
Chapter 15  Second of HMS Dragon Wing 
 
We Sail, and Battle the Flame: 
 
(Thumper, narrative): 

When we departed from Madra, a cold wind, light to moderate, was blowing in from the 
north.  We sailed north of east, fair up into the wind.  I figure we were making good about 5 
knots.  Each cruising watch section had a helmsman, two lookouts, a messenger, and three sail 
trimmers.  I took my turn in the rotation. 

Our most recent news was that Flame had been operating northeast of Lumeria, so our 
course was generally toward the north, requiring some tacking back and forth to work into the 
wind.  There was a bit of excitement when a sail was sighted, but it turned out to be the 
merchantman Noakes.  During the night we showed no lights.  Dawn was breaking as I took my 
morning watch.  The Captain had just ordered that the two forward ballistae be manned.  We had 
made good about 55 miles, by dead reckoning, toward the northeast.  We had just tacked as my 
watch began.  The wind was veering toward the east, and gentled somewhat, so we were now 
headed north, pretty nearly.  We could not see land. 

It was two hours into my watch when a fog bank rolled in from the east.  This was 
particularly a hazard because we could be approaching the reefs that bound Suhalla, that is, the 
combined Lumeria – Ociena landmass.  Those reefs were believed to be about 100 miles from 
land, but to my knowledge had never been charted.  I didn’t have any charts available showing 
them.  This was one reason to operate within sight of land: to avoid those reefs. 

I sent a messenger to the Captain to let him know of the fog and ask his instructions.  He 
came up, saw the situation, and ordered sails shortened to slow us to about two knots.  At that 
speed, we should be able to hear breakers on the reef should we get close.  He thought, though, 
that we still had plenty of good water and were not in danger.  I had the sail trimmers who were 
not busy keep a lookout, and especially listen, to starboard and ahead. 

I was relieved by Lt. Zulu at noon, and resumed my routine duties.  The same conditions 
continued on to Master Baur’s watch.  At two bells, that is, five o’clock as the merchants reckon 
time, I was found in my cabin by a messenger.  Mr. Bauer wanted me on deck.  He had heard a 
bell somewhere out ahead.  It would be getting dark soon, and the fog was still with us.  I asked 
him to come up and let the sails luff a bit while a messenger was sent for the Captain. 

The Captain ordered Battle Stations. 
“We might want to go more to windward,” I suggested.  (I was thinking that might be 

advantageous to future maneuvering, to gain the weather gauge.) 
Instead, the Captain called for us to fall off, but to keep the sails stalled to reduce speed. 
Soon all weapons were manned, and the crew was ready for further maneuvers.  I went 

forward, to see if I could her the bell that had been reported.  Whiting had the forward ballistae 
trained toward where we had thought the sound had come from.  A messenger was sent to the 
tops to see if visibility might be better there, maybe the fog had cleared a bit on high.  It was a bit 
lighter above, but nothing could be seen. 

Then, a lookout reported a dark shape, “Three points off the starboard bow.”  I hastened 
forward.  I couldn’t see anything.  I listened.  Nothing but typical ocean noises, and the gurgle of 
our ship passing through the water. 

All of a sudden, I heard some heavy thumps in the direction indicated.  Three flaming 
ballista bolts appeared, and stabbed toward Dragon Wing.  At least two of them hit.  One started 



a fire near the bowsprit, another near the foremast.  Sailors were directed to combat the fires with 
sand and water or any other means, as I hastened back to the stern.  The Captain had called for us 
to fall off to dead downwind, which meant that we were sailing about the same direction of the 
wind, and the reduced breeze across our deck made fighting the fires easier. 

Meanwhile the enemy, presumably the Flame, lay off to starboard, then astern.  
Whiting’s men fired their ballistae back at her.  When our fires seemed under control, the 
Captain ordered Mr. Bauer to bring us up onto a broad reach so that five of our ballistae could 
bear on the enemy.  As the exchange of fire continued, we seemed to be missing, and Flame 
seemed to be hitting.  The main top was hit by a flaming bolt, and we lost that sail, and the 
rigging was burning.  It was good work by the top men to cut away the burning materials, which 
fell into the sea. 

As the Flame came closer, we made a quick jibe so that the ballistae on the other 
broadside could bear.  One of the stern ballistae made a hit as we turned, and I could see flames 
coming from the enemy ship’s rigging in the area of her bowsprit.  We headed more up into the 
wind as Flame came down, perhaps to help control their fire.  We were clearly taking the greater 
punishment, though, as ballistae hits to our hull started some fires down below.  Maybe they 
were taking more punishment than we thought.  Flames’s bowsprit fell, either from unseen 
damage, or chopped away to combat the fire.   

Both ships were preoccupied with combatting damage.  We had to send men below to 
fight the fires there, including men-at-arms from the ballistae.  Astern of us, Flame was 
disappearing into the fog as they fought their own fires.  As the light failed, we lost sight of 
them. 

