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Game Session September 8th, 2002

The 23rd of Enkilot


Addrun wakes early in Cyrill.  He doesn’t want to miss anything while he is at his favorite place.  A little lost sleep is a small price to pay.  As usual when camped whilst journeying, he scouts around looking for tracks and curious plants and neat things and basically greeting the morning sun and telling nature that he loves her.  He cannot help but think about being a Dreamleaf someday- fighting for the greater good and being stationed here where there is no better food in the world.  He also keeps thinking about what that ranger, Leofsenn, described to him last night about focusing his knowledge and love of nature and asking for her to do special things for him.  He said that if you take care of her she would in turn take care of you.   Addrun asked him about the time when Mac made the grass grow to entangle the feet of those guards who quickly surrendered.  The ranger told Addrun that he was also capable of such things if he concentrated hard enough and further developed the relationship that he already had with Mother Nature.  Addrun had never really given a personality to nature but the “mother” part definitely seemed to fit his picture of what she might be like.  He shall call her Naneigh from now on.  He hoped that she recognized the Rapochi language.


Thinking of Mac, there he was also scouting and picking herbs and small plants.  Addrun asked what he had found and Mac described the little plant to him and told him of its uses.  Addrun asked if it was good to eat to which Mac said no.   

Addrun excused himself to go shoot his bow.  He had realized fairly recently that shooting arrows was the only time that he could really concentrate and think.  He could shoot a decent pattern while thinking of something else entirely but could not shoot at all without first preparing his mind into that state of concentration.  He arrived at the target range and quickly went to work.  After flowing into his good form, he began thinking about magic and borrowing some of that magic from Naneigh.  Balaam spoke of “controlling” magic, but Addrun knew that there was no way to “control” Mother Nature.  She always won in the end.  

He thought about that entangle spell- remembered how it looked and what it did.  He felt that he understood it.  He could do it.  Yes, he could feel it.  Then something made him think of his little squirrel friend and a moment of panic seized him as he thought about Samaraba getting hurt.  He loved the little guy and could not bear to see that happen.  He had already risked his life for them when he led that scary Uthraki away.  Addrun wondered if the others would want to use their precious magic on a mere squirrel rather than one of the companions.  Addrun swore that he would not let that happen and hoped that Naneigh would show him how to prevent Samaraba from dying if he was badly injured.  Then something like an epiphany happened; a bright light filled his vision- a warmth that could only come from the Great Mother- and he knew the answer.  Then he heard the tale-tell sign of arrowshaft ricocheting off of various trees.  He had lost his form but not before he gained knowledge.  Samaraba would live as long as he stayed with Addrun.  How long was up to him.  

He then wondered if he would be able to concentrate well enough in a fight to use this new magic and that led him to thinking of a way to shape the air itself to guide his shaft…

“Aaaaddruuuun.”  The voice of Verrin interrupts his train of thought.  Addrun smiles realizing that the others are wanting to leave soon, and it must be late indeed for the tiefling to be awake.    “Oh there you are.  Say, would you help me find some roses during our journey?”

“I shouldn’t think that we would find any in the swamp, but I am sure that the elves grow them.  Did you ask any of them?  We could find primrose at the edge of the forest but I do not know if it is blooming”

“Is that the same thing?”

“I sort of doubt it, but Mac would know.”

“Addrun, Verrin.”  Ramiel was heading towards them probably wanting to get started.   

The little elven children were sad to see their great playmate leave with Blutey.  Samaraba decided to stay as the swamp and the bullywugs were not to his liking.   Addrun liked the addition to their party.  She was sent by Ambassador Lannik.  He felt bad thinking it, but she was even more beautiful than Ssasa from Hillstride.  Elves are lovely creatures but compared to Rapochi does, they are just too fragile.  Xaphier Leavesfall is her name.  Friendly but secretive, she seems like the type that lives alone in the wilderness much of the time.  Even though lan-di warned the group about the Lanfennin’s recent behavior, Addrun didn’t notice anything different since their last stay in Cyrill.  Hopefully she doesn’t turn out to be like Spike.

