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And so, we had a somewhat plan for the assault on the Red Flame Tribe. We dumped the headless corpses into the pit; “to demonstrate that we too can be ruthless” was Faeril’s reasoning. Ouzo led us for a while until the trail took a bend. Then he spoke to Faeril. She translated:” he says that around the bend is their stronghold. Since they are expecting us, all non-combatants will have been removed although he expects the princess will still be held captive. Her name is Iksara by the way. She will most likely be terrified and we should use his name and her father’s name to allay her fears about our intentions. He warns us about something called ‘Jabba’. He does not know exactly what it is, only that the Red Flames use it to panic and subdue neighbouring tribes. He will not be coming with us but instead will wait here to ambush any fleeing Red Flames. From what he saw of our fighting abilities, he claims we do not need his help.”
And so, we began the onslaught. I will not attempt to record what each of us did individually during this combat. It would take too long without adding any information. Instead, I will summarize on the course of events, noting the important instances, Consequently, I have divided the encounter into three phases: the ledges, the stairway and the Jabba.
Bruenor’s eyes opened after 10 minutes of chanting and mystic mumblings.
He stood up and with a satisfied grunt extended his arm to his left.  “It is done.”  We glanced at each other. We would have to take his word on that as the unseen servant is “unseen”.
The glowing lizard man’s severed head then lifted into the air. The dwarf had cast well. The ritual worked. Bruenor looked Faeril in the eye and asked again, “Are you sure that my unseen servant will be out of harms way?”

I found this question odd. It was only a force manifestation after all, not a living creature.
Faeril tried to make her face as reassuring as possible - glancing at us for support. She placed a hand on his shoulder as she cooed “Bruenor - they are going to see a glowing floating head and they will shoot at that first before anything else. There will be plenty of time for your unseen servant to get out of the way …”

Korit made a grunting sound that seemed like agreement with Faeril’s words - he was adjusting his ball sack - but it seemed to reassure Bruenor.

Bruenor seemingly assuaged - the party started down the corridor - the glowing head floating 30 feet ahead of them. Korit followed the head tens of paces behind. The plan seemed to be working as intended.

For a short time, our progress was uneventful. Then a javelin seemed to magically sprout below the ‘headlight’. The javelin and head clattered to the ground. It was apparent that the unseen servant was no more.

Bruenor’s head angrily snapped around to find Faeril - his accusatory eyes locking in on the female half elf.
With a chagrined look and a shrug, she yelled “My bad!” before she started casting her Oblok’s Bless spell on MooGoo, Vlad and Korit.

Battle had been joined and any thoughts of the demise of the unseen servant was swept from all our minds.

The Ledges:

We were in an area that had large ponds of water, too dark to tell deepness, favored by lizardfolk. Thirty to fifty feet in front of us and thirty to fifty feet to our right were twenty feet high ledges. Korit was the first to spot the enemy. “There up on the ledges…” was all he could manage before a volley of javelins seemingly materialized out of the darkness. Nor were these ordinary javelins. They released powerful arcs of electricity where they struck. Three hit Korit, one Faeril, the rest missing. The half-elf gasped in pain as she pulled out the javelin and staunched the blood flow. Korit was not so lucky. His body jerked and danced as he was pierced and electrocuted. He fell unconscious. Faeril looked down at him and hesitated.

“Leave him to me” I screamed out. “Help the others. Go!” My shout galvanized her. Using her magic, the ‘headlight’ moved with her as she raced after Vlad towards the ledges. Even before the rain of javelins, Vlad had advanced to the front ledges. Now there, he engaged lizardmen but was hampered by lack of light. MooGoo had done the same at the right-side ledges.

I kneeled to examine Korit. Bruenor and the Professor rushed by; the wizard screaming, the owl screeching. I had never seen the dwarf so agitated. Over an unseen servant? For the entire combat both Bruenor and the Professor were invaluable. The owl fluttered and wing buffed to distract the lizards, giving advantage to either Vlad, MooGoo or Bruenor. As for the dwarf wizard himself, contrary to previous battles, all his firebolts each struck with deadly accuracy. Mid-scream, he released a firebolt. It struck a lizardman that was engaged with Vlad, incinerating it.

Korit was near death. I flowed healing Green into him. He gave a gasp. Glassy eyes opened. 

“Nera?” he choked. I forestalled him by holding a heal potion to his lips; one of his. It was only the beginning of combat and I wanted to save more of the Green for healing. It turned out to be a wise decision. The potion finished the work of healing. Korit rejoined the fight, joining MooGoo who had just dispatched a lizardman and was encountering another. Korit’s rapier pierced the lizard’s skull instantly killing it. By now, Faeril and Bruenor had reached the tops of the ledges. All were fighting. It was time for me to join the fray.

