A week of sailing south went without incident.  Then on the morning of the seventh day, Grandall was noticed seeing to his weapons with a concerned look in his eye.  As the noontime practice loomed, Grandall told his partners, "Lads, something bad is stalking us, the sharks are gone.  Keep yer weapons handy."

The warrior's mood seemed to have infect the whole ship, for a surprising number of daggers, cutlasses, and crossbows appeared in the hands of the sailors and the rowers all seem to have a weapon or two by their side.

When the noontime sparring session neared, Rusty placed himself at his usual position, up on one of the ratlines to be out of the way, but saw that Grandall was not his usual self.  He heard Grandall explain to the others about the missing sharks and his heart began to race.  Taking heed of the mood around him, he donned his leather armor and strapped on the rapier and stiletto.  Walking up and down the ship, he felt the mood oppressive.  He commented to himself, but loud enough for anyone near to hear, "To find the real man in oneself, one must face the unknown.  This surely is my test."

Dalton heeded Grandall's warning and took his shift at the oars prepared for battle.  Compromising between the protection of his armor and the added weight in a sea battle, Dalton donned only his breastplate.  He also carried his long bow, quiver and bastard sword.

Sengur also took precautions, and wearing his banded armor, placed his 2-handed sword, alongside his light crossbow, down by him at the rower's bench at his shift.

As Dalton and Sengur took the oars for the afternoon shift, a cry was heard from the Crow's Nest, "Danger astern!"  Then in a panicky voice, "It's CRUSHING THE SHIP!"

O'Toole was suddenly with the rowers, "Turn her around lads, the merchant ships are being attacked.  Put Yer back into it, ROW DAMN YOU!"

Sengur, recognizing that in order to get the missile throwers into range they depended upon the rowers bending on the oars, resisted the temptation to rise and stare at the horror unfolding.  Instead he buckled down to the rowing oar and remarked to Dalton alongside, "Yeachh, that looks a big 'un.  Reck'n I know what its favorite bait is if I went fishing for it."  Nervously, he continued, "Catching it would be one thing, hauling it, well we'd have to work on that."

Dalton also resisted the temptation and remained at the oars, following O'Toole's orders, and offering a silent prayer to Tymora, the god of luck. 

As the drakkar turned to the rescue, the ballistae crews rushed to their stations and quickly wound the large crossbows and broke out the barbed spears.

Tension mounted on the fighting deck as men prepared to see their foe.  Just as the captain appeared on the stern deck, all could see massive loops of flesh, a mighty serpent, no three, wound around the hapless merchantman.  Its huge head could be seen dipping down and coming up with the wriggling legs of some poor sailor.

Johann collected a box of bandages from his stores and moved to a clear place on deck where he could get a good view of the sea serpents.  Distracted by the sight of the large animals, he slowly prepared to help any wounded.

Alfgar came up onto the deck, wondering what all the commotion was about.  Seeing the massive sea creature attacking the merchantman, he was momentarily nonplussed.  Then, regaining his senses, he dashed back below deck and made his way to his hammock telling everyone he met of the situation.  At his hammock, Alfgar grabbed his portable wealth (his coins and gems) and stuffed them securely under his tunic.  For a moment he hesitated over his mail hauberk, undecided as to the wisdom of wearing such heavy armor in a sea battle, but then donned it anyway.  He then put on his helm, and grabbed some weapons (all 3 javelins, 1 bastard sword, and the knife) and a shield.  He then made his way back up on deck, and awaited the coming battle from a position near the ballista at the stern.

It took a moment for Daegwyn to wake fully since he had only recently gone to sleep.  Daegwyn swung out of his hammock and headed for his possessions.  He quickly put on his belt and the various pouches attached to it.  He added a dagger to his belt before grabbing his staff and heading up on deck.  As the drakkar approached the merchant ship, Daegwyn pulled something from his pouch and began to cast.  A few moments later Daegwyn finished his spell, then waited, staff in hand.

Christy poked her head out of her cabin as Daegwyn rushed out and seeing Alfgar rushing by loaded with weapons, she grabbed up hers, including her backpack, and headed to the deck.  Upon seeing the sea monsters her jaw dropped.

Getting a grip on herself, Christy made her way to the highest point on the ship she could reach as the ship rapidly approached the monsters.  Notching an arrow in her bow, she waited for a chance to hit one of the monsters.