The young ranger remembered Oama’s descriptions of the carnivorous Vines of Gorkin and the trees of Pardoth.  He would make sure that the others did not get attacked needlessly.  And then he was reminded of the great tree-ents- the protectors of the Bournegrove.  He could not wait to see one and talk to it.  He was then reminded of the noble wyldewolves.  He could still feel their presence all those miles away in Gelden.  They never did chose to speak to him but he knew that the next time he entered Gelden, he would understand their ways- at least as far as a Bariaur could.  He thought that a great deal of their language was in their body movements.

His thoughts were not so deep for him to forget his duty as the kayu-garimapa.  As they entered the Muck, he whispered for everyone to keep hushed as they were entering the realm of the crested dragon.  He reminded everyone, especially the man of steel, that the slightest spark could ignite a flame to engulf them all.  As they began ruminating over what they learned in Hillstride’s library, Addrun had to remind them to quiet down.  

Along the path that Addrun found, they saw the tail ends of several fuzz scampering into the underbrush.  The bullfrog croaks were being replaced by Bullywug noises.  Ramiel began to draw his long sword, but Addrun gently placed a hand on the paladin’s.

“I do not think we shall have the same trouble with these as we did in Gelden.  Hold steady, my friend and…  Everybody down.  Ramiel, that means you too.”

The foul odor should have warned them, but just then the bullywugs were running for their lives in front of a giant spiked dragon 50 foot long.  As it gained on them, it spewed its noxious breath and several fell unconscious.  The adventurers watched in horror as it gobbled up whole, these monsters that had given them so much trouble and nearly killed all of them.  Addrun wondered what Tirag would do in the face of that beast.  Surely he would not run.  Ramiel would be deeply disappointed if Addrun ran right now, but what could he do?  They could not fight such a foe.  They were all looking to him to get them out of this now.  Even the paladin was speechless.  They watch on their bellies as the dragon settles into the muck leaving a very still thorny hill only 300 yards away.  Addrun could see how the bullywugs might hop right past it.  In fact birds were beginning to land on it.

The group started discussing distraction techniques.  They could all see that the thing might not move for days, but it watched.  Addrun could see its eyes move.  They all come up with small ideas- parts to assemble into a working plan.  Addrun asks Balaam about casting a globe of darkness right on one   of its face horns.  He offers to talk to the dragon and they ignore the silly idea.  

Finally they come up with a plan.  Xaphier asks Addrun to make the sound of an animal.  He shrugs and makes the sound of a bleating sheep as Xaphier magically throws Addrun’s voice away from the group.  Sure enough the Dragon, who was not really asleep, rises and runs towards the sound of a tasty morsel.  It runs around them to the right and at 90 yards away and behind them it stops and tears up the ground trying to find it’s meal.  Then Balaam creates a magical globe of darkness on a rock that Verrin is holding.  The group holds hands and Xaphier leads them in the direction they were heading.  Not able to see where they are going, Verrin drops the rock and the terrified companions run trying to keep the black globe in between them and the terrible beast.  It hears them and charges into the darkness; confused only momentarily those looking back nearly soil their armour as it bursts forth from the blackness angrier than ever.    Addrun realizes than the two-legs have no hope of outrunning the monster; he then stops and faces the charging death bravely.  The others are not sure if they should keep running or not but he has to ignore their pleas and concentrate like he has never done before.

With his nature-tuned mind, the ranger asks for Naneigh’s help as he looks right into the dragon’s eyes and into his simple mind.  Realizing that it is indeed an animal and this will work, Addrun orders the dragon to stop.  It slows to a stop, confused and angry.  

“We are not your food; it jumps over there.  Do not attack.  Be calm.”  Addrun sends into its small mind.  It looks Addrun in the eye and considers this unprecedented request.  It blinks and Addrun knows that he has won this day, but must move quickly out of the dragons range.  To the befuddled group, he says, “Let us go, but very slowly, deliberately and quietly.  Shhhh, I will answer your questions later.  Walk.”  The not-so fearless adventurers walk away from the dragon but can feel its hungry gaze on their backs.  The tension holds them together like ropes.

