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The ash enveloped me; hid me from my companions. My guess was correct. I became immune to centipede poison. My pain ceased. My new senses perfectly suited this environment. The ash was invisible to me, even though I could feel it all along my body. Slim, thin bodied, and multi-legged, I easily transversed it, a fish in water. I saw footwear, each indicating my companions. With me were two giant centipedes, beasts that act only by instinct. By nature, they want to hunt to eat. And so, they attack. Bruenor was bitten. Faeril, unknowingly, sidestepped her bite. They could not see their attackers. I could not help them, not in this form. I would be outnumbered. My poison would have no effect. They are close to me. By showing myself, my companions would have some indication of where to strike. I arched my back so that half my body was above the ash. I clanked my mandibles together, one, one two, one two three. I dropped back into the ash. I move away, quickly. Just in time. Bruenor’s firebolt incinerates one. Of course, not seeing, he does not know. Faeril’s eldritch blast misses. I feel Oblok’s blessing. The second bites Faeril.  I hear the others shouting, the screech of a basilisk, running feet. I race to a wall. My form climbs easily. I reach the ceiling. I forgo centipede. I become giant wolf spider. Now I see all.
Korit had been exhorting us to quickly join him at the front. We had attempted to do so. That was when Bruenor, Faeril and myself were delayed by the centipedes. MooGoo and Vlad had succeeded. Their arrival had attracted a basilisk. All three were now engaged with it. I see Faeril struggling, weakening with poison. My spider form can deal with centipedes. My spider poison will affect them. I scamper across the ceiling to aid. I am now above her. She sees me. “Nera?” she whispers. It was not a question.
Bruenor sees movement; a wave rippling in the ash. Another firebolt. Only I see; see it kill the centipede. Vlad shouts. “Help here! Korit is solidifying! There is another one!” The dwarf races to join the melee. Faeril is safe. I too leave, hoping that she does not assume abandonment; hoping my leaving indicates no danger nearby.
There are now two basilisks. Korit has shrugged off the petrifying effect. He and Vlad battle the new arrival. Bruenor joins in unleashing series of magic missiles. MooGoo alone, confronts the first. I scurry along to assist my friend. Faeril moves to the group. I sense the magic of a bless. Vlad and Korit find it easier to strike, although Korit’s rapier has difficulty penetrating the hide. She draws her long sword and joins in the melee.
I am above MooGoo. Unexplainably, the basilisk disengages and runs around the corner into the darkness. MooGoo chases. I follow. The reptilian turns to confront the half-orc. Too late! MooGoo’s axe cuts deep into its neck. Blood gushes as it falls dead. Suddenly MooGoo is bitten and knocked prone. A third basilisk had come rushing out of the darkness; too quickly for any of us to react. The creature hovers over him, about to bite again. MooGoo is helpless.
The other melee- The sound of streaking magic missiles, Korit’s voice- “Faeril is down, unconscious-Vlad- good you killed it.”
I fall onto the creature’s back. It is distracted from MooGoo. I bite, release my poison. It bucks, throwing me off.  It stomps me! The spider dies. I revert to Nera, wood elf. A trio of magic missiles slam into it. MooGoo is up, his axe slicing into the hide. Vlad, Korit and Bruenor arrive. It turns to face them. I use the Green. My club becomes shillelagh. I bash it. Vlad knocks it prone. Bruenor’s firebolt burns it. Korit’s rapier thrust through its eye kills it.
No one needed to tell me what next to do. I rushed back to the first cavern. Faeril lies still, her life force just a flicker. I send soothing Green healing into her. Her eyes open. She smiles, she says “this is getting to be a habit.”
I reply. “That is because you do too much.”
She gave a little laugh. “It is the paladin in me. The others?”
“MooGoo and Vlad will need some tending, otherwise all well.” As I spoke the others joined us. After assurances and recovery, we did what we came for. I harvested the stomach fluids of the basilisks. Vlad and Korit helped. Bruenor, of course, searched for magic. And found it. As the others joined him, I searched for a centipede. Found one. Extracted its poison sack. I could refine it later. It could prove useful sometime.
Returning to the others, the treasure had been sorted. Vlad claimed a breastplate, Korit a dagger, MooGoo a great axe, Faeril a ring. I was handed a wand. “Identify this by attuning” suggested Bruenor. “We will have a short rest. There are some potions I want to examine.”
It was an interesting looking wand. Its head resembled a spider attempting to crawl up the shaft. Resting, I opened myself up to its magic. If attuning was possible, there would be a connection. There was. Returning to Bruenor, I told him.
“It is a wand of the warmage.” I could see his desire for it. “It is yours. Here.” I admit I was surprised when he declined. But I should have known. He is the smartest one of us.
“No. It is attuned to you now. Perhaps later. I trust you. You will know when it is more useful for me rather than you.”
“His faith in me gladdened me. “Be assured that will be the case. And thank you, for more than just the wand,” Busy with the potions, he waved me away.
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Wand of the Warmage
I went to sit with MooGoo. “Bug-Woman. Moogoo has new axe, more shiny, harder, sharper, dent-free. You have…just a stick?” His tone indicated I had been cheated, that I should have gotten something more valuable. 
“No MooGoo. This stick, …this wand, is good enough. It is very useful.”
“Hummm. If Bug-woman good, then MooGoo good.”
“Yes, yes. It is good.”
“Bug-Woman. When MooGoo on ground and big lizard about to bite, you were squishy bug. Lizard squash you easy. Still, you fight lizard. Give MooGoo time.”
“MooGoo, you are my friend. Friends help friends. Just like you always help us.”
“Friends help friends.” He waved his arm around. “So, all here, friends.”
“Yes.” I gave my inner fey freedom. “Here friends. Hear friends.” I made very loud explosive farting sounds seemingly emanate from Korit, Vlad and Faeril’s rears.
“Nera!” screamed Korit and Faeril practically in unison. Vlad just looked completely baffled. Priceless. I fell over laughing. “Here friends. MooGoo. Hear friends.” It felt so good to laugh.
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