
Curse of the Crimson Throne Session Summary 01/18/2009 

Attendance 

Chris (Malcolm Zirkus) hands out some especially nasty tasting cumin cookies.  

“I got these and they were awful!  Here, you have to try one.”  We all chew unhappily.  

He escalates to some Punjabi cookies (which do indeed taste like real Punjabs) and some 

mapplethorpe cookies.  Those are allegedly maple cookies, but taste like they’ve been 

strapped to a crucifix and dipped in urine.  The rest of us wonder what we have done to 

incur his wrath in this way. 

Brandie (Groupie #1) pretends to be innocent, but instead tempts us to ever 

greater heights of geek debauchery.  She mocks us for knowing what a TARDIS is, 

although she does slip and use the word “demihuman” correctly in conversation. 

Ernest (Annata Vieri) says, “What’s that smell?  Like a mix between rotten feces 

and Aqua Velva?  Oh, I see, you left League of Extraordinary Gentlemen on in the living 

room!”  He then settles down to only occasionally shriek epithets in German. 

Patrick (Thorndyke) steels himself – as a ranger, he knows he is going to be the 

prime target of all the bestiality jokes in the session.  We don’t disappoint on that count.   

Paul (the GM) tries to keep some control of the situation. When Chris starts 

passing out the bourbon, he gives up on that. 

 Bruce (Valash Not-Gurelle) is hiding out in Minnesota and thus does not appear. 

 

Suffer For Your Art 

Valash Not-Gurelle is in a deep depression because his muse has left him.  All 

those dreams of torture and mayhem which recently were inspiring his demented cerulean 

paintings have inexplicably ceased!  He’s contemplating suicide as a result.  Annata Vieri 

tries to reassure him that he still has many things to live for, whatever those things may 

happen to be.  Thorndyke blurts out something that sounds like “Hey, maybe… blew the 

dog.”  We all say, “What?”  “Blew the dog!” he clarifies.  Paul responds calmly, “I might 

pet him first, he looks mean.”  Thorndyke explains that no, he had befriended a dog 

named Blue in a previous session that we’d all forgotten about, and it became one of his 



pets.  He gifts Blue to Valash to take care of, ideally with the side effect of inserting some 

feeling into his life and having him not end it all.  Valash likes this, maybe because blue 

was his favorite color to put in his fell portraits of carnage when he was still painting.  “If 

the dog survives the week, I pronounce him cured!” says Thorndyke. 

 

In The Ghetto 

We quickly sell off some loot from last time, netting each of the three ensouled 

PCs with 708 gold.  Then we have Valash turn us invisible so we can sneak into Old 

Korvosa past the quarantine and naval blockade to find Vencarlo!   

Thorndyke mumbles something again.  He wisely refuses to repeat it this time.  

We have him fly us into the blockaded island on his hippogriff, invisible.  We set down 

in Old Dock.  It becomes clear that mob rule is firmly in place and Old Korvosa is in 

chaos.  A crazy guy in his nightshirt shrieks from his balcony as we pass.  “When will the 

Queen restore order and rebuild the bridges?  Oh, when?!?” Malcolm Zirkus tries to 

placate him by telling him, “Tomorrow at noon!  It’s all going down then!”  The guy 

doesn’t buy it. 

 

Movin’ On Up 

On Garrison Hill, many buildings have burned down and anyone left is locked up 

tight.  But in Fort Korvosa (not really a fort any more, now just a walled section of the 

city), there are some House Arkona guards on the walls.  They ask our business and we 

say “We have news from the outside!”  They take us into Palace Arkona, a beautifully 

decorated place.   Annata squeals with happiness upon seeing the peacocks.  Mahogany 

doors!  Incense!  Carved pagan gods!  We meet an eyepatched gentlemen who introduces 

himself as Karnochan, the palace’s majordomo. 