As the battle cry was raised, Tristan stirred from his position on the deck.  Closing the book he had been writing in, he hurriedly stowed them in his pack.  Darting left, and then right, running his hands through his hair, he seemed about ready to explode with indecision.  As Alfgar, donning his chain hauberk, yelled out, "Get a hold of yourself, man!" a harsh puff escaped through his lips, cheeks billowed.  After about five of such breathing cycles, a modicum of control seemed to have been restored.  Bending, once more into the backpack, Tristan came up with a different book. This book appeared to be made of a red, dried flesh.  The binding was embossed with intricate gold weavings.  More in control of himself, Tristan quickly thumbed to the wanted page.  Waving his hands, as if conducting an orchestra of the invisible, and muttering strange guttural words, Tristan prepared himself for battle.

With the spell cast, Tristan quickly pushed his backpack to a position where it would offer no obstacle in battle.  Retaining the spell-book in his hand, he flipped to another page, this time marking it with his thumb.  Appearing ready, Tristan waited for battle.

When the alarm was given, Rusty was at the stern conversing with the pilot.  With anxiety he watched as the oarsmen heaved into the oars and the ship turned towards the stricken merchant vessel.  Alfgar came running up to help the ballista crew and Rusty placed himself far enough behind Algar and the ballista crew to not hinder their efforts and waited in anticipation.  As the ship approached firing range, the excitement was bubbling over in him and he found himself exhorting the ballista crew with words such as "Oh mighty men of the Wave Dancer, show 'em who rules the seas!" and so on.

Dalton groaned as the warning was raised.  He mumbled to himself, "I wanted adventure, but on land.  On land not at sea."

Grandall was heard, almost growling, beside Dalton, as the artillery leaders called out, "150 yards, hold… wait till we close…"

"Stop us here," the captain called out calmly to O'Toole.  O'Toole in turn shouted out to the rowers, "Back'em off!  All stop!"

Dalton, Sengur and the other rowers reversed their strokes and putting their backs into it, brought the drakkar to a stop about 120 yards from the beleaguered merchant ship.

"FIRE!… FIRE!" could be heard from the artillerists as they got a good line on the beasts.  Four massive spears hissed out in flat trajectories and slammed into the writhing beasts.  Three struck true and drew blood, however the fourth missed, ricocheting off the scaly hide and into the depths.

The other drakkar fired on the move and managed to hit twice as it then picked up speed, moving away while the crewmen furiously worked at rewinding the ballistae.

"Prepare to repel borders!"  O'Toole called out as the rowers armed themselves with their weapons.  The drakkar was now close enough that all aboard could hear the timbers of the merchantman begin to creak and grown as the snakes exerted pressure on the hull.  They also heard hisses of pain and what sounded like "Killllssssss sssshemmmmm".  Two of the snakes began unlooping from the merchantman while the largest redoubled its effort to crush the ship.


They were now in bow shot range and warriors on the Wave Dancer sent over a flight of missiles consisting of arrows, bolts, and one overzealous crewman's javelin!  These weapons, save the javelin, peppered the merchant ship and at least four did hit the serpents before two of them dove into the water, completely avoiding a second flight.

With a hiss of anger at the arrows peppering its hide, the largest snake snatched a crewman from the merchant ship and quickly unwound itself, vanishing under the waves as well.  Tension mounted as the warriors of the Wave Dancer looked over the sides trying to determine where the serpents were and what would happen next.  The ballistae were reloaded and the crews nervously panned the engines of war left and right, trying to cover the whole perimeter of the ship.

When the first ballistae spears hit their mark, Rusty was ecstatic.  "You got 'em!  You got 'em!" he repeated several times, not realizing the sailors well knew that.  Then, as the serpents dove under water, he blurted out, "Look at 'em run!  Look at 'em run!"  Then he broke out in a popular victory song, "We fired our bows and the serpents kept 'a coming, we fire once more then they began to run.  We fired again, and they kept 'a runnin', they ran through the briars and ran through the bushes, they ran where a rabbit wouldn't go…"

Christy was the first to shout out a victory whoop as one of the snakes unwound, then floated, unmoving on the sea.  The other two, however, moved in on the Wave Dancer.  She took careful aim and shot a pair of arrows at the beasts.  Even on the pitching mast, the elven maiden struck one of the creatures in the eye!

With the Wave Dancer now stopped, Dalton and Sengur both rose from their seats, almost as one, as they saw one of the creatures charging directly towards them (so it seemed).  They both let loose with bolt and arrow.  However, in the excitement their aim was high and missed with all their shots.

Then the creatures vanished under the waves again.

Before anyone could react, the two beasts broke the surface and their heads hovered above the rail for a moment, one at the stern and the other at mid ship.

As the serpent's head breached the surface right in front of Rusty, splashing water over the ballista crew, Alfgar, and Rusty, Rusty belted out "Holy cow, watch out!"

Then they struck down at those on deck.

As the heads began to move the two ballistae on that side of the ship fired at the descending heads.  Unfortunately both missiles zipped harmlessly over their heads and out into the sea.