It was dark, now.  Lt. Zulu took the watch as, fires now extinguished, all hands that could 
contributed to shoring, rigging repairs, and replacing burned or torn sails.  A doubled lookout 
kept watch, and sail handlers remained alert if needed.  But, gradually, it became clear that the 
battle was over.  The ship resumed a more normal state for night time sailing. 

 
A Mysterious Island: 

 
When all seemed well in hand, Captain Nylon asked me to come with him to his cabin.  

He went to his chest and pulled out some papers.  Pulling a chart from among them, he spread it 
out on his desk.  “There is an island.  It should be about 25 miles north of here.  It would be a 
good place to make some emergency repairs.” 

Aha!  This was the map I’d been searching for, showing Both Lumeria and Ociena.  I 
took a good look at it.  Sure enough, there was an island marked, about 50 miles from Lumeria, 
designated, simply, “The Island.” 

By our best reckoning, we needed to head north.  I had extra hands stay up to keep alert, 
especially for the sound of breakers, with lots of eyes looking for the island.  The fog had finally 
thinned out.  A half-moon up in the early part of the night would help.  I suggested we try to 
make good speed.  I figured we were capable of maybe 7 knots.  We would want to make 
landfall before the moon set. 

It was four bells into my watch when a lookout made a report.  I could see it – something 
off our starboard bow, rising above the water.  I estimated a distance of 7 miles, and brought us 
up into the wind to head directly for the island, and reduced sail, as I sent for Captain Nylon.  As 
we approached, we saw no lights from the island at all, but by the light of the moon, now low in 
the sky, we could see a small bay.  We approached with everyone at battle stations, but the island 



remained quiet, dark, and apparently deserted.  We did see some structures on the headlands at 
either side of the bay entrance, and another on the southwestern point, fortifications perhaps.  We 
anchored about the time the moon set. 

 
The Island 

 

 
Map of Lumeria and Ocienia, Showing The Island 



Even though it was now very dark, and we had seen nothing to indicate any inhabitants, I 
went ashore with Lt. Zulu, Whiting, and a score of men to investigate the structures we had seen.  
There was a beach that we had seen at the far end of the bay, which afforded a safe landing spot 
in the darkness.  I, with five men at arms and two sailors, set out to investigate whatever was on 
the prominent headland south of the bay.  Zulu and Whiting were to check out the structures on 
the other side.  We had instructions to signal the ship, two lanterns if uninhabited, one if 
someone was found.  (We could also signal more complete messages with a code if need be.) 

There was a rough path that led from the beach, that proved to follow the narrow 
headland out to my destination.  On the way, we were fortunate to have had lanterns, as a giant 
spider had built a web across the path.  The men at arms were able to see well enough to kill the 
nasty spider.  The sailors cut the webs away with cutlasses; we didn’t want to start a fire. 

The structure we sought proved to be a fortress, well sited, overlooking the bay.  It was 
constructed of logs to form thick protective walls.  Trees had been cleared all around to allow 
clear sight lines and firing arcs for a catapult and two ballistae mounted on the upper level, the 
roof, of the structure.  The interior was crude, with a dirt floor and a fire pi, and many stanchions 
to support the roof.  We found a beat –up lantern, several bedrolls in poor condition, several 
hammocks, an empty water cask, and some dried-up food remains.  On the roof, ballista bolts, a 
vat of oil, some ruined matches, and three pairs of metal balls chained together (for the catapult) 
were discovered.  There was a detached tower, about 30 feet high, with a small bridge 
connecting it to the fortress roof.  It seemed to serve as a lookout post.  No sign of any current 
occupants was found anywhere.  I signaled Dragon Wing with two lanterns.   

A signal back from the ship ordered us to hold the position until morning.  Then a shore 
party would be sent.  I asked by signal for clarification, and was told that Lt. Zulu’s party would 
be coming to join us now.  He came in 20 minutes later.  His party had investigated the closest 
structure, and had found it to be a similar type of fortification, but collapsed.  Not long afterward, 
I read a signal from the farthest structure, from Whiting, that he had found a semaphore 
mechanism, but no usable supplies, and the position was not defensible.   

I understood what the Captain intended.  We would man this fortress, in particular the 
catapult and ballistae, which seemed serviceable, to supplement Dragon Wing’s own defenses 
should the enemy appear. 

 
Repairs and a Ship in Sight: 

 
I posted a watch in the tower and others keeping a lookout ashore, and we took turns 

grabbing a bit of sleep in what remained of the night.  As morning broke, our lookout called 
down, “Ho!  Ship in sight!” 