He escorts us to the visitor’s lounge.  Annata makes a 25 on a Sense Motive check 

(Patrick wonders, “How do you know if he’s winking or just blinking?”) and knows 

we’re being watched carefully.  Malcolm says it’s real purty here, but it’s decorated a bit 

like a brothel.  Annata disapproves of all possible implications of that statement. 



Lord Glorio Arkona saunters in, wearing a robe and looking pimpalicious.  

“Thank you for your time, Lord Arkona!” Annata says.  We offer up our late breaking 

news from the outside.  He says, “Of course the good and wise Queen had no other 

choice, but I hope the quarantine is lifted soon…”  Sense Motive shows that even though 

he has nothing but good things to say about the Queen, he thinks she’s a danger and 

wants her removed!    

Then, he tells us about some joker calling himself the Emperor of Old Korvosa.  

He’s unified the gangs in Old Dock into one big hell-mob, and has an imported “tall 

knife” (aka guillotine) he uses to execute those who cross him.  Formerly, he was the 

proprietor of the freakshow/theater Exemplary Execrables.  According to Arkona, he’s a 

clear and present danger to the security of Korvosa, etc.   

Annata fishes for info on anyone who might be working against the Queen.  Lord 

Arkona says that “some people” might be doing so but it “could take months for them to 

get ready to act.”  She takes it that Lord Arkona is silently included in the “some people.”   

Malcolm says, “Let’s go to the Sticky Mermaid, then go take care of this goon in 

Old Dock, and then around five, let’s get some dinner!”  Annata says “I like your sense 

of optimism!”   

 

A Whole New World 

To the Sticky Mermaid!  In the street, a bunch of kids sing and dance around a 

crude guillotine made of sticks.  Annata tries to chide them for their glorification of 

violence but they chant a little rhyme along the lines of “Whee, the Emperor rules, 

Korvosa will fall!”  She tells them that Sarenrae watches over all her children.  The kids 

make rude “round-eye” gestures at her. 

There’s a gang of toughs loitering around the Sticky Mermaid when we arrive.  

They make lewd comments at Annata and insult Malcolm and Thorndyke.  Annata 

pretends not to hear them.  Malcolm says to one of them, “Hey, do you know what a 

clavicle is?”  And he declares his intent to break the guy’s collarbone.  “I thought we’d at 

least get a drink before proceeding to kill every gang member in Old Dock,” said Annata.  

“You thought wrong!” exults Thorndyke. 



Malcolm grabs both of the thug’s clavicles and twists, snapping them both neatly.  

He screams and surrenders, saying “I didn’t mean anything by it oh God please…”  The 

other thugs step back, intimidated.  We make them buy us drinks to make it up to us. 

They try to get us to join the Emperor’s gang.  We determine they don’t have a 

catchy name (“We’re the Emperor’s… gang!  Yeah!”) or an ideology other than “take 

what we want!”  Apparently subtlety and finesse are not in high demand in this particular 

organization, but brute force is. 

Accordingly, Malcolm decides to play some knivesies!  This popular game 

involves two combatants standing on a table, with a knife and a bunch of gold from 

bettors placed in the middle.  The game ends when one person’s dead, unconscious, off 

the table, or there’s no more gold on the table.  No rules other than that.  The gold’s split 

between the winner and the bettors standing on their side of the table.  “I’m the baddest 

bastard in the hizzouse!  Bigger then old King Kong, badder than a junkyard dog!” 

exclaims Malcolm, to whip the crowd into a betting frenzy and to intimidate his 

opponent. 

He faces off against Thugly the Thug Leader (apparently this gang is so low rent 

that its members don’t even have proper names), who moves first and grabs the knife.  He 

slashes at Malcolm, missing him, and Malcom hauls off and punches him in the face.  He 

stabs Malcolm but Malcolm beats him like a red-headed stepchild with a pimp slap and a 

throat punch.  “Never bring a knife to a fistfight,” growls Malcolm. The thug swipes 

feebly at Malcolm, and Malcolm hauls off and belts him twice in the face, “Every Which 

Way But Loose” style.  The thug collapses to the floor.  Bets are paid off. 

