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Game Session October 6, 2002

Addrun runs up to his paladin friend.  “Ramiel!  Last night as I was leaving town, a nasty dishonourable guardsman cowardly threw words at me from the safety of the walls for no apparent reason.  I ignored his pathetic jibes but he said that he saw the Raku that I seek.  He said that he had been staying with some people called the "shifters".  Do you know who they might be?  Verrin or Balaam would know.  He also said that they thought he was headed to a place called "Penitent" where they are friends with giants.  Do you know anything about such a disgusting city of putrid evil?  I have to find out how far this place is and perhaps go there now.  I cannot wait around in this silly place while I am getting so close to that traitorous raku.  I am going to find Verin to ask him what he knows.  Do you know where he is staying?  I need some money too.  Oh I almost forgot, I have to go to the Idun Temple first to have my broken wrist looked at.  Maybe Chenwell will be there.  Don't just stand there with your teeth in your mouths.”

Addrun catches up to Verrin at the Golden hen Inn.  “There you are.  I have been looking for...oh you look exactly like you used to.  A potion?  Wow, that is amazing.  I hope I don't accdentally drink one of those some day.  How do y...Anyway, Who are the "shifters"?  A cowardly human guard said that he thought the Raku had been staying with them.  Are they Rapochi Damagami?  If they are, then we need to talk to them.  He also said that he thought the Raku was heading towards Penitent where they are actually friends with giants.  Do you know anything about this loathsome place?  How close is it and will you come with me?  Perhaps I can catch the traitor if we leave now and kill a few giant scumm at the same time.  No, I still can't shoot my bow or hold amy spear.  I finally got the new haft on it; see?  But I have the weapons that I was born with.  CHIBA T'OMNI BROBDINAGI!”

Verrin replies, “Whoa...Addrun...you must calm yourself.  There is no way we can take on an entire city.  It would be folly.  You cannot even hold a spear let alone shoot you bow.  Addrun there is one thing you must learn about and that is patience.  Dont you think I want to head right to Tal Nega and kill all the Moridrins.  Of course I do...but I know that if I would even attempt that act I would die..and all for nothing.  I will wait till I have the right resources and power to attempt it.  Stealth is our best friend right now.  We have a better chance at getting the horn while the Raku does not know we are after him.  Here I bought you some Filsburg grain.  It’s the best in town here.   Have some and think more on this quest.

“ Well, I guess Ill start with who the shifters are. They are a group of mages who deal with poly..well you would not quite understand...lets just say a group of magic users.  They are not Rapochi Damagami.  I will ask them some questions upon my return from Erindoor. I will be there the next few days doing some information gathering you could call it.  Penitent does sound like a bad place for you to be going, considering it is a town full of half giants.  We will find your horn Addrun.  You just have to take my word on it.  See you back here in about 5 days.”

Ramiel had followed Addrun to the golden Hen.  “Addrun, please calm yourself.  Varon is right when he says that you cannot just charge this city.  It is useless to sacrifice youself like this, for who will retrieve the horn once you are gone?  We must make a plan, take advantage of the unaware thief.  I am sure the man on the wall was drunk, he did not know what he was saying.  If possible we should track him down and see what else he knows, he may be more connected than we think.  Secondly, we will track down this group of mages Varon is speaking of.  I am sure they will have some answers for us Addrun, whether they are willing to give them or not.  I wish I could stay here and help you search, but I fear I must return to the temple of Heironious in Hillstride, it is indeed a sight to behold and it is my mission to visit these temples across the globe.  I am sorry for this delay, but be sure that when I return we will handle this problem immediately.  I will surely ask at the temple about the city of half giants and of the Shifters. I will see if there is anything the temple can do to help you on your quest Addrun, you are a fine example of a warrior of light.  Perhaps a new spear is in order also, I will see what I can turn up in Hillstride.  Being a military town I am sure its weapons will be better made and more reasonably priced than in this town of magic.  In any case I will return in five days, this is when we strike our first blow against the thief you seek Addrun, find out as much as you can before then, we will need all the information we can get.”
 

The 10th of Belot

Addrun rejoins Lon Di on the Trade road pulling Lon Di’s horse.  The monk asks Addrun how it went.


“They are irritated at us and it is probably better that you stayed here.  I traded arrow staves for a seasoned length of Osage orange to the bowyer to make a more powerful bow, and I brought back with me a couple good friends.”


“Hi Lon Di.”  Blutey says atop his “captain’ chair” between Addrun’s horns.  


Lon Di inspects his horse and says, “Well, I am heading back to Glensey.  Are you coming?”


“No.  I am going to meet Ramiel and that Aidan in Hillstride.  I will see you when we get back in a few days.”


The two part company and Addrun trots towards Hillstride.  He arrives the next morning and easily finds Ramiel at the Hieroneous Temple.  He finds the paladin quite pleased with his reception at the formerly closed church.  Addrun spends the day at an armorer getting a new set of Brigadine armor with skirt and arm pieces.  It cost 115 gold pieces less 8 for his worn, cut studded leather.  He had to borrow 14 gold from Ramiel to pay the rest that he didn’t have, but it fit beautifully and the stitched-in steel plates were quieter than he thought they would be.


Aidan catches up to the pair late afernoon after visiting his family and they head back towards Glensey.  The temple of Hieroneous gave Ramiel a quarterstaff for Lon Di and a very-well made spear for Addrun and their valor fighting the good fight.  Addrun is very pleased with it and wonders if he should sell his because he cannot carry two of them and fight.  Aidan says that he can carry it with the straps that he has for his javelins.