I hastened up to the tower and took a look with my spyglass.  Sure enough, a ship lay 
about due south, some 25 miles away perhaps, maybe more, hull down and, from the look of her 
masts, headed east.  This extreme range was possible due to our high position; I never would 
have seen the ship from lower.  That had to be the Flame, or rather, Return of the Flame.  I 
dispatched Lt. Zulu and three of men to make a report.  I stayed at the fortress for four more 
hours to keep an eye on that ship and look for others.  Meanwhile, in the bay, men on Dragon 
Wing were hard at work making repairs.  About noon, leaving several of the men at arms and 
two sailors to keep watch, I went down to the beach to take a boat back to Dragon Wing to 
report. 



The Carpenter told me that at least two days would be needed to make repairs.  There had 
been considerable damage below.  The ship had been hit several times by ballista bolts to the 
hull, and fires had caused further damage.  The biggest issue was how to deal with damage to the 
masts.  In a dockyard, a machine would normally be used for pulling masts and lifting topmasts 
into position.   

It occurred to me that, somewhere in the bay, there might be a steep drop-off that would 
allow Dragon Wing, next to the shore, to be reached by an improvised lever.  We really would 
like to have that main topmast replaced.  As it turned out, the ruined fortification north of the bay 
entrance afforded such an opportunity.  A strong 25-foot log was found which, cantilevered from 
the cliff top, could help lift spars up into the rigging.  It took a good day of work to prepare this 
improvised crane to be put in service.  Meanwhile, Dragon Wing was positioned with anchors to 
present a strong broadside to any ship that might sail into the harbor. 

Some men were also put to work gathering ballista bolts and catapult balls from the 
ruined fortifications that could be taken to the fortress on the cliff, so those weapons might have 
an adequate supply for a fight.  Some additional exploration on the island showed that the only 
inhabitants were three goats: one large, one medium sized, a nd one small.  The crew were 
ordered not to disturb them.  (Some would have had our rations supplemented with fresh meat.) 

Signals from the fortress indicated that the ship that had been sighted remained over 20 
miles away and hull down.  As long as the weather remained clear, we would have plenty of 
warning, at least by day.  We would have extra watches set during the night, but men needed rest 
too.  At least we could rest assured that a ship couldn’t close but so rapidly from that far away.   

The next day would see our mast restored and repairs to the rigging completed.  In the 
morning, we still found that the other ship lingered near the horizon without getting much closer.  
If that was Flame, they must also be making repairs, but without the benefit of a harbor.  Was 
this island the Flame’s secret base?  It would make sense.  So, why did Flame not return here?  I 
supposed that with the damage to their bowsprit, they couldn’t sail into the wind effectively.  
Even though we had sustained greater damage, our ability to point up had not been greatly hurt.  
Maybe Flame simply couldn’t sail here.  Surely, though, they would have improvised a bowsprit, 
or would soon.  Would they try to fight us here?  Would they know, or suppose, we were here?  
One way or the other, the next day would be critical.  We should, if nothing went wrong, 
complete our repairs. 

That’s more or less what happened.  The mast was repaired, though rigging work 
continued into the night by lantern light.  By late afternoon, the enemy ship, assumed to be 
Flame, was closer, to the west, at 14 miles, heading due south with a westerly wind.  They were 
in position to sweep down on us during the night, if they so chose.  A party was left in the 
fortress for now.  A report by lantern after midnight reporting Flame at 8 miles when last seen, 
just as the moon was about to set.  It was still a few hours before first light. 

 
We Battle Flame a Second Time: 

 
Captain Nylon made his decision.  Rather than meet Flame here, we would meet her at 

sea.  He recalled the men from the fortress, asking them to bring all of the ammunition for the 
catapult and ballistae so that none might be used against us in the future.  All were aboard, and 
we cast off at a bit of light began to show in the East.  We made our way safely out of the harbor 
and came up into the wind, heading SSW. 



Soon we made out Flame six miles away.  Captain Nylon called for us to come down a 
bit, and soon we saw Flame put about.  They had obviously spotted us.  We then tightened up 
into a beat, as if we had just seen them, and were trying to run away.  Flame gave chase.  We 
continued to beat into the wind, but made a point of doing so inefficiently.  Flame closed to two 
miles, then one and a half, and finally one.  It was time for action.  It was two bells into the 
morning watch, about 10 in the morning as landsmen reckon it. 

Suddenly, we loosed a sheet on the mainsail, and made a show of losing control.  I 
directed Master Bauer to fall off, according to Captain Nylon’s plan, which happened to bring 
our full broadside to bear.  Whiting fired, with our flaming bolts aimed for Flame’s rigging and 
sails.  Flame wasted no time replying, three bolts hitting us but none causing serious damage.  
Our bolts started a fire in Flame’s rigging.  We continued to fall off, and the Captain sent me to 
form the boarding party.  Captain Nylon and Master Bauer did a wonderful job of making it 
lo0ok like we had lost control.  Meanwhile, Flame was struggling to contain her fires.  Ballistae 
bolts continued to be exchanged and we had some bad fires going up forward.  Then Baur put the 
helm over to a collision course.  I yelled, “Prepare!” as the men at arms and sailors gathered to 
storm when we collided. 