The lack of light was hindering, even to those with darkvision; too many structures and shadows. High on the east ledge, I materialized a flaming ball sphere of hot green fire. By its light all could see what was occurring on the ridges. I rolled the sphere onto the legs of a lizardman. It screamed as its legs burned, allowing MooGoo to effortlessly behead it. I rolled it towards the north ledge to see Faeril’s longsword take the life of another lizardman. All the while, Bruenor and Vlad worked as a team; Bruenor’s firebolts burning and setting opponents ablaze to be easily struck down by Vlad’s sword. The young warrior had dispatched three in this way. I rolled the sphere back to the east allowing Korit another kill. Some of the remaining lizardmen began to disengage, heading towards a dark cut-stone stairway. It appeared we had them routed. I should have known better.

From the overhead darkness, a guttural voice called out, filling the entire chamber-“Fools! You will all die!” The remaining lizardmen shouted ‘Jabba! Jabba!” and renewed their attacks; most of them concentrating on MooGoo.

As I foolishly stood there, commanding the flaming sphere, a gaggle of magic missiles streaked out of the darkness, each one unerringly striking me. Each missile of pure magical energy ate away at me, sapping my life force. In agony, I fell to my knees, losing concentration. The flaming sphere ceased to exist. The chamber darkens again. Another barrage of magic missiles struck. I fully collapsed. I had to hide, and quickly. I am blessed by the Green. If Nera the wood elf cannot hide well, she can become something that could. I spend a bit of the Green to heal myself somewhat and then transform into Nera, giant wolf spider. Instantly, all pain is gone. My eight eyes see all in a 270 degree arc around me. My vision is crystal clear. I see all that is happening on the ledges. I see the lizard shaman above the north ledge, standing on a rocky outcrop. Now coyote sized, I scurry on my eight legs into the darkness and scampered up to walk on the ceiling, unheard and unseen.

The Stairway:

From my vantage point I see all. I watched as Vlad struck down another opponent, while shouting for more light. I observed Faeril using her eldritch blasts to clear a path to the bottom of the stairway while moving the ‘headlight’ there. I witnessed Korit disengaging to run to the ‘headlight’. I spot MooGoo slicing and dicing with his great axe against three opponents as the Professor flits in and out of the lizard faces distracting them to aid the half-orc. I note the shaman lizard emitting a thin sheet of flames from his outstretched fingertips to scorch both Bruenor and Faeril. I hear the half-elf call “get that caster!” as she runs to the stairway bottom. I notice Bruenor laying about him mightily with his warhammer. Ah, what good is a dwarf without his hammer? What I could not see was Chief’s princess daughter. She had to be somewhere up the stairway. Lizardmen were ascending the steps. Being speedy, I scuttled along the ceiling, hidden and passing unnoticed above their heads.

The stairway turns to the right and opens into another smaller cavern. I see the lizardman shaman. He has two warrior bodyguards with him. I do not see any other lizardfolk. No princess? Perhaps Ouzo was mistaken, and she had been taken away. I move along the ceiling still concealed and silent. Below me I see a large carpet mound of junk; bone fragments, broken pottery, soiled tattered rags and bits of clothing, eggshells, shattered glassware, rusted drow daggers and other unidentifiable materials, all covered in patches of fungal growth. Then I hear Faeril and Korit come up the stairs as the ‘headlight’ announces them. Fighting begins anew.

“Get that bastard shaman!” Faeril ordered as she engaged the bodyguards. Korit is agile. Summersaulting in, his rapier strike spoiled whatever spell was being prepared. Then he springs out. The shaman screams out hurt and in frustration. Bruenor and Vlad have reached the top of the stairway. This left only MooGoo and the Professor back at the ledges. The half-orc’s battle roars still audible. Without hesitation, Bruenor casts a firebolt at the shaman. A direct hit! The odor of burnt flesh begins to permeate. Vlad charges, shield bashing the shaman back along the edge. It yells out. All I could make out is the word ‘Jabba’. I dart along the ceiling to a corner of wall. I am now directly above the shaman. That is when the junk mound carpet began to heave and lurch.

The Jabba:

A monstrosity arose from the junk pile. It resembled a lizardman except for its size. It was huge! A piece of cloth girded around its loins was its only covering. It spoke in the same guttural voice as earlier: -“Fools! You will all die.” It swung its massive fist striking Faeril. The mighty blow lifted her to crunch against the stone wall. There was the sound of many bones cracking. She lay there unmoving. Bruenor firebolted it. Vlad rushed it, his sword penetrating its side. Yelling, it back armed him. The force was enough to knock him down and slide along the stone floor. He came to rest in a lump of arms and legs. Two of our best combatants had been taken out and MooGoo was absent. That left Korit and Bruenor to face the Jabba, the shaman and two bodyguards. Time to even the odds!

