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Game Session September 22, 2002

The 1st of Belot

Addrun wakens in the mouth of the Cave of Emerald Joy starving and sore.  His broken left wrist is throbbing and swollen.  He sees a pretty good-sized pile of waterweeds lying next to him.  He thanks the healthy and industrious Mac in between mouthfuls.  Addrun is too exhausted to even get up yet, but he does turn to look at Lon-Di who is complaining about his itchy leg that was bitten by a zombie.  It is swollen and badly bruised.  He wants to go straight to Cyrill to have someone look at it.  Addrun agrees and adds that he has a spare spear shaft with Lunap.  

Addrun notices that he has not seen Verrin since they came out of the sunken palace.   “Hey, how did Verrin get red paint all over himself when he saved us from that blue elf spirit?”

Lon Di sighs and says, “I don’t think that was paint...”

The tired fighters talk about going back through the Muck.  Ramiel asks Addrun if they should leave this afternoon with the dragons being what they are.  Addrun figures that although they might be able to walk through in the dark without being spotted, there was a very great chance of walking right into the jaws of a waiting dragon.  They could also stumble across a group of dangerous bullywugs or fall into quicksand or worse.  He thinks that they should wait until morning but he warns them about making noise.  He reminds the clanky paladin that he needs to hide when he is told and should consider wrapping up his armor on his back to be quieter.

The 2nd of Belot

Addrun leads the group through the swamp.  He whispers to them to not step on braches, wade rather than splash and don’t talk.  Some in the group are better than others.  Addrun sees a couple dragon-backs in time to walk around but nearly leads them right into a group of bullywugs.  It takes all day, but they finally get through and back into the dryer Bournegrove Woods.

They arrive in Cyrill well after dark without much of a greeting.  Lon Di heads straight for the Cleric while Addrun, Ramiel, Balaam and Xaphier ask a guard to take them to Corvis and Yannik.  Verrin has disappeared.  

Yannik and Xaphier huddle and whisper in the corner and then leave while the others talk openly to Corvis.  They tell him everything, as is the way with Ramiel and Addrun.  He tries to explain to them how the dead can be reanimated “naturally” from the suffering that the deceased endured.  Addrun refuses to believe that it could happen naturally.  His broken wrist makes it difficult for him to really concentrate on much of anything anyway.  

Ramiel relates to the druid about their explorations in the Cave of Emerald Joy.  Addrun is shocked to hear that his friends killed the Vine of Gorkin and stole from the Dreamleaves.  

“You did what?”  He confronts Ramiel who acts guilty but weakly argues that he had no control over Xaphier and Lon Di.  Addrun tells him that he is disappointed in his actions.  The “noble” man should have stopped them.

Corvis is also saddened and disappointed in the “heroes”.  He is very concerned about the scrolls that they took.  He says that he wrote most of them and they could easily start a war between the Dreamleaves and the Lanfennin if Yannik found them.  He urges Ramiel to help him retrieve any scrolls that the adventurers might have on their person.  He asks where the others would be found and Addrun replies that Lon Di went straight to the Cleric to see about his infected leg. 

“How badly was it infected?”

Addrun described the unusual bruising and the itching from the zombie bite and Corvis takes off at a dead-run towards the Cleric and Lon Di.

The Two of them find Lon Di outside the Cleric’s house looking upset.  He looks up and says, “He is afraid of me.  He says that I am undead.”

Corvis immediately begins casting a spell and then tells Lon Di that he has been cursed by that zombie and it could be too late to remove it.  Lon Di’s eyes widen in panic as he begs the druid to help him.  Corvis calms him down and asks Addrun to round up all the others right away.  He passes Rameil and Balam heading walking towards the cleric’s place and tells them what was said.  Balaam says that Verrin is probably with that elf mage.   He leads the way.

Addrun and Balaam indeed find the nervous tiefling, who is now looking more his original colour, studying from an old book.  Addrun tries to hurry Verrin who seems completely out of sorts still.  When he hears that Corvis could get them to Glensey, he wants to go, but the elf is talking incessantly and Verrin keeps mumbling.  Addrun is completely at a loss for what is happening until Verrin yells at the elderly mage, “But you’re not a girl!”  