The serpent at the stern struck at the ballista crew, but due to the ocean swell, missed them and bit the ballista instead.

The other head came streaking down towards the rowers.  Dalton and Sengur, seeing their danger, dove to one side as the beast bit into a rowing station, missing everyone and impaling its tongue on a splintered oar.

The sea gods of fate were with Alfgar and the crewmen as the beast at the stern bit at the business end of the unfired engine.  The crew never knew if it was the beast or Alfgar's panicked swipe with his sword that triggered the missile, firing right down the creature's throat.  Vomiting a huge quantity of blood the beast fell dead, 20 feet of its length draped over the stern of the Wave Dancer, causing it to list dangerously and pinning one of the ballista crewmen.  Fortunately, his feet, sticking out from under the snake, was still kicking.

No one could see how much more of the serpent was trailing in the water, but the sharks were starting to return and were tearing at the back half of the beast.  The head was sitting on the crushed ballista, a large fang to either side of the engine.  The snake body was easily 5 feet across and the head was about 7 feet long by 4 wide at its widest point.

What had followed after the serpent breached the surface went to quickly for Rusty to see well.  He thought he saw Alfgar deliver a crushing blow at the serpent’s head as it struck.  Then it came crashing onto the stern deck and it was all Rusty could do to hang on to something to keep from slipping and sliding into the ocean.  Then seeing the lifeless head laying a few feet from him, he jumped up and yelled, "We did it! we did it!.  The serpent is dead! the serpent is dead!  Alfgar killed the serpent! Alfgar killed the serpent!"

Alfgar stared oddly at his sword.  "I did?"  Then he puffed out his chest and assumed a heroic stance.  "Yes.  I killed the serpent.  With a single, mighty blow."  Then he laughed, and slapped Rusty on the back.  "You'll make a song of this?"

Meanwhile, seeing the serpent attack the men at the stern of the Wave Dancer, and the bloody mess that resulted, Johann quickly ran towards the dead beast.  Noticing the moving legs of someone stuck under the serpent, he quickly mumbled something and touched a sprig of leaf to the injured crewman's leg. Holy light seemed to suffuse his hands and the cries of the seaman actually got stronger after the casting.  With his shoulder to the beast, Johann gave his sweating all as he kept the man from being crushed, but nothing more.  Realizing his strength was insufficient, he stepped back and yelled, "Help me get it off him!" before putting his shoulder back to the beasts side.

Alfgar, recovering from his victory dance, rushed over to aid Johann and began to heave the serpent off the trapped crewman.  The two of them were able to lift the section of the snake high enough for some of the other artillerists to pull the man out.  

Rusty, seeing the waves crashing onto the deck due to the list, drew his rapier and started hacking at the section of the serpent's body that lay over the rail.  Seeing that his efforts did not have much effect, he called for help to cut the serpent loose.

Then Alfgar called out to Dalton and Sengur to help heave the beast overboard.  Considering the way it was causing the Wave Dancer to list, Alfgar would not be happy until the dead snake has been tipped back into the ocean.

The last snake now, severely wounded, hissed in frustration as poison dripped

from its wounded mouth.  "Cursssssesssss Humanssssss", it hissed as it quickly attempted to sink beneath the waves.

Dalton, seeing the large serpent between Sengur and himself, dropped his bow in favor of his bastard sword and attacked it before it could slither off.

Daegwyn, being close to the serpent also, rushed towards it casting as he went.  He attempted to touch the snake before it was out of reach.  Just before he could reach the snake, Dalton aimed a crushing blow at the serpent and its strange voice was cut off as it limply slid overboard.  Before Dalton could pull his blade free he felt a slight tingling that must have come from something Daegwyn cast onto the beast.

As the two warriors and the mage looked over the side, the beast sank motionlessly into the depths, no bubbles rising to the surface.

Sengur, surprised to hear speech from the sea serpent, involuntarily responded with "Avert!"  Later, in response to a few curious expressions around him, he explained with, "Well,... better safe than sorry."

The dwarf, Rockhammer then appeared with some of his miners, all armed with battleaxes, "There be anything left for us?" he called, obviously happy that he missed fighting on the pitching deck of the ship.

The commotion was so loud as people come rushing to the stern to deal with the remaining serpent on deck that Rusty's cry for help to cut the serpent loose at first went unheard.  

The captain then came striding back and called out to O'Toole.  "We're falling farther behind, get that beast off my ship and man the oars.  The fleet is pulling ahead!"

  Hearing the captain, the dwarves ran to the stern to where Rusty was trying to chop it with his rapier, and gave out a deep laugh.  "Stand aside lad.  Yer' pin isn't up to this task, you need to get yer self one of these!"  Rockhammer patted his axe, then, in half a dozen well-placed blows, split the snake in two.