Before they are a safe distance, their loud little friend awakes and climbs out of one of Addrun’s saddlebags.  Before he can cause too much commotion and bring the wrath of the dragon down on them, Addrun thinks quickly and tells Blutey that they are playing a game. 

“A game?  What kind of game?” he asks excitedly.  

“We are playing a very difficult game of skill and cunning.  We are trying to see who can be the quietest.  The last one to speak wins.”

His big ears quiver as he clamps both tiny green hands over his mouth and he nearly passes out from holding his breath.  As they resume walking, Balaam sighs with relief at the way Addrun handled another tough situation.  

Xaphier leads them straight to the Cave of the Emerald Joy.  They gaze at the well-hidden outpost and as they begin to speak Blutey bursts forth with words so fast that none can follow him.  Addrun calmly asks Balaam for a couple sugar cubes, which Balaam obliges.  Addrun gives them to Blutey.

“You are the winner, Blutey.  You are a tough one to beat.  Here is your reward.”  The little fairy’s eyes sparkle with joy as he savors his favorite treat.

Then Balaam and Xaphier both start pummeling Addrun with questions at once, as they want to know how it is that he saved all their lives.

“I just told him that we were not his food.  He…”

“That was amazing, even though you scared me to death.”

“I thought you said that you could only make sheep noises.  When did you learn to speak dragon?”

”Speak dragon?  I just…”

“You sounded just like one. It was horrible yet incredible.”

Addrun is taken aback by the onslaught and cannot everyone’s questions.

Balaam finishes up with, “I am very glad that you are starting to take charge once in a while and show some leadership over the paladin.  I shall put great faith in your decisions, my ranger friend.”

Addrun looks to see Ramiel inspecting the cave entrance, “He means well, and yes I know these natural areas better than any of you but in a battle we should look to him for leadership for he is trained in such things.”  Addrun was absolutely elated by the compliment and fought hard to control his glee and remain calm.  He forced himself to look for trail signs around the mouth of the cave (rolled) but failed to see any.  That did not surprise him being at the outpost of a group of expert rangers who are skilled in leaving no sign of their passing.  Addrun vowed that when they left, he would make sure to hide the group’s tracks.  Sometimes he was amazed at the way Ramiel could step on so many ground plants and have only two feet.  That would have to be one of the paladin’s next lessons.

Xaphier leads them down into the spacious cave.  The main chamber is filled with barrels and chests of supplies for the Dreamleaves.  Addrun looks to see that the outside is still visible through the opening and walks around and looks in the open barrels.  

Having never been in a cave, or even underground before, Addrun naively asks, “Balaam, is this what your home looked like?”

“Not exactly but you are getting a feel for it.”

There are four tunnels leading out of the main chamber and the group, now relaxed after the danger of the dragon is past, anxiously wants to explore them.  Addrun announces that he shall stay and guard the opening in case they have company.  Balaam for some reason wants the Bariaur to join them but Addrun is steadfast in his decision.

As the group goes exploring, Addrun idly munches on his well-stocked food supply.  He checks his bowstring for dampness, sees that it is ok but decides to wax it anyway.  Blutey is busy making a little house out of moss.  

Before long, Addrun hears his friends calling for help.  He grabs his spear and charges into the upper right tunnel only to realize how incredibly confining it is.  An uncontrollable fear takes over, such that he has never experienced.  Tirag would be very disappointed to see the young buck incapacitated so.   So would Ramiel and his fellow priests from Hillstride.  He cannot move.  He can barely think clearly except to wish that he was in the plains of his homeland.  

A voice breaks into his chaotic mind.  It is Balaam standing in front of him nearly invisible in the darkness.  “What are you doing?”

“Ah, the walls are closing in.  I cannot fit through the little opening.”

“Yes you can too fit, and the tunnel is not collapsing.  Your friends need your strength to save them from a nasty vine monster…

Balaam switches his tactic from condescending to consoling and eventually talks the claustrophobic Bariaur into moving into action. (rolled)
“Yes!  They need my help.  I will save them!”