Addrun is stunned as he really sees Verrin’s new features for the first time.  The long silver hair is now tinged with red streaks.  He/she still has his horns but they are blunt.  Hid devilish pewter-skinned face has a softer more rounded look, and from underneath his silk shirt are two rounded bumps roughly the size of a woman’s breasts!   Addrun is astounded.  Luckily Balaam intercedes and guides Verrin out and towards the others and Corvis.  

Corvis is magically checking the others for curses and such.  He tells Balaam that he is badly diseased.  Corvis then again asks Ramiel to return to him the stolen scrolls.  Ramiel nearly has to beat Verrin to get the scrolls that he, at first, claimed to not have at all.  

As Corvis gently takes the scrolls from Ramiel he politely asks everyone to calm down so that he can explain what he proposes to do.  He tells them that Dreamleaves are sworn to kill all undead and he is fighting his own urges to do so for he hopes that Lon Di can find salvation.  (The now quiet group notices several nervous elf guards with notched arrows watching intently.)  Corvis then explains that he can magically transport them to Glensey where help could be found but the cost would be very great for him and they are not to return and ask for more favors.  Addrun and Ramiel ask at the same time how they can repay him.  He just tells them to go.  Addrun asks to get their belongings off of their new packhorse.  He nods but says to hurry.  

Addrun returns to the group a few minutes later with his extra spear shaft and Ramiel’s practice swords and clothes.  Corvis begins chanting a very complicated spell and colored light motes coalesce and circle the companions.  The scene turns into one of the earth below moving by as if they were flying very fast.  Addrun is amazed as he looks down at the different landscapes.

The next thing they see is a stone circle in a grassy field with a beautifully lighted city in the near distance.  They all just gaze dumbfounded at the eight tall spires of different designs as the moon reflects off of the small elegant city as three druids walk up to them.

“Can we help you?  These circles are rarely used except in emergencies.”

Everyone begins talking at once about needing clerics to help their cursed friend.  The druids are taken aback at the mention of Lon Di’s condition but offer to escort them to the temple of Idun, the church of Life.  As the druids begin leading towards the city, they tell the travelers that they are in luck, for the Temple of Idun gives free healing during the Month of Death.

As the druids lead the group into town, the leader idly chats about the city being separated into 8 magic districts.  He leads them to the Necromantic castle, but stops before entering the grounds.  

“The Temple of Idun is there on the right with all the apple trees.  Fare thee well.”

Lon Di says that he is nervous about being slain on sight.  Addrun reassures him that he won’t let that happen.  The hungry Bariaur grabs a few apples on the way into the Church.  They are greeted by a young priest.  A worried frown crosses his brow momentarily as they discuss Lon Di’s condition, but he assures them that the Temple will do what they can for the cursed man.  Addrun asks another about healing Balaam’s predicament and his own broken wrist.  Verrin is not with them, again.

After a priest resets Addrun’s wrist properly and wraps it in salve to accelerate the natural healing process, he tells Addrun to come back tomorrow for more treatment.  He tells the huge Bariaur to help himself to the feast laid out on the main table in the hall.  Addrun feeds his four stomachs.  Some tie near dawn, Addrun wanders outside to the apple orchards and sleeps under the trees.

3rd of Belot, late morning

Ramiel finds Addrun drawing water from the temple’s fountain to clean some of the tombs stench off of his hide.  Ramiel tells him that it is not polite behavior to bathe in public in a city such as this.  Addrun looks at him blankly.  Ramiel sighs and asks his friend to accompany him to the Heironeous temple.

They walk through the beautiful city looking at the sights.  Ramiel is unusually quiet and so is Addrun sensing his friend’s mood.  They arrive at the temple, which looks like a small stone fort that could be well defended.  Ramiel takes a deep breath, knocks a few flakes of mud off of his armour and proudly ascends the stairs.  He asks entrance to the guard who sees the symbol of heironeous on the badly damaged armour and reluctantly lets the filthy pair in.  

Another proud man walks up to Ramiel and asks to repair his armour and blades.  The man then asks Ramiel if he needs to pray, which he does.  The joy in his eyes was plain to see and so Addrun politely excused himself.