As Drago Wing collided with Flame, the Captain ordered the wind spilled from the sails.  
Grappling hooks were thrown, and I called, “Away the Boarding Party!”  Whiting led the first 
men over, two corporals and a dozen men at arms, and I prepared to follow with a corporal, two 
men at arms, and 20 sailors.  I had already cast my “shield” spell, and now I cast two “sleep” 
spells in rapid succession on the enemy decks just as Whiting and his men were boarding.  I 
followed that up with two magic missiles against a lieutenant or someone who didn’t go down. 

 

 
Flame and Dragon Wing grappled 

 
With 20 of the enemy crew suddenly fast asleep on deck, the battle did not take long, nor 

did we suffer serious losses.  Sergeant Whiting engaged in a furious fight with a half orc 
lieutenant and ultimately prevailed.  He, a corporal, and three sailors fought their way up to the 
quarterdeck.  The Flame’s captain fled, escaping into the cabin below through a skylight.  
Ultimately, he and eight sailors were cornered in the hold.  The sailors surrendered, but he tried 
to flee further forward, and was brought down and captured. 

Meanwhile, fires continued on both ships.  Those remaining on Dragon Wing gave their 
full attention for fighting these fires and bringing them under control.  The sailors in the boarding 
party, once the battle was in hand, started to do the same on that ship.  Eventually the fires were 
put out.  Neither vessel was completely disabled, though there was considerable damage to the 
rigging, especially on the Flame.  The wounded were attended to, and the prisoners remaining of 
the Flame’s crew were tied up and guarded carefully by the men-at-arms. 
 



DM:  Out of the initial 44 members of the Flame's crew, 19 are still alive, of which only four are 
still "up".  Along with them is the surviving Lt. Jolly Roger, along with Captain Danver.  Three 
Men-at-arms from the Dragon Wing, along with Sergeant Whiting, went down during the battle, 
but no one died.  You are about 6 miles from the Island.  Captain Nylon will arrange for all of 
the prisoners to be brought aboard the Dragon Wing. 

Captain Nylon puts you in temporary command of the Flame, to get it back to The Island, 
to effect repairs.  Captain Nylon gives you 10 sailors to get you there.  The wind remains the 
same, and you get to the island and anchor there without any incident.  Captain Nylon has the 
Dragon Wing anchored with her undamaged side, the starboard side, aimed toward the entrance, 
and send one of the midshipman and 8 men-at-arms up to the Fortress, just in case.  Your gear, 
what survived the two battles, was carried over to the Flame.  Let’s see what of yours survived. 

Canvas Curtain: Ripped, needs to be replaced; Cabin Stores: destroyed;  
Contents of Desk: Desk Was Destroyed; Fur Cloak: Burned; Bunk: Damaged. 
Sea Chest: Intact; Contents of Chest: Alright 
Cutlass on wall: Damaged, but can be repaired. 
You spend a minimum of three days there effecting repairs.  For the Voyage back, you 

will be in command of the Flame, with 20 Sailors and 10 men-at-arms and two corporals. 
 

Back to Madra: 
 
Just to make a long story short, you make it back to Madra Port one day after you leave 

The Island, and the Flame is sold to the Militia.  The Prize money for the ship is a total of 20,100 
gp.  The share's are as follows: 
Captain: 1/4=5,025gp;   Admiralty: 1/8=2512gp, 10 sp; 
Thumper:1/8=2512gp, 10sp;   Lt. Zulu, Sg. Whiting: 1/8= 1256gp, 5sp each; 
4 Corporals, 4 Midshipmen, 1/8=628gp each; 40 crew, 20 men-at-arms=83gp, 15sp. 

Once it is sold into the Militia's Service, you are relieved as Captain by Commander 
Polypropylene.  A group of men come aboard and have you stuff taken wherever you want (The 
Mainmast?)  You are ordered to submit a report to the Admiralty quickly about the mission, and 
are once more on the Reserve roster.  You also receive a pay of 20gp. 
 
Thumper: Was the "prize money" distribution inclusive of property found on The Flame, 
meaning magic items or any other "special" cargo?  I'm interested in what sort of "loot" from 
piracy may have been found, whether there is evidence of having executed victims, and any 
information that might be extracted from the captain or crew about their recent activities and 
where they may have visited, and so forth. 

I'll get to the report.  I intend to find a really nice necklace or ring for Clethara on which 
I'd like to spend a substantial sum of money; anything particularly "special" available?  Or a nice 
but affordable magic item?  I intend to give the matter immediate attention upon getting back to 
Madra. 