Addrun rushes down the tunnel, but stops in time to see the vines of Gorkin attacking viciously and nearly swallowing Ramiel down into its gut.  He sees the puny tiefling trying to pull out the big Assimar with a rope.  Addrun grabs the rope (rolled 1) and easily pulls Ramiel free of the vines, ripping them apart.  Dragging him out of harms way, Addrun sees that Xaphier is unconscious and being drawn towards the hole.  Addrun quickly cuts the vines holding her with his spear and pulls her free.  The tendrils left intact weakly try to grab the bariaur’s legs but are ripped apart.  Ramiel takes her and heads into the main room where he tries to heal her wounded delicate perfect neck.  Verrin finds that there are beds in the upper left tunnel and Addrun carries Xaphier up into it and lays her down to rest.  

The rest of the group returns to the main room and discusses their plans.  Should they go to the Tomb of the Sunken Prince, the cave of That-which-sleeps-in-the-dark, or Whisperrock Caverns.  They opt for the Tomb thinking that there may reside the key to all of the world’s troubles.  Lan-Di especially thinks that.  

Addrun needs some fresh air and ignoring Verrin’s warning of dragons, goes out to scout around the cave. To the north of where they came upon the cave entrance, Addrun sees trail signs (rolled) and notices scuff marks an trees from dragons and sign of fighting.  Mac is also outside and shows Addrun some of the edible plants.  The swamp berries are ripe and delicious to the Bariaur. Close to evening, he returns to share the berries with the others but only has two left.  The group sleeps on the beds while Addrun sleeps at the mouth of the cave.

The 24th of Enkilot

Xaphier and Lan-Di lead the group to the area where the tomb is.  It is a large area with ancient stone building rubble protruding from the surface of the shallow water.   As they begin to enter the area, they see a small greenish-gray hominid with a staff watching them from atop an intact column.    Addrun urges the group to go around another way, which they do.  As Addrun passes under an arch, he is nearly decapitated by a razor-wire noose, but sees it out of the corner of his eye and jumps out of the way.  Xaphier kills an ugly green creature crouching on the side of the wall instantly with her magic daggers that return to her.  They inspect the fallen thing.  Balaam says that it looks like it might have some sort of leprosy and should not be touched.  The group realizes that the creatures could be right beneath the surface of the knee-high water.  Addrun urges Lan-Di to make a decision about a direction in which to look for the entrance to the tomb.

The group trudges north through the slop.  Balaam is stabbed in the back by one of the warty creatures.  Addrun shoots it dead as it runs away.  A female jumps out of the water, sees her possible mate and curses us in her crude tongue.  Addrun turns to walk away from it but Lan-Di runs ACROSS THE SURFACE OF THE WATER and kicks her in the face.  Verrin throws a wooden dagger into her.  As she lay bleeding, Addrun finishes her off and urges the rest to keep looking for the entrance so that they do not have to kill too many more of the pathetic creatures.  

The group wades on and finds a mostly intact structure in which the creatures are entering and milling around.  Xaphier sneaks in to check it out and motions the rest forward.  Addrun sees three of the creatures close by the entrance, he concentrates and tries to will the plants to grow around their legs like Mac did.  He shoots a headless arrow at their feet and he hears some skeptic in the group ask him what he was shooting at.  Then… IT WORKS.  Two of the three are completely engulfed in growing vines.  The other confusedly tries to free them.  Balaam gives Addrun a big pat on the back congratulating him.  But there is no time to revel in victory just now.  Addrun fights back his glee and shouts, “Go.” As he runs into the building with the others right behind.    

As they enter the building, daggers are flying at them as there are four of the creatures hiding behind piles of rubble.  Without breaking stride, Addrun leaps over a pile of rocks to attack a pair with his spear.  He gets stabbed twice by the little daggers but he kills one of them.  Addrun finishes off the other one in two hits and notices three more crawling into the building.  Lan-di is fighting a pair and fairing well, and Ramiel is easily holding his own against the unskilled creatures.  