As the other half of the serpent's body slipped back into the ocean and the ship righted itself, Rusty slumped down onto the deck, back to the railing.  Gasping for breath, drenched with sweat, arms aching with the strain of trying to cut the serpent in two with his rapier, he just watched as the others swarmed over the remains of the serpent, claiming body parts, and otherwise gawking at the size of the head and fangs.

To Johann nearby tending the sailor now extricated from beneath the serpent, he yelled over the din, "Johann, Johann, make sure we keep this part of the serpent!  It is said that its meat has special properties!  We can have serpent BBQ tonight!"  Then more to himself than to the others, "If we have the sauce, that is."

When the other half of the serpent's body was pitched back into the water, Alfgar continued staring after it for a little while.  Then aloud, but to no-one in particular he said, "You know, I can't help but think of tales I've heard in taverns, of creatures of the ocean with many snake-like arms, like a huge squid.  I wonder if this can be the same?"

Grandall strode forward, returning his long bow to his shoulder and watched as the remainder of the serpent was looked over.  "Well, that is certainly a big one."  He commented to O'Toole.  "I hear that the meat is supposed to be edible, save for the head of course.

After getting the serpent off the injured man, Johann did what he could for anyone else injured in the short battle.  There were a few bruises and cuts, taken more from the excitement than the actual battle and they were soon cared for.  Once he had done what he could for the injured, Johann went to the rail of the ship and looked thoughtfully across the water.  "I wonder why they attacked," he said, "Most animals avoid humans.  Though I think I heard the serpent say something, maybe it isn't an animal."

As the battle ended, Christy kept her bow trained over the surface of the water for a good ten minutes while the commotion died down.  Looking for and not finding any further threat for the time being, she descended to the deck and went over to the stern where a crowd had gathered.  Thinking that Alfgar and some sailors were heaving the serpent overboard, she cried as she pushed her way through the crowd, "Hold on, don't throw this thing over, or stuff it or whatever yet, I need to look at it."

Calling to Rockhammer who was lingering in the crowd, she said, "Come here, there is something left for you. How would you feel about chopping this thing up into moveable pieces?  I want to study it."  Then she moved up to the serpent's head and ripped her arrow out of its eye (the real reason the serpent missed the crew).  "These things aren't so tough."  She said confidently.  "Not so smart either."  She added, thinking of the serpent that tried to eat the ballista.

To Rockhammer Christie said, "Do you think you could skin it so that you keep the scales on the skin?  Maybe we could make armor out of it...or put it on the boat to deter other serpents ...ya know, make the boat smell like a giant snake."  As she spoke, she became lost in her thoughts again.

O'Toole's eyes momentarily took on a hint of anger at having his men ordered around by the female elf, but a lot of the men looked hungrily at the elf as well.  O'Toole finally nodded to Rockhammer.  Rockhammer smiled at the elf saying, "No problem ma'am.  We'll have it in pieces in no time."

After making detailed mental notes about its skin, skeletal structure, jaws, everything, Christie then cut out several scales and took them with her.  She then looked at the skull, surveying it to see if taking that with her would be a reasonable idea.

"I got some ideas might keep our ship safe of these things....", she mused.

Shocked and overwhelmed at the speed of battle, Tristan stayed rooted to his spot on the deck.  After five minutes of indecision, prompted both by a need to stay out of the way and a well-honed sense of self-preservation, the boy turned his attention to the spot where the snake had landed between Dalton and Sengur.  At the rowing station where the second serpent crashed into the benches, Tristan rooted through the depths of his pack.  Smiling, he retrieved an empty bottle.  He then carefully looked for the remaining pools of the milky poison that sprayed from the now vanished serpent.  Observing the milky venom slowly seeping into the ship's deck, Tristan carefully retrieved a bit and placed it in his vial.  Using the vial and a broken bit of wood, he collected barely enough to bead in the bottom of the vial, though by the discoloration of the wood, a little of the serpent venom would probably go a long way.

Smiling to himself, Tristan retreated to a far corner.  Retrieving a candle from his pack, Tristan lit it and used the liquid wax to seal his vial of venom.  A final check to ensure a complete seal saw the task complete.  Stowing the candle and vial back in the pack, Tristan headed off to find the others.

Daegwyn approached the dead serpent and seeing Christie asked, "Are you OK?"  

Christy looked at Daegwyn and was about to say something sarcastic but realized she had better things to do.

Seeing that she was OK, Daegwyn then inspected the serpent and removed several scales also, thinking they may be useful in his magical studies.  He then returned to his hammock and after spending a few minutes looking over the scales, he putt them away and tried to get back to his sleep.

