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“Does anyone here speak draconic?” I repeated in a demanding attention tone. The question was important They were debating the best way to approach the lizardfolk. The first time I asked, I had been ignored. The idiots! I had travelled the Great Swamp; encountered various lizardfolks. They all spoke some form of draconic. My curtness ended the discussion.
“I do” Faeril ended up saying. “But I have something better; some telepathy.” Full of little secrets is our Faeril. The final plan called for her and Bruenor to approach, offer friendship, perhaps trade, and seek information. Korit would be set behind in case needed and act as a liaison to the rest of us. And so, it went.
MooGoo, Vlad and I could only see Korit on the rise, but we could hear everything. Since Faeril was being ‘telepathic’ this only amounted to hearing Bruenor ask Faeril to ask something and the lizardman’s draconic speech. Finally, Korit waved. Over the slope was a large open space with a stream meandering. Facing the dwarf and the half-elf were lizardfolk, a warrior, male, two warriors, females and two youngsters. Faeril explained. 
“He calls himself Ouzo. We have ensured him of our friendliness, even agreed to trade some swords for a fish meal. He told us that where we are heading is the region of another tribe, an evil one that has kidnapped the chieftain’s daughters. Another one has left to report to the Chief. We were told to wait.” We did.
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					Ouzo
In a short while a band of lizardfolk warriors arrived, led by an elder shaman. He spoke to Ouzo; discoursed with Faeril. Then he addressed us in a broken Common. “You come. Friends. Help tribe. Help daughters. Trade. Eat fish.” Then indicated to follow him. 
We arrive at their encampment. Tribal members surrounded us. We were curiosities, especially to the children. Chief barked commands. They scattered. Fires are lit and fish began to roast. Soon we were dining on fish, mushrooms and edible mosses. I have had worse.
Chief told us about the area. There were other bands of lizardfolk and groupings of troglodytes, each which kept to themselves. The two dangers were wandering basilisks but especially the Red Flame tribe which had abducted his daughters. They were totally evil and merciless. Since we had agreed to help rescue the daughters, he provided us with a map of the area. Ouzo, his best warrior, would accompany us to the Red Flame’s location. Should we succeed, he would give us an item of magic; which had brought only ill luck to the tribe. Who would want an ill-luck magical item? He showed it to us. Another tablet! 
Faeril’s eyes glisten at the sight. Bruenor actually salivated. Korit gave me a meaningful look. Chief would not allow anyone to touch or read it. “Daughters first!”
Bruenor was eager to start. It was decided to head out. We packed up and left. I noticed Chief give Ouzo a vial. I did not think much of it. It turned out to be a life saver.
We continued until rest time. The watches passed uneventfully. I expected Korit to bring up the tablet question during our watch. He did. We conversed openly now; not fearful that MooGoo would reiterate to others. He was always indifferent to the subject. When asked, his responses were to the effect of ‘it is what it is, it does what it does, what will be will be’ or some other equal truism. It took me a very long time to determine what motivated MooGoo. But I instinctively trusted him from the start; from our first pairing in the gnoll slave mine.
“It seems we found the tablet sooner than expected” Korit began.
“It may not be the same tablet” was my response.
“Uhmm…perhaps not. But assuming it is, we obtain it and Faeril decides to return to the drow outpost, what will you do? Have you made your decision? Remember, we have Angela’s map showing the way to the surface.”
“A crude map at best. I do not know. I suppose my decision will be based on circumstances; on what and why Faeril decides. For now, she has my confidence. It will have to wait.”
“Fine. Until we get the tablet then.”

Next ‘morning’ Ozul led us in a mostly north-west direction. We travelled all day until sleep time. It happened during third watch.
“Something is approaching” Korit stated to me and MooGoo. “Its quick and moving aggressively. Wake the others. I’ll head it off.” He left. As the last person awoke, we heard him shouting “Take care. It’s a basi…” then there was silence except for the sound of many clawed feet scratching on stone; getting closer.
We all knew then. A basilisk. The unfinished sentence told us Korit was already stoned. Faeril reacted first. She spoke a few words under her breath. The Green told me she had blessed herself, MooGoo and Vlad. The latter two were already on the move to intercept the creature. She, Bruenor and Ouzo followed. They were taking the long way, around the stalagmites.
My lore of basilisks was only what my fil’viridi colleagues of the Underdark Circle had related. To immune myself to its gaze, I wild shaped. No one saw. I am Giant Centipede.
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					Giant Centipede Nera
My blindsight stops at thirty feet but it perceives the environment more clearly and precisely than eyesight. Besides I did not need long range vision. I took the short way. My lithe, thin body easily maneuvered through obstacles. My many feet cling and easily climbed the stalagmites. I am above the melee. I see it; the lizard-like, multi-legged, wolf sized monstrosity; the basilisk that had turned my travel companion Korit into stone.