 

The Emperor’s New Clothes 

We are shown to the Emperor’s palace in order to join his gang.  We are escorted 

all the way by a rowdy drunken band of thugs as an entourage.  “We’re not sure if this 

Emperor is really all that bad or not, let’s see what he has to say first before doling out 

the damage,” says Annata to her comrades.  In his building, there’s a big ol’ balcony 

enclosed in a canopy and decorated in gruesome scenes of war and torture.  There’s a 

mockery of the Crimson Throne with a raggedy king figure sitting on it that looks like the 

Burger King on crack.  A demonically-carved guillotine stands nearby, guarded by a 



gnomish executioner wearing a gimp hood with one eye sewn shut.  “Well… Never 

mind,” says Annata.   

“So, you want to join my army?  What will you do to help the cause?” asks the 

freakish Emperor.   

“The cause, that’s just wandering around and showing how we’re badder ass than 

everyone else, right?” says Malcolm.   

“Right!”   

“Tell us more about your cause,” says Annata.   

“Rule this place and take what we want from the weak!”   

“But… that would be wrong.”   

“How can anything the Emperor says be wrong?” he says haughtily.   

Annata stands tall and points at the Emperor.  “The goddess Sarenrae herself sits 

in judgment upon you, varlet!”   

“What!  Warm up the tall knife…” he starts to say to the gimp, before a flame 

breaks out on his brow, searing his flesh and leaving the brand of an ankh, Sarenrae’s 

sign of disapproval (aka a mark of the outcast).   

She also manifests a spiritual weapon behind the Emperor.  All four of his 

captains surround Malcolm and start hacking at him with battleaxes.  The Emperor steps 

back, says “Jabber!  Get them!” and beings to SINNNNNNNNNNG! 

“He’s a bard?!?” we all say with distaste and contempt. 

The gnome gimp rages and charges forward, hitting Malcolm with a gnome sized 

greataxe!  Turns out he’s a multiclass gnomish barbarian/gimp.  Those were limited to 5
th

 

level in AD&D, but apparently not any more. 

Thorndyke flanks a captain and starts poking him.  Annata calls down Sarenrae’s 

blessing upon her comrades, and her spiritual weapon whacks the Emperor.  Malcolm 

uses his heavy flail to crush one of the captains.   

The enemy all focus their attacks on Malcolm.  The Emperor tosses a confusion 

spell to no effect.   

Thorndyke whistles for his hippogriff Herbie.  Herbie rips through the cloth dome 

over the area and flaps through, revealing that he’s been “pimped” by having a picture of 



a griffon airbrushed on his flank.  Thorndyke then super-crits the hell out of a second 

captain, felling him. 

Annata says “Sarenrae will leave you in the darkness of your own ignorance!”  

The emperor’s sight leaves him and he’s now permanently blind.  The spiritual weapon 

adds some injury to insult. 

Malcolm leaps up onto the throne and brings two overhand chops down on the 

raging gnome barbarian.  The barbarian replies with two damaging strikes of his own.   

The Emperor hauls out his rod (snicker) and waves it around at random, cackling 

madly.  A stinking cloud appears, filling the entire area!  Malcolm, Annata, the gimp, and 

all but one of the captains fail their save and are nauseated and unable to act, leaving only 

Thorndyke, the blind emperor, and one captain.  Thorndyke stabs brutally at the 

incapacitated gimp.   Herbie swoops in to the attack, and is unaffected by the cloud.  “So 

that’s why Thorndyke always trains his pets to not have a gag reflex,” thinks Malcolm. 

Annata staggers out of the room and the cloud, trying to recover.  Her spiritual 

weapon continues to cut at the Emperor. 

To escape the cloud, Malcolm just lets himself fall off the balcony and down to 

the roof a floor below.  Luckily, he does not fall through one of the holes in the roof and 

down to the “blood pig” arena below, where two wolverines are let loose on a pig “ball” 

before a hooting crowd.   

Thorndyke spars with the remaining minons.  The Emperor casts displacement.   