  While heading back north towards the Idun Temple, Addrun found a large merchant area, and so he decided to pass through.  He sees a table loaded with jade figurines.  Addrun hurries over to the man through the crowd.  

“Say, would you happen to have a large jade warhorn?”

“Look, buddy, I told you the last time you were here that I didn’t want the damned thing and I still don’t.”

Addrun’s fur stands on end as the adrenalin starts flowing and his muscles tighten.  The man has talked to the Raku.  “Ah, forgive me, please.  Could you be so kind as to point me towards someone else who might be interested in purchasing it?”

The stupid man points across the way but after he said jewelry dealer, Addrun stopped listening and started trotting.

Ducking into the tent of the jewelry dealer, Addrun reigns back his urge to throttle the man for information.  As politely as possible, he asks about a jade warhorn.  The man is irritating and flippant and has never seen one.  Addrun remembers something that he saw Verin do and gives the little man two silver coins.  

“Oh yea, I remember now.  A thing that looked just like you had one for sale, but I didn’t buy it.”

“Do you know which way he was headed?

“Nah, don’t recall.”

Addrun has only two coppesr left and he lays them on the table.  A frown and then a smirk crosses the man’s face.

“He wore leathers and carried the big ugly thing on his back but I am not sure if he said which way he was going.”

Addrun starts to leave, pulls out his lucky fairy coin and begins flipping it.  

“Well if that is all your small mind can recall, then I guess I will be on my way.  I’ll be sure to tell my female merchant companion that she would not want to buy anything from you, even though she is always looking for new jewelry for her outfits.”

“Oh it is starting to come back to me know after thinking about it.”

“Addrun turns, still flipping the big silver coin.  “Yes?”

“Let me see that coin.”

“No.”

“Oh, then I guess I cannot remember after all.”

Addrun left the merchant square with a great deal on his mind.  He wandered aimlessly for a few hours mulling it all over.  Luckily his keen sense of direction sent him north.  When he finally came-to, and asked for directions, he was only a couple blocks away from the Idun Temple.

Verrin was wavering there in front like he- she- was dizzy talking to Ramiel.  Addrun immediately became excited that he had an audience.  He interrupted their conversation and told them everything that happened and everything that he thought faster than they could follow and out of order.  They had to make him repeat parts several times.  He had finally found the trail of the very unrapochi Rapochi Damagami and that was all that he could think about.

Then he noticed that there was another person standing there and she stood on four legs. 

“Hello, good lady, and what is your name?”

“Hello, my name is Chenwell.”

Addrun waited a moment; he leaned forward a bit; he cocked his head; he even raised an eyebrow.

“Are you expecting more?”

“My name is Addrun Silverfleece of the Dalabnankor Flock; buck of Lirin Silverfleece, head Pathfinder, who killed the frost giant, Friggedorr, bare-handed; buck of Kyan Silverfleece, paladin of Nomolos and chosen flock protector, mated to Tiffur Whitehoof head Shaman, doe of Zul Whitehoof, Dalabnankor Chief during the Slave Trader War.  I am very pleased to meet you.”

Balaam had walked up during the display and mumbled something about doing something about that to Ramiel and Verrin. Chenwell was a bit taken aback but regained her composure and invited them into the temple for supper.  Verrin “chose” to remain outside but made crude gestures with a wine bottle while they were walking up the stairs.

At supper, Addrun talked Chenwell’s ears off until she finally excused herself for the evening.  Feeling full and very satisfied, Addrun decided to go out into the countryside to sleep and enjoy the beautiful evening.

On his way through the gate, he had an idea. “Hello, there and good morning.  Anything interesting happen over the walls last night?  I tell ya.  You and your brethren sure keep a quiet town.  I slept outside last night and was not disturbed once.  You're doing a fine job indeed.

“Well I have been staying at the Idun temple with a sick friend of mine and am getting a bit restless.  I bet you know what's dangerous around here.  How far is it safe to explore around the city?  How about that forest?  Any good stories?

