem on the card given to him by Lady Alaerth.  It seems that Lady Alaerth is associated with the Arcane Brotherhood.  It would be wise to tread lightly with her – for now.  The others do not need to know this.  I will let them know if, and when, it proves necessary and is beneficial to me.  The rest of the party had not gathered any meaningful information during the rest of the night.
“Okay, so we learned nothing new,” Kat said.  “At least we got some fun new toys to play with!”  She clapped her hands joyfully.
Raven laughed and batted playfully at Kat.  Shribryn smiled.  Good.  It has been a long time since Raven has laughed.  This tide of shadows brings us all down.

Pelias identified several of the items, and after selling most of them, each member received a fairly large sum of gold.  “Time to shop!” Kat said.