After the second snake had slid into the ocean, Dalton recovered his bow and had run to the stern to help in whatever he could.  Seeing how the snake impaled itself he said, "We had Tymora's own luck with that one." 

A few moments of rest and Rusty was back up on two feet, and as the serpent was being cut up, Rusty scavenged several scales, encouraging Rockhammer to heed Christie's advice to keep as large amount of the skin as possible intact.  Hearing Sengur's suggestion to keep the fangs, Rusty agreed.  "We should keep the teeth too.  And the meat, it has special properties, so they say.  And the head, yeah, we gotta keep the head, specially the brains.  Prepared right, the brains can imbue one who eats them with magic!"

While Rusty was listing the virtues of snake meat and brains to skeptical dwarves, Christy continued talking to O'Toole, "Do you think a ballista would fire underwater?  I think we could trap these things if we find out what they eat.  Cut up this thing's stomach and see what's inside.  It's probably just fish and dolphins and stuff like that."  Christy kept looking at the serpent.

O'Toole looked at the woman and shook his head.  "How would I know, ask the artillery men.  However I DO know that you are NOT draping snake parts all over my boat.  But if it will keep you amused, you can use my knife to skin the beast."  O'Toole reached to his belt and pulled out a worn, but very sharp knife about 18 inches long.

Using the knife Christy was able to roughly skin a five foot section of the beast.  She headed off to her cabin with a five foot by twelve foot hunk of snake skin to examine.  As she made her way back to her cabin she overheard one of the seamen say, "I wouldn't want to be near her cabin in about a week."


Sengur was impressed with both Alfgar and Dalton's close quarter combats with the creatures.  He thought for a while and then suggested, "Hey lads, why don't ya keep the fangs?  If they're like ivory they might be scrimshawed by an obliging sailor or two, for a suitable reward.  Or if the poison is sent through the fangs, then suitably cleaned and worked upon, might, just might be transformed into a musical instrument, Lik'a horn of some kind or perhaps a flute.  Or perhaps they'd just make dandy gifts."

Indicating Rusty, Sengur carried on to Alfgar and Dalton  "Hey, perhaps the entertainer might have some ideas."

Alfgar smiled, pleased by the suggestion.  He used his knife to cut out one of the serpent's fangs, taking care not to get any of the poison on himself.  As he cut out the fang, the serpent's milky poison began oozing out of the top of the cut tooth.  Alfgar put the tooth, still full of poison into a waterproofed pouch and bound it quickly and tightly around the fang.  "Mmmm," he muttered quietly to himself.  "Alfgar, Serpent-Slayer.  Yes, there's a definite ring to that."

Johann added, "It may be a unique souvenir, but I'd be careful...certainly wouldn't use it as a flute.  Many natural poisons are corrosive...and it can be hard to get rid of all the poison."

Alfgar, then noticing that the poison still in the fang was ruining his pouch, took it back out and carefully rinsed it in a bucket of water.  Just to be sure, he rinsed the fang in a second bucket of water as well.  When he was finished, he stored the fang in his belongings, taking note of Johann's warning about small amounts of poison 'sticking' to the inside of the fang.

Rusty's eyes lit up at the suggestion of making a flute out of the fang.  "I could do that, I think.  It would be a higher pitched tone than the flute I have now but I think it could be done.  We would really want a flute maker to do it though, I don't have that skill.  I know!  I could use the bones of the serpent to practice.  When I get the tone right, then I can work on the fang!  Maybe by then the poison residue will have lost it's potency!"

So, as the dwarves carved up the body, Rusty snatched up the rib pieces.  Borrowing a knife from the kitchen, Rusty cleaned the ribs as best he could as the day wore on.

Nobody really wanted to take up Christy's suggestion of cutting into the stomach but the cook got about 200 pounds of snake meat from the body.  Then the dwarves once again wielded their axes and severed the head from the body.  Most of the sailors worked up the courage to take a scale or two, as did most of the landlubbers.  The scales were shaped like a kite shield and were large enough to cover the palm of a hand.

The head remained on the fore deck a while longer while the cook tried to puzzle out if anyone would really eat the brains of such a beast.

Rusty encouraged the cook to crack open the skull, but once he saw the disgusting, sick, bloody insides of the skull, he got a little sick.  Once he recovered, he was embarrassed, and to 'show up' the crowd of snickering sailors, he asked the cook to prepare the brains for supper.  "You just see, I'll get magical abilities and you won't!  Then who'll be snickering?"  He said, half serious, half joshing.

The cook looked to the large mass of brains quivering in the cracked open serpent's skull then asked Rusty,  "Lad how am I supposed to cook these?  They're too big for anything we got on the ship if you want 'em in one piece!"