Addrun yells at Balaam to look for a door of some kind and turns to see Xaphier holding the door.  He runs to her aid to see hundreds amassing outside just out of reach of her throwing daggers.  Balaam reports that there are no tomb entrances in the building.  Addrun starts to worry that they are trapped and have to find a way out.  Verrin quickly says that he can get them out but has to get something first.  As the group all huddles in the doorway looking at the hoard, Verrin comes back with the head of one of the fallen.

“I am going to cast a spell that will scare them. Be ready to run.”

“Wait, Verrin.  Lon-Di, which way are we running?”

“That way.”  The monk points southwest.

With a sound that would have scared the crested dragon, Verrin raised the severed head and the hoard retreated, confused and frightened.  The group ran right past them and to the next structure that Lon-di had pointed out.

Xaphier reads the inscriptions and sees that it is indeed the tomb.  She places her hand on the inscription and a needle pricks her for a sacrifice.  The doors open magically.  The group wonders how they would have gotten in without her.  Stale air rushes out as they walk into the undisturbed place.  The doors close behind them making total darkness.  Verrin eventually lights a couple torches and hands one to the Bariaur who never thought about such a thing.  Out on the plains, one can always see at night.  Xaphier leads them down the stairs and Addrun forces back his fear of enclosed spaces.  At the bottom of the stairs, Balaam reads the inscriptions on the wall and along with Xaphier’s help, figures out how to open the doors.  Addrun asks Lon-Di how he talked them into this.  He whispers that they have to figure out why the Lanfennin are acting so erratically.

The doors open wide and the torches show forty dead servants who looked like they were buried alive.  Addrun is disgusted.  Ramiel says something about this prince being evil.  They realize that a red mist is pouring forth from the corpses’ mouths.  Balaam recognizes it and tells us that the spirits are coalescing and that it is the raw ingredient to red-fang toxin that almost killed Oama.  He tells them to run as the mist flows around the companions seeming to suck blood through their skin.  Balaam leads them back upstairs towards the doors and begs Xaphier to reopen them.  She does as the red mist keeps getting stronger and drawing more blood from the companions’ living bodies.     As sunlight pours into the chamber, the mist seems to boil and disappear as it drops the blood that it drank.  Addrun looks down at the pool of his own blood and wonders what they are getting into.  He whispers to Tirag, “Chiba tomni brobdinagi.”

Lon-Di leads them back down into the darkness.  As they enter the horrible mausoleum, they see some of the centuries-dead corpses moving.  Addrun is stunned at the spectacle until the sound of grinding stone wakes him from the shock.  Out of the sarcophagus in the center of the room, a skeletal hand is grasping the side of the casket while the other slowly pushes the lid o the right.  Addrun is dumbfounded.  Balaam skitters around his dim awareness doing something inane.  The dead prince skeleton still with its crown rises from its ancient resting place and looks right at Xaphier with its eyeless sockets.  It talks to her in its ancient language and she shakes her head and denies him.  An arrow sticks in the Prince’s chest and everyone looks at Addrun.  He didn’t even realize that he had the bow raises, let alone an arrow notched.  He shrugs as the prince orders his zombies forward to kill them.  Addrun shoots him in the head for good measure.

As the smelly zombies close in, he switches to his spear but misses with his first wild thrust.  The second jab kills one, or is it re-kill?  Other zombies rise from the floor and head towards the companions.  Addrun sees Lon-Di fighting a fully erect skeletal prince and several zombies at the same time.  Addrun rushes to his aid with a charge.  One zombie in his way explodes into bones.  He tries to stab the prince before he has his footing and slips cracking his spear.  A head butt goes wild but the second knocks him prone allowing Addrun to jump on top of his old bones.  

Drawing his bow, he helps the others with the aid of the zombie torches that someone had made.  He misses one crazy one twice and then nearly breaks his bowstring.  He misses another in the flickering strange light and moves off to drink a health potion to heal some of the zombie-made wounds.  As they finish off the rest of the undead servants, the prince stands and falls into a sandy hole.

They are unsure what to do until Lon-Di jumps in after the prince.  They companions share a look then jump in one after the other… into the Sunken Palace.
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