My legs let go and I dropped onto the shaman. My weight knocked him to his knees. Before he could recover, my fangs pierced its neck. My venom flowed in. He could only gurgle as the poison did its work. He quickly died. Even before its death, I had leaped off its back to stick my fangs into the thigh of a bodyguard. More venom. It too collapsed unto death. The second bodyguard turned to see a giant wolf spider, its fangs dripping drops of venom. It raised its javelin at me, forgetting about Korit for that instant. This allowed the moon elf to jam his rapier deep into the back of its head. Now only the Jabba was left.

I sensed that Vlad and especially Faeril were near death. Yet in spider-form I could not use the Green, the little I had saved for healing. I became Nera, fil’viridi. I produced a ball of fire and struck Jabba with it. We were in a somewhat dire strait. To heal my companions, I was useless against Jabba. Korit was injured and Bruenor just had his firebolts. Still, Korit, dear Korit, bought me the time. He dashed in to attack Jabba, drawing its attention. I sent healing Green into both Vlad and Faeril, stabilizing them. Now I had nothing left. Bruenor sent another firebolt into the Jabba.

“A LITTLE SINGE? THAT IS ALL YOU HAVE LEFT. NOW I KILL YOU ALL!” Its throaty words shouted into our ears. One blow of its oversized claws would kill us, yes. We each prepared what little we had; me, a handball of flames, Bruenor a firebolt and Korit just gripped his rapier tighter, ready to spring in. That was the moment that MooGoo reached us. Bloodshot eyes matching blood-soaked leathers, in a violent rage, he emerged. With a howl, he charged. The Jabba swatted him with a blow that would have killed me. But this was a frenzied half-orc His muscles were as iron, his bones as stone. He was only knocked back a few feet, still upright. The Professor flew in, buzzed around the Jabba’s head. The distraction was long enough for MooGoo to step, step and leap. The jump carried him to be face to face with the monster. His great axe swung from behind his back into the Jabba’s forehead. So powerful was the strike that the monster’s head was cleaved. For an instant, there was a look of surprise in the giant lizardman’s eyes. Then they clouded as its brains spilled out. It fell. For a moment there was silence.

Korit spoke first, attempting to soothe the barbarian. “They’re all dead MooGoo. It is over. Time to calm down, rest, get back your energy. MooGoo’s breathing relaxed, his eyes’ redness faded. I moved to check Faeril and Vlad. Both were beginning to stir. My healing had been successful.

Bruenor rubbed his hands together in anticipation. “I detect much magic here. Time to check things out.” He began to rummage through the junk pile. “Help me here Korit.”

It surprised me no longer. Bruenor’s thirst for items magical superseded any inquiry into his companion’s states. Still, I had to ask, “care you not for Faeril and Vlad?”

Turning, he replied, “Of course, but in your capable healing hands, all will be well, and I am not needed.” I could not argue with that. “Well, well, now what do we have here…?” He reached into the pile and pulled out a trussed-up lizardfolk. An obvious female and by the description we had been given, it could only be Iksara. She was clearly terrified. Bruenor and Korit’s soothing words and gestures had no effect. There were footsteps on the stairway. 

MooGoo prepared to fight. Bruenor gestured to the Professor. The owl flew down the stairs and almost immediately flew back. It hooted at the dwarf. “It’s Ozuo” Bruenor stated. Our lizardman guide entered, looked around, spotted Iksara and began talking to her. At the sight of Ouzo, she completely relaxed. She was freed of her bonds. 

“Thank you for taking care of me, Nera. I guess I missed the big finale.” Faeril’s words startled me. I had been watching the two lizardfolk. She had managed to sit up against the wall. She had laid hands on herself. It sped up her healing.

I responded. “Yes, you did. But it wasn’t much. Just MooGoo saving us all. You know, just the usual. No need to thank me, Faeril. Did you not once say we females have to stick together? I have no healing Green left, so if you have more, Vlad could most likely use some.”

“Yes, I could” came the voice of the Impetuous One. Faeril and I grinned at each other.

And so, in time, more healing was done, Ouzo told us that when he saw the fleeing Red Flame, which he ambushed and killed, he knew we had won. Why else flee? “That must have been the one who escaped me by diving into the pool” added MooGoo.

Bruenor’s searching had cumulated in a bunch of coins, javelins, potions, a ring, a cloak and surprisingly a tablet. Examining the tablet, he reported: “It is the tablet of Shaneenah; something to do with love, light and joy.” 

“I’ll take it to carry” spoke up Vlad.

I was so tired. We had decided to rest. With everyone else testing out items, attempting to attune, whatever, I just wanted to sleep and regain some of the Green. My eyes felt heavy. I closed them and entered the elven trance.