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					Stoned Korit Basilisk
The others had already engaged. MooGoo, Vlad and Ouzo surrounded it, averting their gaze as they struck. The creature could only bite at them. Vlad had managed to knock it down while MooGoo’s axe was severely damaging it. Bruenor and Faeril could not avert their eyes. They needed a sight line for their magic missiles and eldritch blasts. They would peek around a large rock, cast and then hide behind the rock.
I had no need to avert my gaze. I did not have one to avert. I jumped onto it, my mandibles piercing its tough scaly skin. I released my poison, one of the deadliest in the animal kingdom. It gave out a moan-groan roar’ attempting to rise and toss me MooGoo’s axe sliced into its head. A deep gash formed. I bit it again, the poison eliciting another pain screech All its legs were now writhing. Vlad slammed his sword through the gash into its small brain. It stopped moving. To ensure death, I bit again.
They gawked hard at me, unsure. I raised and arced the front half of my body. Staring them face-to-face I bobbed. I clanged my mandibles; once slowly, twice quickly and again.
“Nera?” That was Vlad. MooGoo knew right away. “Bug-Woman is now bug.” I bobbed indicating affirmative. We were called away by Bruenor. “Can anyone help Korit?”
I swayed, indicating a negative. My Green was not powerful enough. Not yet. Bruenor and Faeril had no helpful magic either. He was a stone statue, sculpted pointing at the basilisk, mouth agape, eyes wide open. Each part and piece seemed perfectly detailed, appearing just as he was when alive, except now all stone. Ouzo approached. He took out a vial, the one I had seen given him. He applied it to stoned Korit. The elixir turned the stone back to flesh. Soon Korit was hale and hearty. They gathered around him, asking questions, being glad. I had something to do first.
Returning to the basilisk, I reverted to Nera. My stiletto sliced its belly. I cut the exposed stomach and squeezed out fluid; storing it in my herbalism kit vials. Vlad came to watch me. Always curious that lad. Part of being impetuous I suppose. “What are you doing Nera?”
I explained. “A basilisk eats pieces of its stoned victim. In its stomach, the stone is changed back into the original flesh, for digestion. I am collecting some stomach fluids; useful as ingredient for stone to flesh potions; to make later. I am certain that is how these lizardfolk do it.”
We retreated to the sleep area to finish our rest, listening to the sounds of scavenger swarms and vermin already feasting on the corpse. In the Totality of the Green, death of one is life of many.
Ouzo led us out next ‘morning’. We passed a column of giant ants whose workers were tearing out chunks of basilisk flesh and whose soldiers kept warily watch. We continued for most of the ‘day’. Then Ouzo halted us and spoke to Faeril. She translated.
“We will reach Red Flame settlement in half-hour. They always have guards and patrols. We should approach stealthily.” I invoked the Green to allow us to pass without a trace. Inexplicitly, Bruenor summoned his owl; for scouting and distracting purposes, he said. The ‘Professor’ played no significant part in the upcoming melee and so will not be mentioned.
We reached the entrance. Korit headed in. Just as quickly, three Red Flame lizardmen appeared on a ridge to his right, shooting arrows. Warning us, he veered left only to be attacked by three hidden lizardmen. He found himself in a death melee. 
Naturally, Vlad was the first one in. He aided Korit. The rest of us followed. MooGoo was struck by an arrow. This enraged him. He rushed up the rise to engage the enemy, ignoring all other damage he took. Ouzo threw javelins. His aim was good. Bruenor and Faeril on the other hand…I do not know the cause, but when one misses, so does the other and when one continues to miss, so does the other. Korit and Vlad were holding their own.
I concentrated on the three archers. I am certain that these Underdark lizardfolk had never seen the moon; had no concept of moonlight. Imagine the surprise when I invoked the Green. An archer found himself in the center of a silvery pale tall cylinder of moonlight, whose ghostly radiance charred and cooked its flesh. It died screaming.
By then MooGoo had reached the top. Frenzied, his axe made short work of an archer. This left only one, already injured by Ouzo’s javelin. I shone the moonlight over him. His flesh burned. MooGoo reached him. MooGoo killed him. No archers were left. Bruenor and Faeril ceased their ‘let’s keep missing’ fire bolting and eldritch blasting. Korit and Vlad had dispatched two opponents. The third one disengaged. It ran to sound warning. Vlad chased it. He caught up, knocked it prone and rapidly stabbed it to death. Despite his youth, he is a good fighter. Then we all heard him shout “There’s two more. Running away. Have to stop them.”
Then Faeril’s shouted response, Wait! Do not get too far ahead.” Ignored and useless advice for Vlad the Impetuous. Recklessly charging was his calling card. We heard him running until “Oh, shhh…ittt! Then silence. Fearing the worst, we hurried after. There he was. Fallen into a pit! Lesson not learned. We got him out and there we were. About to enter the Red Flames’ settlement They had been warned. Expecting us; more tricks and traps. There was no going back. The lure of the tablet would keep Faeril and Bruenor. I had given my word not to abandon them.
The ‘Professor’ flew in. Landed on Bruenor’s shoulder. The owl did not give a hoot…about any of this.
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