Annata finishes “powdering her nose,” which is chick-ese for vomiting.  Malcolm is still 

incapacitated with nausea, even though he’s out of the cloud.  The Emperor dimension 

doors away! 

Thorndyke and Herbie lay into the gimp.  A couple rounds of combat, and they 

lay all of the meleers low.  We wait a couple rounds for the fog to clear and then loot.  On 

the gnome is: 

• Magical gnome leather armor fashioned as a gimp costume 

• Magical gnome sized greataxe 

• Gauntlets of ogre power +2  - Thorndyke 

• Amulet of natural armor +1 – Malcolm 

 



We smash the guillotine.  Malcolm keeps the blade and chain as a souvenir.  We also 

take the carved bat off the top to show Lord Arkona.  We decide to bail quickly rather 

than slaughter all 100 gang members that will no doubt be by soon. 

 

Suicidal Tendencies   

We head back to Fort Korvosa, but along the way we see a man stalking towards the 

Emperor’s palace with an axe.  Annata intercepts him with a friendly “Hey!  You with 

the axe!” and coaxes his story out of him, which is that he’s the last survivor of a family 

who was executed by the Emperor and is headed off to kill him.  We tell him, “We 

already kicked his ass, blinded him, branded him, and busted his tall knife.  See the bat?  

We got ya covered.”  He despondently says that he doesn’t have anything to live for so he 

may as well throw his life away by going to fight the Emperor.  Annata tries to convince 

him to take his revenge in a constructive way, by helping those who have been under the 

Emperor’s boot.  He takes it under advisement. 

 

Don’t Let The Bedbugs Bite 

We go to Vencarlo’s place next to talk to him, but find that his fencing academy has 

been burned down!  Annata holds back tears.  His house is still standing, however.  We 

knock but there’s no response.  The door is unlocked and we let ourselves in.  “Vencarlo?  

We’re here…”  There’s no answer, but a fire burns in the chimney.  We look around for 

him.  There’s a weapons workshop, a bathtub, a study, a pantry…  But no Vencarlo.  

“Thorndyke, can you try to find him?”  He looks and finds a bunch of footprints of 

people that came in and went upstairs recently.  Annata runs up the stairs, the other two 

in hot pursuit.  She finds a large practice room with a door in it.  “Vencarlo?”  She opens 

the door and finds Vencarlo’s bedroom, but it’s empty.  “Where are they?” she demands 

of Thorndyke.   

Malcolm looks under the bed, and is briefly frozen with fear at what he sees – a 

horrible bug-man peering back at him with its dinner plate-sized compound eyes.  Every 

nightmare from his childhood about bugs and monsters under beds has come to its 

ultimate fruition at this moment.  And that’s when another Red Mantis assassin drops 



down from the rafters behind us.  The first, who was hiding beneath the bed, stabs the 

crap out of Malcolm, who reels back with gaping wounds.  The one that rappels down 

slashes Thorndyke.  Blood sprays.  They carry weird serrated rapiers and are dressed in 

red body suits and an eerily lifelike bug-head helmet. 

Malcolm whacks at the one under the bed with his flail with some difficulty, 

shrieking “BAD BUG!  BAD TOUCH!”  Annata heals some of his wounds with a cure 

critical wounds/channel energy combo.  Thorndyke engages the other Mantis.  It tosses 

something into the fireplace and it explodes, spreading fire across the room.  “Shit, 

they’re ninjas!” yells Thorndyke. 

Malcolm batters at the bedbug, smacking it again and again while screaming like a 

little girl.  The other one steps back and weaves his blade in the air menacingly, 

hypnotizing Thorndyke.  Annata sees this and tries to snap him out of it with a 

resurgence, to no effect.  “Thorndyke!  Get a hold of yourself!”  He stands drooling as 

the flames spread around him.  Malcolm slays his Mantis, which disappears in a puff of 

red smoke. 