I also will have told Captain Nylon that I'd like to appeal for some leniency on the part of 
the Admiralty to Captain Danver and his remaining crewmen, in view of their help in the recent 
expedition concerning the Earl of the Northern Reaches, and perhaps some degree of common 
cause concerning said Earl. 



So, upon returning to Madra, as soon as the vessel has been secured and responsibility 
properly turned over to local authorities, I will attend to aforementioned errands then go looking 
for Clethara. 
 
DM: During your stay in the Captain's Cabin aboard the Flame, you discover many of Captain 
Danver's papers.  It appears he attempted to destroy most of his charts, and was very successful. 
I'm going to need an Intelligence roll and a d6 roll.  However, he was unable to destroy his log or 
what appears to be a manifest of what the Flame had captured within the past few weeks of 
piracy.  The Log is summarized as such.  It starts at a point of about three weeks prior. 
 

After Captain Danver seized control after the last visit to the old hideout, Flame 
began committing acts of piracy against all ships operating from the Northwest Point to a 
few miles north of Madra.  Flame renounced affiliation with the Earl shortly after Danver 
assumed command, and stopped using that cave as a base.  During the following weeks, 
Flame intercepted and raided three merchant ships, as well as captured and burned seven 
smaller fishing vessels.  The crews of the fishing vessels were given a choice, join the 
crew, or the phrase, "A short drop and a quick stop. 

They became aware of the mission of the Dragon Wing recently thanks to a 
contact within the Militia, and proceeded to track the Dragon Wing as it left port. 
Attempting to ambush it in a heavy fog, Flame inflicted heavy damage, while receiving 
none in return.  Dragon Wing retreated to a nearby, uninhabited island to effect repairs. 
For two days Flame patrolled around the island making sure that the ship did not escape. 
The Long ends here. 
 

The manifest is as follows: 
Cargo Vessels:  Rebuck: Outside Injuma Bay  Cargo: Weapons  Value: 1250gp 
Atropos: Three miles NE of NW Point  Cargo: Food  Value:250gp 
Clorinda: 12 Miles north of Madra  Cargo: Gems  Value: 1700gp 
Seven unnamed fishing vessels: Outside Daila Port  Cargo: None  Crew: Volunteers: 8 
sailors.  Vessels Burned 
 

 Also, you see this piece of parchment.  “Complete List of Compiled Loot.  On 
Island X.  Island X is far from Lumeria, whose location is only known by two 
individuals, rests the following pile of loot.”   

The island's position, nor the location of this treasure, is not written on paper, and 
is only known by the same to people mentioned above. 

Loot: 42,000gp in various forms (ie. Gold, Platinum, gems, etc.) 
 

After searching the ship, you locate no loot or treasure aboard.  However, you do find 
down below a special locker full of various forms of alcohol, mostly rum, which the Senior 
Corporal strongly recommends is thrown overboard or secured.  [It was “secured.]  You would 
know that Lumerian sailors have a knack for getting drunk. 
 
Thumper: Int roll: 6 (12 under) d6 roll: 5  It looks like Danver was pretty much a pirate in the 
worst sense.  Not just a few copied DVD's.  I'm still willing to put in a word on his behalf with 
the Admiralty, based on what he did.  But, all this in his log is evidence too. 



I'm going to make a point of taking the small piece of parchment.  The spirits locker 
stores are part of the Prize, and will be turned in with the Flame upon arrival at Madra. 
 
DM: On the matter of a very nice piece of jewelry for Clethera, you go to the magic shop as one 
of your stops: 

His selection of rings and pendants are down at the moment, but he does have one special 
one to offer.  As you are looking for a ring for a special girl, (assuming you’re not wearing your 
uniform and are back to your bunny ears and usual attire) the owner says that you might need 
this one.  He withdraws a ring that has a single pink stone imbedded in it.  He calls it a "Ring of 
Infatuation."  The ring is worn for a moment by the giver of the gift, then when the person who 
receives the ring wears it, that person is overcome by a strong infatuation for that person.  While 
he is describing this ring, he keeps looking at your ears.  He's offering it for a modest 600gp. 

You can find a beautiful ring for Clethera adorned with a variety of stone for 350gp at a 
local jewelry merchant. 
 
Thumper:  I'll tell the magic shop owner that I'll decline on his special ring.  She'd be sure to 
make her saving throw, and then where would I be?  He really doesn't have anything else that a 
talented magically inclined young woman would like? 

I'll ask at the jeweler's “You don't have anything nicer?” 
 
DM: What piece of paper? The one about the contact inside the militia, the one about the island, 
the manifest? 

OK, your word does little to dissuade the Admiralty. They will pardon the surviving 
pressed man, but Danver, Jolly Roger, and the remaining Pirate crew members will follow in the 
same fate, “A short drop and a quick stop.” 