“Say.  I bet your watchful eye noticed a Bariaur buck leaving the city a couple weeks ago didn't you?  He was a real nasty thief, that one.  He would have gored a baby to take its rattle.  In fact he was trying to sell an old war horn that is worthless to anyone except those from whom he stole it.  It's probably a good thing that you didn't try to stop him because he has killed a few giants.”

The ugly guard sized up the young Bariaur.  “Interestin'?  Only thin' interestin round ere is a goat-hoof askin me bout my business.  It's quiet ere cuz we keep an eye on yer kind.  An' don't mind me sayin it but it's good ye be sleepin in yer rightful spot an not stinkin up some nice inn fer the townsfolk.  Too bad the stables don't take goat-hoofs eh?  The horses're worth too much. 


“An don't be flatterin me bout my fine job I's be doin, don't need yer sweet talk calf.  So that goat-hoof wiff the big package was a thief eh?  Probably was yer friend an yer just protectin' im...makin me think he did leave town when we saws him go.  But my mint be on him still bein er, slummin with the Shifters still.  Ya can't trust thier magic and I can' be trustin' you.   We'll catch yer friend yet and pin it back on ye too, mark my words.  Now get ye gone 'fore I sends you packin the way yer friend made his ruse to be headin'.   No one heads to Penitent who ain't a friend of the giants...and we all know how much giant clubs like goat-hoof skulls.”  He spits and walks off to join three other guards on duty. 


Completely bewildered and angry, Addrun is reminded of his naivety when dealing in cities and especially with the unpredictable humans.  A hundred things run though his head, but nothing has prepared him for this dire reception. He is reminded of the way the elves treated Balaam.  


He realizes that if he does say anything as mean to the lowly guard or challenge the slug to a dual, then he would not be allowed back into Glensey.  He looks up one last time and smiles as he very casually walks away.  They watch as he leaves, then begin to laugh.


Addrun talks to himself as he turns west and strolls through the tall grass.  "What could my people have ever done to these Glenseyans that they have such hard feelings?  Is it that the Rapochi Damagami are so much better warriors than these weaklings?  That we gladly charge into battle outnumbered against a group of giants?  That we live by honour, well except for one?  That we do not need the security of guarded walls and confining roofs where one cannot see the beautiful sky?  Has that pathetic man ever left the confines of this prison?  Poor, poor man.  Perhaps the dishonourable creature is missing something from his miserable existence.  Perhaps he should sleep under the glorious twinkling stars once and feel Naneigh underneath his sleeping body letting her caress his body, dreams and mind.  I bet Lon Di would know what this person needed.  He seems so wise when he is not rambunctious getting us trapped underground.  I wonder how he is healing up?  I wonder if he is communing with his dream god.  Tirag would have laughed at the pathetic man's attempt at bravery, safe on his wall out of hoof's reach.  He is a coward that would run at a fair competition.  He probably cheats everyone that he knows.  Oh well.  He won't be there by the time I want to go back in."   


Addrun wanders around aimlessly in the grassy fields munching contently.  Then he remembers something that the idiot said.  "'Penitent...friends of the giants'  What kind of people live in that city?  Are they evil?  If Verrin sobers up, perhaps he will know something of this evil city of giant friends.  hmmm...  Didn't he say something about the Raku living with the 'shifters'?  What are shifters and what kind of magic do they possess?  Balaam could possibly answer such a riddle, or one of the Idun priests.   I will see them again tomorrow.  I wish I could shoot my bow to work these things out better.  Chenwell is very interesting.  A doe raised by dwarves with almost no memory of her parents.  Poor girl.  Caged in those confining tunnels under the mountains without the freedom to run through the fields under the sky." 


Then Addrun decided to do just that because he could.  He ran as fast as his sore wrist would allow until he came across a little hollow in the prairie, which looked like a fantastic place to sleep.  But first he would study the sky and try to tell if any new stars fell.  "What were the people's of the world going to do about this catastrophe?"  Then he fell asleep trying to understand the significance of the falling stars and the effects on Azolin.  He wondered in Naneigh was disturbed by it.  She certainly didn't like the one that they carried through Gelden.  He then dreamed of the wylde wolves giving the silly fairies rides and teaching them the way of the forest. 
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