Annata charges up into combat with the Red Mantis and lashes out with her shield, 

giving Thorndyke a sharp rap on the noggin to snap him out of the fascination.  He 

recovers and attacks the assassin.  “What have you done with Vencarlo!?!” Annata yells 

at him.  Malcolm charges up to join the melee.  The assassin steps back into the fire, 

which doesn’t appear to bother him any. 

Thorndyke says, “Hmm, I wonder if these fire wolf pelt cloaks would protect us from 

this fire.”  Everyone remembers they have such a thing.  Annata says, “Brilliant!” and 

whips hers off and beats out some of the flames with it to make a path to the Mantis.  

Thorndyke and Malcolm maneuver to attack the assassin and Malcolm fells him.  We 

beat out the rest of the flames with out cloaks.   

We search for Vencarlo to no avail.  We find a secret panel in the back of his closet.  

It holds a lockbox, but no Vencarlo.   

A Gelato Break 

Some guy comes in downstairs and calls, “Hello?”  We charge down the stairs to 

confront a guy holding a rapier.  “What have you done with Vencarlo!” demands the 



distraught Annata.  He says, “I was just checking the open door, I know Vencarlo, I was 

studying at his academy here when the quarantine was declared.”  After a minute, we 

recognize him as the noble we saved from a marauding street gang many game sessions 

ago.  His name is Amin Gelato, and he has an interesting tale to tell us. 

After the quarantine, Vencarlo had some meetings with a man with paint-stained 

hands and a nervous demeanor - a local painter named Salvatore Scream.  They always 

met behind closed doors, but Amin remembers that Vencarlo got angry during one of 

their meetings and could be overheard yelling at the guy.   

Shortly afterwards, Red Mantis assassins hit the academy.  Vencarlo fought them off 

bravely but they burned down the academy.  “Oh, Vencarlo!” interjects Annata forlornly.  

Vencarlo then closed it down and disappeared.   

Amin’s been trying to find Salvatore in Old Dock, since he’s clearly knew Vencarlo.  

His shop is at 140 Wave Street, but Amin has been scared to go there what with the 

roving Emperor gang and all.   “You shouldn’t let your fears dominate your life,” says 

Thorndyke, in an unusually philosophical turn.  “You’re kinda scruffy for a Jedi,” notes 

Malcolm. 

Annata tells him they’ll go try to find the painter, but warns him that they will 

probably need to bail out of town soon.  She admonishes the noble to “Follow your 

conscience…  There may come a time when all true Korvosans must rise up against its 

oppressors.”  He mumbles noncommittally. 

 

To That Deluxe Apartment In The Sky 

But first, we go back up to Palace Arkona and tell him we busted up the Emperor.  

Apparently he already knows, as even the staff greets us warmly when we get to the 

gates. 

They escort us to the Lord, and he’s relaxing in the bath.  Annata blushes and averts 

her eyes.  He gives us a ring of evasion (Annata takes it) and a place to stay, which is 

good because we’re all beat to hell.  We ask briefly about the artist, Salvatore Scream.  

Lord Arkona is a fan, he has six original Screams in his collection! 

Next morning after breakfast, he shows us his library.  In it hang the six paintings 

by Salvatore.  They are disgusting, depicting all kinds of violence and torture and weird 



stuff - and use a lot of blue paint.  We verify that Salvatore is not a half-elven guy named 

Valash.  Lord Arkona does say that Salvatore did come visit the palace recently, looking 

for a friend.   

They thank him.  As they go to walk out, Annata channels her best TV detective 

and pauses at the door, saying “One last question, Lord Arkona…  Have there been any 

signs of Red Mantis assassins here in Old Korvosa?”  He says he’s heard of them, but not 

dealt with them.  Annata concludes that something about this guy gives her the heebie-

jeebies, but she’s not sure what. 