I need to know what you did with all the papers before continuing on. 
 
Thumper: I'll hold onto the scrap of parchment about the island.  I'll ask to keep the papers that 
were being destroyed about islands, charts and such.  I want to figure out what I can from it.  The 
log and manifest are evidence that needs to be turned in for use in a trial, if one is held. 
 
DM: (Magic Shop owner) “Nothing that you can afford.”  I assume you gave him a price range? 

(Jewelry Shop Owner) “Well, the only thing more expensive than that are our very high 
quality rings.  They are made from the highest quality gold, and even platinum, as well as 
encrusted with the best of the best gems from the mines from Kalay.  Specially cut by the most 
experienced dwarves.  Does that sound like what you're looking for?  One is Platinum with a 
large emerald, surrounded by eight other smaller green gems, for 900gp.  One is Gold, with a 
diamond shaped ruby.  It catches the light extremely well, for 1000gp.  The last one is platinum, 
with a very large diamond in the center, for 1,500gp.” 
 
Thumper:  I've received my cut of the prize?  That is, I actually have received the cash?  
Assuming so..... 

To the magic shop owner, “Yeah, I guess you're right.  I’m not the kind of magic user 
who can buy the big stuff.  Thanks anyway.  Maybe someday.” 

At the jewelry shop: “Yes, that sounds better.  Let me take a look.” 



I ask myself, what colors does Clethara favor?  Red?  Green?  Darn.  I can't remember.  
Some women are said to be picky about such things.  “I guess I'd better take that white one.  The 
diamond.  With the, uh, Platinum?  Yes, maybe she'll like that.  Girls are supposed to like 
diamonds.  Say, do you do gift wrapping?” 
 
DM:  So you ask to retain the paper about The Island?  Ok, that’s what I needed to know.  The 
Admiralty will make a copy of it and then allow you to keep it.  They will hold onto the 
destroyed charts and papers to try and reassemble them.  The Log and Manifest are turned in. 
There is a trial, if you can call it that.  Danver gives no defense, and no one speaks for him.  The 
trial concludes; the Admiralty decrees that he is a pirate and he is hung down by the pier. 
 
Thumper:  I thought that I said I'd speak on his behalf, to the extent of telling of his giving aid to 
the Crown in the case of the rebellion of the Earl of the Northern Reaches. 

I know it won't change anything, but figure he's at least due recognition for that. 
 
DM:  Yes, you do have the cash in hand...or I guess the coins in a bag. 

“Yes, we are happy to do gift wrapping.  In fact, what color box and paper would you 
like us to wrap the ring in?”  So, you spend 1500gp on the ring. 
 
Thumper:  Yeah, I'll ask for white paper.  With stars inscribed on it, if that can be arranged 
quickly.  Silver ribbon.  Is that going to be extra? 
DM: Other than you no one spoke for him.  Your word does nothing. 
 
Thumper: As expected. 
 
DM:  “No extra charge, the cost of the ring will cover it.”  You get a nicely wrapped box with a 
ring inside that you can tuck inside your coat.  You head for the Mainmast?  Or was it the 
Horseshoe? 
 
Thumper: I believe that Clethara will be at the Horseshoe, but there is the possibility she felt it 
expedient to switch lodgings due to the hostility of a certain Earl and his henchmen.  Hopefully, 
by now, he has more compelling problems to occupy his attention, but one never knows.  So, I 
will approach the establishment cautiously, and see if there are any layabouts looking like they 
might be torpedoes, and will try to be aware without seeming to be paranoid.  I'll enter and look 
for her, and if I don't see Clethara I'll ask if she is still staying there.  If I'm unsuccessful at the 
Horseshoe (and they don't provide useful information) I'll seek her at the Mainmast. 
 
DM:  When you go to the Horseshoe, you in fact find a letter waiting for you with Clethera.  It is 
written in very fine blue ink and the notation says "From the Office of the Earl of the Northern 
Reaches, Earl Markak. 

When you open it, you read: 
 

To Thumper of Madra, Commander aboard HMS Dragon Wing, Captain of the Merchant 
Ship Vigilance 

From His Earlship Markak, Earl of the Northern Reaches, Lord of Daila and 
Injuma, Knight of the Red Diamond, etc. 



Greetings Thumper of Madra.  I understand that you have been a productive 
member of the Dailan Community, bringing in revenue for the town, along with 
preforming certain missions for me and my territory.  In accordance with my intentions 
on relieving the current state of stress that exist between myself and the Crown, I hereby 
revoke all bounties on your head, and recall all my men currently searching for you.  If 
any accost you, show them this paper and they will release you.  I hereby forgive you of 
any and all misdoings committed against my august personage, whether intentional or 
not.  I also forgive any who were with you when these acts were performed.  I also return 
your cottage and all your property that was seized when we reposessed said cottage. 