"Broil it in herbs" Rusty exclaimed.  "Maybe Johann has some that will help?"

Johann grinned, "I'm sure the cook and I can come up with something."  A pause followed, then he added,  "I think I'll let you be the adventurous one though, brains don't look terribly appetizing to me."

As the ship got back under way and things normalized, Rusty was bubbling with energy over the joyous victory.  He desperately wanted to hear everyone's story, specially from those amidships where he had not seen the action.  He listened to everyone's story but invariably came back around again several times asking for the story to be retold.  The only one he didn't see was Daegwyn.  Thinking he may have been a casualty, his face turned white, but quickly was assured by the others that Daegwyn was fine.

"I'll just get him later tonight", Rusty said with a sigh of relief.

Christy seemed happy to talk to Rusty this time around.  Every time he asked for her version of the tale she mentioned her great shot with the arrow, being sure to mention that it was the first time she had ever fired the bow in combat.  Christy was very excited about the serpent and spent most of the day investigating it.

In the hours that followed the battle, Dalton also sought out each of his companions as well and congratulated them on their roles in the battle.

To Christie he said, "You use a bow well.  Perhaps you could give me some pointers of form sometime."  To Grandall he added, "If you hadn't noticed the sharks disappearing things would have been much worse.  I owe you my gratitude."  He also volunteered to use his carpentry skills to help repair any damage to the Wave Dancer.  That evening he sought Rusty out.  "How was your first taste of battle?"

Rusty answered him, "It was so exciting, I couldn't believe my eyes!  I couldn't help it!”

"Remember," Dalton continued, "that there are many important roles in battle.  Johann didn't take a single swing, but the injured are very glad he was around.  No matter what you did with your weapons, you bards have a knack of inspiring us fighter types.  Keep up the good work."

"Odd, I don't even really know what I said!  I wish I could have seen the other fight too!"  Rusty replied.

Tristan just remained quiet, watching the ship make way again.

Surprisingly, when Rusty found Daegwyn later in the day, the mage was pleasant with him and seemed to enjoy recounting the battle.  "The sea serpent was no match for my magical abilities and the strong arm of that Dalton fellow.  I saw the other mage wielding his magics as well.  While I did not see the battle with the other serpent, surely that is what turned the tide in that battle as well."  While much of the condescending attitude toward others usually found in Daegwyn appeared to be in check.  His tendency to boost his own ego was not as he spoke to Rusty.

When he was finished retelling the battle, and just as Rusty was turning to leave, Daegwyn stopped him.  "Perhaps this evening we could join our musical talents to enhance the pleasure of our audience?"


Rusty was beaming.  "Why sure!  That would be most delightful!"

At supper that night, the cook had recovered about 20 pounds of sea-serpent brains and had broiled it in herbs provided by Johann per Rusty's instructions.  He informed all the group, including O'Toole, Grandall, and the Captain, that there was enough brains for all to eat and get the full magical enhancement benefit, the amount needed being about the size of a 12 oz steak. 

The brains were gray and wiggled slightly on the plate, even broiled.  Rusty ate his share with gusto, but not without a little hesitation at first.


Daegwyn partook of the meal as well, but not expecting any magical enhancements, just curious as to the taste.  He took the first bite, chewing it slowly to experience the taste.  Deciding that it beat the regular meals, he finished the rest of his portion.

Many others lined up to try it but only Rusty and Daegwyn managed to finish it with a straight face.  Many of the sailors took a helping, ate a few bites, then discreetly tossed the rest over the side.

Sengur decided not to sample the meat or the brains of the sea serpent saying, "I'd rather not, thank you.  I'd not eat anything that has the ability to curse one.  It may be unlucky."

Grandall laughed good naturally at the fighter saying, "I doubt if the beast could really curse you, but better safe than sorry.  I pass as well."

"I too will pass," said Alfgar, staring at the brains with some distaste.  "I'll not eat the flesh, or brains, of any creature that can talk."

As those that ate waited for the 'magic' to occur, nothing much happened other than stomachs unaccustomed to so rich a meat began to gurgle and many on board ended up with a bad case of gas.  Some who ate the most wondered if Sengur wasn't right after all and the beast was getting its final revenge.  For some reason Daegwyn was not affected nearly as bad as Rusty or the other humans.  The captain who ate also seemed little effected by gas.

To those staring at Rusty and Daegwyn, Rusty commented,  "Well?  I didn't say it would be immediate!  You'll just have to wait.  These things take time."

When the effects of the slight indigestion manifested itself, Rusty commented to Daegwyn, "The sacrifices we make for knowledge!  Ugh!  But it will be well worth it if I gain magical abilities and yours get enhanced!"