 

Seven Heads In A Duffel Bag 

And off we go, to try to find Salvatore.  His house is a leaning, decrepit building 

in the Narrows.  An old lady is parked outside, selling fungal pigments.  She’s a little 

crazed.  She’s very happy when Thorndyke buys some of her pigments.  She tells us she 

hasn’t seen Salvatore but a blue haired elf woman is hanging out in his house.  “Oh, 

really!  Thanks.”  Malcolm gives her 10 pieces of gold to help her six children.  Annata 

tells Thorndyke and Malcolm that they were both very nice for their charity towards the 

woman, and blesses them. 

Malcolm and Thorndyke circle the building and find a back door.  Malcolm 

watches the back while Thorndyke and Annata knock on the front.  A woman answers the 

door – a blue haired elf woman wearing a form fitting chainmail body stocking with 

spikes on it, carrying a spiked chain.  We take this in stride.  She introduces herself as 

Laori Veyas.  She says she came here looking for the great Salvatore herself.  She invites 

us in. 

“Don’t mind the severed heads,” she says as we enter.   

“Heads?” inquires Thorndyke politely.    

“Oh yes, they’re in there on the table.”  Sure enough, there’s like seven 

decapitated heads on the dinner table.  This takes us aback.   

“Why not?” asks Thorndyke, as it seems like something nice and noncommittal to 

say when faced with a makeshift Muppaphone constructed from dead people. 

“They’re just heads, they can’t hurt you, silly.” 

“Quite so.”   



Malcolm comes around to join us, and lets out a big “Whoa!” as he enters  We’re 

not sure if it’s because of the severed heads or the hot anime S&M elf chick.  She sits on 

the couch, the razors attached to her armor tearing neat little lines into the fabric.  She has 

come from Kaer Maga in response to “the signs and portents!” 

We get her to fill us in.  She says that many other folks besides Salvatore have 

taken to painting these pictures of late, and this clearly shows the influence of her god’s 

favored follower – Kazavon, warrior scion of the demented Zon-Kuthon.  She came here 

to find the clear master of all of them, Salvatore Scream, but he’s missing and now she’s 

trapped inside the quarantine zone and can’t get out. 

“Oh, yes, we’re caught in here ourselves.  Sucks.”  Malcom draws the blinds to 

conceal the hippogriff parked outside in the street. 

“So, the artists… You kill them and take their heads?”  This is what we call a 

leading question.  We prepare for the killin’. 

“No, no, they’ve been committing suicide en masse lately, I just keep finding the 

bodies.  I take their heads so I can talk to them later.”  We are slightly comforted by that, 

as it means at least she’s not a serial killer, and we’re even more comforted when we 

inspect the heads and determine Valash isn’t one of them. 

She shows us a piece of cloth she found in Salvatore’s bedroom.   Annata knows 

it’s from a high raking Korvosan official – the seneschal!  We tell her this, and that the 

new seneschal is a bloatmage.  She knows about bloatmages, and tells us about their 

weird blood-control powers.   

She tells us that recently she found out that the Emperor took Salvatore for some 

reason.  We agree to go hunt him down together. 

Upon arriving in Old Town, we find that the mob’s fallen apart.  We head back up 

to the Emperor’s throne room and start a door to door search.  One room, with a child-

sized bed, has a bunch of human heads mounted on the wall.  Form the décor it clearly 

belonged to the gnome gimp/barbarian.  Annata turns to Laori and says “You two had a 

lot in common.”  We loot the room.  There’s silverware and a platinum decanter to steal.  

Thorndyke tastes the fine brandy in it.  “It’s like Thunderbird, but… better!” he exclaims. 

We go into a wrecked room open to the elements, and chokers attack us from the 

shadows!  One entangles the elf.  We are disturbed yet strangely aroused when we realize 



that tentacle beasts are now attacking an anime chick (Laori’s picture that the DM 

showed us from the adventure is very anime in style). 

Annata causes her scimitar to burst into flame.  A choker grabs Thorndyke; he 

chops at it a bit.  Laori can’t attack with her spiked chain because she’s grappled and it’s 

a two handed weapon.  Thorndyke calls out, “Kick choker in the nards!”  She casts inflict 

critical wounds on it, and responds, “Choker has nards!!!”   