You are once more Welcome inside my domain, and I hope that you will return to 
your cottage and return the Vigilance here for the next merchant season.  I also invite you 
and your charming female companion, Clethera, to have dinner with myself and Sir 
Miank upon your return to Daila.    Sincerely, Earl Markak." 

 
Clethera is overjoyed to see you.  How do you proceed in this situation? 

 
Thumper: Upon finding Clethara at the Horseshoe, I will give priority to renewing our 
acquaintance.  I'm pleased that she's happy to see me, and will suggest that we retire from the 
public part of the inn so that we can catch up with each other without attracting too much 
attention.  I'll greet her warmly, then find the small box and present it to her.  Hopefully she'll 
like it. 

When convenient opportunity permits, I will open the envelope and review the contents 
with Clethara.  I'll ask if she knows anything of the state of affairs concerning the recent 
disagreement between the Earl and the King.  I don't know of any good reason to depart from 
Madra in the immediate future.  The Vigilance is here, after all.  I'm going to want to see if I can 
find charts or other information about the surrounding seas, and any islands therein, and that is 
best done in Madra also.  I'm a bit wary of dinner with the Earl unless I have some sort of 
“protect from poison” magic available. 
 
DM:  She is...overjoyed to say the least.  You disappear for quite a while.  She loves the ring and 
quickly slips it on her finger, and swiftly resumes what she was doing. 

After a while, you get around to the letter.  She knows that a day or two after you left, a 
neutral messenger came to the King, and rumors say that the Earl backed down.  He's released 
Kalay from his territory, and is simply disbanding his armies.  For the past week, all's been quiet. 
Drendum and his group have returned to Madra, and things are calming down.  She obviously 
doesn’t trust the Earl as far as she could throw him, and with S7, that's not very far.  She doesn't 
plan on returning to Daila anytime soon, unless she's aboard the Vigilance, with all her spells 
ready. 
 
Thumper: Her welcoming is most gratifying. 

I had a rather similar view of things relative to the Earl.  I don't have any good reason to 
venture to that area anytime soon anyway.  We'll stay here for now.  I don't recall what we may 
have left in the cottage, but we could probably make arrangements to have it brought here, and 
maybe my cabin boy and Deefour too.  Perhaps there's a place in Madra we could rent for the 
remainder of the winter. 



I'm not aware of any potential “business” in the immediate future.  I do have some 
“projects” in mind but they may need to wait for better weather.  One of those obviously is the 
matter of that 42,000 gp treasure said to be burried somewhere.  I'd like to return to that island 
and check things out, and maybe see what other islands might be in the general vicinity. 

I'll tell Clethara all about what’s happened.  Need to get to that report soon. 
 
Follow-up Actions: 
 
Thumper: To the Earl Markak, Earl of the Northern Reaches, Lord of Daila and Injuma, 

Knight of the Red Diamond, and additional honors too numerous to mention, 
From Thumper of Madra, Captain of the merchant ship Vigilance, 
Greetings. 
I am in receipt of your recent letter, and give thanks for your beneficence and 

patience in these matters, despite the considerable inconvenience you may have suffered 
due to my activities, which were taken in ignorance of the true situation, none of which 
were intended as a slight or to discomfort you.  I thank you also for relieving me of the 
need to so constrain and guard my activities in the future, and I appreciate the welcome 
you offer to renewed residence in Daila.  As you certainly know, the Vigilance is 
currently in Madra, and as a matter of duty, I must remain in residence here until the end 
of the winter season permits unrestrained travel by sea.  At such time in the future when I 
should be in the town of Daila, I hope to oblige your further invitation. 

Your obedient servant,  Thumper of Madra 
To: Captain Nylon, Commanding Officer, HMS Dragon Wing, 
From: Thumper, recently Second in Command, 
Greetings: 
 As requested, this report is given concerning the recent actions with the vessel 
“Return of the Flame,” if that is the accurate name of the vessel, henceforth referred to as 
“Flame.” 

Upon sailing from Madra to an area approximately 50 miles Northeast of Injuma 
Bay, on the following day, His Majesty’s vessel HMS Dragon Wing chanced to be 
encased in a heavy fog.  Bells sounding the watch were heard nearby ahead.  Dragon 
Wing, as ordered by the Captain, maneuvered to the lee of the vessel ahead.  I went 
forward to see if anything could be made out, as the ship’s armament was manned and 
made ready.  Before anything could be seen hostile fire of flaming ballista bolts was 
received, causing damage and starting fires. 

Upon my return, I was given charge to maneuver the vessel to best advantage, 
which was assumed to be downwind to lessen the effect of the steady breeze upon the 
rigging.  As this was done the enemy vessel, determined to be the “Flame,” could be seen 
as the fog lightened, following downwind.  Ballista fire was exchanged with Dragon 
Wing seeming to get the worst of it.  But “Flame” received damage to her bowsprit. 