Tristan hung around the feast still wide-eyed from the day's excitement but afterwards, spying Rusty, with his mandolin and flute, and Daegwyn chatting and discussing something he immediately headed towards Rusty.

Loud enough for all around to hear him, Tristan belted out,  "Do you know where we are headed?  I have read of it.  The end of the World, lands that have not been seen for eons.  The Serpent's . . . can you believe it, just like in the books.  Dad was wrong, poppycock indeed!  Christophet, Christopet, I mean Christopher," finally managing to work the words around his excitement swollen tongue, "sailed these waters 300 years ago.  I don't have the book with me, I only brought one."  Sheepishly casting his eyes on his shuffling feet, "Books are only sold by my father, rarely owned, and even rarer believed."

Then lifting his eyes up again, his excitement back, "This book detailed his journey with 10 deep sea vessels, vessels SO large it would make this drakkar look like a common junker.  The book was written by a member of the one returning vessel, a man driven slightly mad by the sights he had seen."

Tristan paused, cheeks reddening at the ever-enlarging crowd.  Stammering, he continued, "He spoke of snakes that attacked and downed two of their members from the very beginning.  Snakes that spoke.  Which until today I had assumed was the ramblings of a, as my Mam always said, a chicken one feather shy of a pillow."

"Anyway, what happened today is not important.  Oh, the grandeur of it.  The sailor spoke of the wonders that awaited them at the end of the world.  Not all monsters and demons.  Ruins to explore, can you imagine, icons of lost civilization.  Books not read for centuries, magic's that have lain dormant for generations.  The chance to study, oh my, where will we start.  The sailor speaks little of the dangers though.  Refusing to call those particular horrors to light, give them breath of life once more through womb of pen."

Glancing up, not quite comfortable with his eloquence, as if such imagery was lost to the sea air.  "Think of it, the end of the world."

Turning away from the crowd, glancing towards Rusty, and whispering more to himself than anyone, "The question that begs an answer is what lay beyond the end?  That will be the real mystery."

After dinner Rusty and Daegwyn played and sang.  Daegwyn's voice was a perfect counterpoint to Rusty's mandolin.

As Rusty played the mandolin, Daegwyn snapped his finger and the sound of a flute could be heard coming from the air around him.  The music from the flute was rather quiet, but complement Rusty's mandolin.  Daegwyn then began to sing, occasionally slipping into elven before catching himself and returning to common.  This was the first time the group saw Daegwyn really enjoy himself.  When Rusty put down his mandolin and took up his flute, Daegwyn stopped his accompaniment.  However, loud belches or more obnoxious noises interrupted many a number.  Rusty's attempt at the flute ended most humorously.  His instructors never told him what a belch sounded like forced through a wooden flute.

When the time came to end the entertainment, Daegwyn turned to Rusty, "It has truly been a pleasure.  You may want to work on that last note, however."  A broad grin was displayed as he made that last comment.

That night, during her night watch, Christy dumped the skin of the snake over the side of the ship.  She seemed rather frustrated about it.  "Rotting."  She said.  "Not like anything that can be cured.  Too bad, I was gonna make sea snake armor."   However, she did keep about twenty of the scales in her backpack after cleaning them thoroughly. 

That night and during the days that followed, Dalton looked to see if the sharks had rejoined their ships.

The fleet continued to sail but the next day the wind died and the seas were mirror smooth for as far as the eye could see.  The Wave Dancer was kept in motion rowing from ship to ship to see how things were going.  During the third day of the calm they noticed that the ship that was attacked by the serpent and five other merchant ships began attempting to catch what little breeze there was and begin oaring for home.

It was a depressing sight, the ships slowly retreating from the drifting fleet and two days later, the fifth day becalmed, they were finally out of sight.

During this time Rusty attempted to keep everyone's spirits up with stories and song.  Even the daily weapons practice drew an audience and more than a few coins change hands as the sailors bet on the outcomes.  However, everyone was ready for something to do.

During lull moments Rusty took the snake ribs he had recovered, there were six, each about six feet long and curved, and worked with them.  On the first one he cut off the tips and blew through the hollow bone to see what sound it made.  He got one of the burly fighters to blow too, as they had more strength to blow.  He suggested to O'Toole to use it during foggy nights.

The second one he cut in half and did the same to hear the different sound.  The third he cut in quarters and tested those sounds.  He took two ribs and cut them into two-foot lengths and tried to emulate the holes from his flute, placing the holes in slightly different positions, which gave him 6 different bone flutes.  Some were deep toned, others higher toned, depending on the size and spacing of the holes.  How good they sounded, well... Rusty also took three of the serpent's regular teeth and ran a leather thong through them for a necklace.