Malcolm runs over to help Thorndyke.  Annata’s blade sears into one; it tears at 

Laori, hurting her and ripping open appropriate areas on her chainmail body stocking.  

The other chokers hit and grapple both Malcolm and Annata!  The group is all grappled.  

Annata writhes entertainingly in their grasp. 

Thorndyke rips his choker asunder with his dual weapons.  Laori calls down a 

flamestrike upon both herself and the choker holding her.  Annata calls upon Sarenrae for 

much healing upon all our heroes. 

Thorndyke wounds the one that has Annata grappled.  Laori tries to break out of 

the grapple, but she seems to be enjoying the pain way too much and stays with it.  

Malcolm asks, “Hey, do you have a sister who likes to dress up in harlequin outfits?”  

Annata hacks through her choker with her flaming scimitar, felling it, and then leaps over 

and slashes through the one holding Laori. 

The remaining choker yells, “Why, you little…!” and chokes Malcolm vigorously 

with both hands.  Thorndyke takes it out.  Annata heals everyone.   

Laori dispels a spell on the last remaining door.  We go in and find an extravagant 

bedroom.  It has lots of stuff that was once expensive but is now a little grungy.  There’s 

a bookcase of violent and erotic works.  Laori says, “Dibs!”  There are also three 

Salvatore Scream works hanging on the wall.   

There’s also a locked, barred door.  Annata opens it to reveal Salvatore Scream, 

locked in a small cell but still painting.  “Mr. Scream, are you all right?”  He falls to his 

knees and sobs, “Take me away from here!”  Annata gives him some food and we take 

him out.   

As we do, Annata asks him “Where’s Vencarlo Orisini?”  He says “It’s not safe to 

talk here.”   



“We have a friend inspired with your same distinct aesthetic - what do you know 

about that?”   

“I don’t know, for weeks my inspiration has been gone!   I used to paint my 

dreams, but now they’re gone.  GONE!”   

Laori reiterates that her organization, the Brotherhood of the Bones, says that 

these signs are that Kazavon’s influence is in the area and they’re trying to search it out.  

Being pretty ecumenical, Annata encourages her. 

Salvatore says he and the old seneschal, Neolandus, had a “special” relationship.  

One day recently he showed up in Salvatore’s house, wounded and poisoned.  He nursed 

him back to health.  The seneschal told Salvatore that the Queen killed her husband, and 

entered into an alliance with the Red Mantis.  The queen had changed recently, suddenly 

becoming much more evil. 

This was big news to us.  The seneschal is one of the major checks on the 

monarch’s power in Korvosan law.  “Where is he?!?” we ask. 

Salvatore says that he told Neolandus to hide out with the Arkonas.  That seemed 

fine, he’s not great friend of the Queen and Salvatore has a good relationship with him.  

But when he told Vencarlo what he’d done, Vencarlo was angry – he believed the 

Arkonas were more criminal than anyone suspected.  Maybe Vencarlo went there to find 

the seneschal? 

We go to the Sticky Mermaid with the intent of turning it into our own local 

equivalent of an IRA bar, and to find a good locksmith to open the box we got at 

Vencarlo’s. 

 

I’m The Goddamn Batman 

The lockbox has in it a distinct set of gear that could belong to none other than the 

fabled Blackjack: 

- Black hooded cloak of elvenkind 

- Black masks 

- 12 masterwork daggers with a “B” engraved on them 

- Black +2 slick leather armor 

- Black leather boots of elvenkind 



- Amulet of proof vs detection and location 

- Black leather gloves of dex +2  

- Exquisite mithral +2 keen rapier 

- Bag of holding (I) 

 

Annata sits stunned at this revelation.  Vencarlo is Blackjack!  Talk about two great tastes 

that taste great together… 

 

The End Of The Session 

We level!  Everyone is level 8 now.  Laori and Salvatore are headed out to Kaer Maga 

and don’t really want to wait for us; we figure next time we’ll go to the Arkonas and look 

for Vencarlo and the seneschal and then flee town.   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  