With our fires temporarily under control, I maneuvered Dragon Wing sharply up 
so as to take “Flame,” still headed downwind and unable to come up, under fire.  At the 
time, as her fire seemed more effective than our own, and due to the opportunity of 
effecting an escape in order to see to damage received, I continued upwind.  We received 
heavy hull damage and fires started below, but were able to bring these under control as 
we broke contact. 



Subsequently, Dragon Wing found an island harbor to the North perhaps 20 miles 
distant.  The harbor opened on the South side of the island, and we anchored in the small 
protected bay.  Scouting parties from the beach were sent, and I accompanied that to the 
small fortification on the East headland overlooking the mouth of the harbor.  The fort 
included a tower of perhaps 40 feet and an elevated platform mounting a catapult and two 
ballistae, all in serviceable condition despite the abandoned nature of the work.  The 
ammunition was removed after repairs were effected to the Dragon Wing after a couple 
of days and we were again ready to sail.  A similar fortification on the West of the harbor 
entrance was ruined, and a semaphore station on a small hill on the Southwest headland 
was mostly intact but needing repair. 

The “Flame” had been seen to Southward several times during our sojourn at the 
island, and it would seem she was aware of where we were but declined to attack while 
we were in harbor.  When we departed, she approached.  We maneuvered upwind in 
order to suddenly fall off with advantage in firepower as the “Flame” approached bow 
on.  Even so, the Flame seemed to get the better of the exchange of fire.  The Captain 
maneuvered Dragon Wing in order to feign attempt at escape, but then turned town to 
precipitate a collision, our port to “Flame’s” starboard, and a boarding opportunity. 

As commander of the boarding force, I had Sergeant Whiting and most of the men 
at arms lead the way, with a few men at arms and a score of sailors prepared for the 
second wave after securing the grapples.  I remained on the shrouds of the Dragon Wing 
from which vantage I could observe and assess the situation and signal the boarding of 
the reserves.   The good Sergeant led the attack most heroically, and slew one of the 
lieutenants of the “Flame,” a half orc, in combat with his cutlass.  He and his men soon 
swept through the mass of the “Flame’s” crew, which fell before them, and engaged and 
overcame the quarterdeck watch.  Meanwhile, the reserve dealt with the foredeck watch 
of the “Flame,” and soon the deck was ours.  The Captain of the Flame made a temporary 
escape through a skylight but was cornered and captured in the hold. 

After the “Flame” was secured, I was assigned to return her with a prize crew to 
Madra, which was accomplished within a day. 

I believe this report suffices to convey the general nature of the recent actions, but 
I would be pleased to address any particular with additional detail should that be your 
pleasure. 

I would observe that the enemy’s proficiency with the ballista seemed superior to 
our own, perhaps a result of more experience and practice, but troubling nonetheless.  
Even so, our men at arms and sailors acquitted themselves very well.  Sergeant Whiting 
in particular is worthy of praise, and I am pleased to recommend that he be awarded a 
medal to commemorate his valor upon this occasion, and those of his men who might be 
given similar recommendation by him. 

Your Obedient and Faithful Servant,  Thumper. 
 

DM:  After you were relieved, you reported to the Admiralty for a debriefing.  That's where they 
ask you for the report.  They have an appraisal of the Flame, and they pay you your share from 
that.  It's in a nice big brown leather sack, in form of gold. 
 
Thumper:  Thumper's intention is to lay low and enjoy himself in Madra for now.  That means 
spending some time with Clethara (assuming she remains civil in attitude toward me) and 



studying records from Flame, checking out the stores for books or charts or magic spells, and 
exploring what prospects might be for the upcoming sailing / shipping season.  I guess we 
continue at the Horseshoe, but I'll also be visiting the Mainmast frequently.  I'll help Clethara 
with anything needed.  Also, will talk to friends and associates as I happen to see them in town, 
and try to figure out what's up with the Earl, and whether anything has changed with the Lunpul 
situation, and listen to see if anything is known about the dwarves.  If I have a chance to talk to 
Captain Nylon or others in a position to know, I'm wondering about the status of the island we 
visited.  Is it claimed by Oceana?  Maybe the Earl?  Surely it isn't a case of "nobody cares."  I'll 
also be trying to find out about my crew for the Vigilance.  I hope they will all be available when 
the time comes to get sailing again. 
 
DM:  Clethera's mood, especially after you pull out the ring is, very pleasing. She is very 
friendly.  

In the matter of the Flame records, most of them were claimed by the Admiralty, and you 
will learn by talking to Captain Nylon that they were labeled Top Secret.  Anything you had 
claimed, even that piece of paper about the Island that they initially let you keep, they wanted 
back.  They would have taken that back when you delivered your report.  
	