The ballista that was damaged in the serpent battle was broken down and stored.  The men told Alfgar that it could be fixed but they needed a carpenter and his shop to do it right.  The other three would just have to do for the rest of the voyage.

The next day O'Toole made the rounds of the rowers and seamen exclaiming, "Well, the Captain says we have at least three more days of calm.  We're about 100 miles from the coast and we get to row to gather a re-supply of water.  It'll be hazard pay for you lads (talking to the seamen) for we'll be putting in where the jungle meets the coast.  We'll be meeting the other drakkar to ship off any who don't want to go."

"Well, it's got to be better than staying at sea," Daegwyn thought to himself.

O'Toole seemed happy to finally have something to do.  He continued, "But today, we row.  We need to get the empty water barrels for all the remaining ships on board today and we make for shore tomorrow."

With a cheer, most of the rowers put their backs into the oars while the seamen cleared the decks, giving maximum room for the barrels that they would collect.

Dalton, exclaiming that he was tired of the rowing, brightened at the thought of land.  He was definitely ready to get off of "this floating inn, even if it is only for a short excursion".

To Sengur, Dalton said, "Let's go ashore.  We might get to explore a little.  I think we should try to get some of the others who were helpful in the battle to go with us.  The two elves were both valiant; the bard was inspiring; Tristan and the druid were good as well.   I suppose we should also talk to Alfgar, the Serpent-Slayer too.

Sengur had seen enough of the rowing oar for the moment as well and expressed his desire to stretch his legs on land, even if only for a short time.  Having heard that jungles were nasty places, he asked amongst his companions for any first-hand knowledge of the likely conditions to be met.

He also 'offered' his services as guard to the sailors filling the water casks, via O'Tool, saying to Dalton, "Better a willing volunteer, than a pressed man."

Dalton and Sengur spent the next couple of hours talking to all of the adventurers encouraging them to come on the expedition.  "We make a good team, but we need to stick together."

Christy made it very clear she wanted to go on land with the rest of the party.

Rusty confided in the group that he was starting to run out of stories and songs, so a trip into the jungle would be a good distraction as well as a source for more stories.

"Well, it's got to be better than staying at sea," Daegwyn thought to himself as he nodded to Dalton's request.

Rockhammer spoke for all of the dwarves when he exclaimed, "Even if it means more rowing, a chance to stretch our legs will be delightful!"

Dalton and Sengur seemed to be very persuasive, for only Grandall declined to join the party.  "I'm not a youngster any more," the old warrior chuckled at himself, "though the battle with serpents did get the blood boiling.  You go stretch your legs, I came to see man on the Island again."

Rusty went about inquiring from the captain what part of the coast that they would be going to, that is, did he know the name of the jungle they were going to be visiting.  He also asked the sailors what they knew of the jungle.  Rusty didn't get much of a response.  The Captain just said the unexplored 'Southern Jungle' and the sailors simply shrugged and said that coastal traders can put in for water but none venture much past the shore and that they reported hearing strange noises and seeing massive shadows in the interior.  Most who had gone in to investigate, didn't make it back out.  The one thing that seemed common among most of the sailors was the abundance of snakes.  Big ones, little ones, and huge ones.

During that day, Sengur, Dalton, and Alfgar all got their fair share of rowing, probably more than they expected.  By evening the ship was full of empty barrels.  Everything from 100 gallon hogsheads down to water skins was piled on board.

Each person went to sleep wondering what the next day would bring.

In the morning the adventurers assembled garbed for a short excursion to shore.  O'Toole, however, put a damper on the mood as he called for the morning rowers and exclaimed.  "Put yer backs into it.  We got a fair piece of rowing before we reach the jungle."  Dalton and Sengur sighed and putting down their packs, took up their positions to row.

The morning passed uneventfully as the limp sails of the fleet slowly faded from sight to the rear.

As the shift at the oars was being changed, the call came out loud and clear, "Land ho??", however almost questioningly, as the boat lost way at the change of rowers.

A small island could be seen with a flock of large bird-like creatures circling above a flattened mountain peak that was thrusting up from the depths.  "Trees and birds!" the watchman yelled as O'Toole conversed with the captain.

The Captain thought for a few moments while looking towards the island, then nodded to O'Toole.  O'Toole shouted to the rowers, "Land ho!  Lets see if there is a spot to land this ship.  There must be fresh water around here somewhere and we'll find it.  This island will save us a half-day of rowing at least.  So who wants to be with the first shore party?"

Watching the island as the Wave Dancer approached, Johann eagerly scanned the terrain.  "I'll be glad to have solid ground under me...even if it's only for a while."

********************