The three meet Balaam and Lon Di at the Golden Hen Inn to discuss their plans.  Addrun wants to head straight for Penetent even though his left wrist is still a bit weak.  Ramiel tells him that he learned at Hillstride that the city is not over-all evil and is actually a buffer between the full giants and the rest of the country.  He warns Addrun that they do not like Bariaur and Addrun will have to wait outside when they get there.  Balaam wants to stay to at least see the first night of Belornott.  He tries to convince them that they will be very entertained tonight with the crowning of the new Belor naut Queen.  

As they sit there, a messenger brings a letter for Balaam.  It is from Verrin.  He says that he has discovered information in Erandoor but one of the members of the Cult of the Halfmoon, a powerful half-orc, is following him.  He warns that the group should leave Glensey at once.  Balaam gets a bit more information out of the messenger and the discussion becomes more heated, as Ramiel and Addrun want to run off to rescue their friend.  

Lon Di tells Addrun that if the Raku was staying with the shifters, who are illusionists, then perhaps he is not really Bariaur.  

New ideas fly through Addrun’s mind.  “That would explain much if that were true.  We never could figure out why one of us would do such a thing.”


They hear a commotion outside and get up to investigate.  They see the back of a brown-robbed figure with a staff, walking slowly down the busy street with everyone running out of his way.  Balaam explains that it is a very powerful Liche who will be watching the ceremony this week.  It stops and turns to look at Lon Di with its blue-lights for eyes.  Then it resumes its steady stroll down the street.  Balaam says that we will see many such undead tonight but there will be little to fear from them with all the extra guard in town.

Right then a small contingent of Pelor Paladins in bright shinning armour marches down the street    behind the lich.  Ramiel stops and talks to them for a moment.  

Aiden suggests telling the city Guard about the information concerning the Cult of the Halfmoon trying to re-enter the city after their banishment earlier in the year.  Addrun agrees, as well as Ramiel and Balam.  Aiden leads them to the soldier’s barracks.  They arrive and hear a sergeant major barking orders to a scary assortment of special forces.  Aidan whispers that they are the Black Guard of the Days of Death- the undead slayers.  The officer ends his loud speech and the Guardsmen move out into the city.  He walks up to the odd assortment of races and looks them over.  His eyes give a subtle warning to the Drow, and then he addresses the lanceman.

“What do you want?”

Aiden salutes then tells him of the Cult and the Stars that they probably possess.  

“Good work, soldier, we’ll be on the lookout for ‘em.  DISMISSED!”

To Addrun’s distaste, there are a few hours of daylight until Balam’s Belor naut Ceremony.  He is on edge.  It has been seven days since he heard about the Raku being in Glensey and they still have done nothing.  He should have gone to Penetent on his own, but his friends are very persuasive.  He remembers the speech that Verrin gave him before he left to Erandoor.  


“Whoa...Addrun...you must calm yourself.  There is no way we can take on an entire city.  It would be folly.   You cannot even hold a spear let alone shoot your bow.  Addrun there is one thing you must learn about and that is patience.  Don’t you think I want to head right to Tal Nega and kill all the Moridrins.  Of course I do...but I know that if I would even attempt that act I would die… and all for nothing.  I will wait till I have the right resources and power to attempt it.  Stealth is our best friend right now.  We have a better chance at getting the horn while the Raku does not know we are after him.  Here I bought you some Filsburg grain.  It’s the best in town here. Have some and think more on this quest.”
Verrin can push him around like his mother used to do.  But that is okay.   Ramiel also had a hand in keeping Addrun from running to Penetent by himself.


“Addrun, please calm yourself.  Verrin is right when he says that you cannot just charge this city.  It is useless to sacrifice yourself like this, for who will retrieve the horn once you are gone?  We must make a plan, take advantage of the unaware thief.  I am sure the man on the wall was drunk; he did not know what he was saying.  If possible we should track him down and see what else he knows, he may be more connected than we think.  Secondly, we will track down this group of mages Varon is speaking of.  I am sure they will have some answers for us Addrun, whether they are willing to give them or not.  I wish I could stay here and help you search, but I fear I must return to the temple of Heironious in Hillstride, it is indeed a sight to behold and it is my mission to visit these temples across the globe.  I am sorry for this delay, but be sure that when I return we will handle this problem immediately.  I will surely ask at the temple about the city of half giants and of the Shifters. I will see if there is anything the temple can do to help you on your quest Addrun, you are a fine example of a warrior of light.  Perhaps a new spear is in order also, I will see what I can turn up in Hillstride.  Being a military town I am sure its weapons will be better made and more reasonably priced than in this town of magic.  In any case I will return in five days, this is when we strike our first blow against the thief you seek Addrun, find out as much as you can before then, we will need all the information we can get.”
They are right, of course, but the anxious buck cannot help but wonder why they are not leaving tonight.  Now Balaam is going on and on about the stupid festival of undead where innocent girls are sacrificed.  After the Undead Prince and his zombie servants a week ago, Addrun wants nothing to do with anymore unnatural abominations.  Tirag is surely frowning down on him right now for his lack of action.

Addrun is driving himself crazy and so he decides to try distracting himself a bit.  He starts a conversation with the lanceman about spear throwing.  He tells Aidan that he does not often practice throwing as he fells that he is a better shot with his bow, but asks the soldier, who carries javelins on his horse, to show him some techniques.  They decide to head for the Hieroneous temple to see if they could use the practice yard.   Ramiel thinks it a splendid idea and goes with them.  Balaam is still ranting about the festival but Addrun ignores most of it.  

The group turns a corner and finds that the Necromancy Guild is having their apprentices set up weakly-animated skeletons on the streets.  They just stand in place and twitch a little.  Addrun wants to have a little Bariaur fun and says to Aidan,  “Watch this.”  Then to the apprentices’ dismay, the big Rapochi charges headfirst and shatters a skeleton into 206 pieces.  Feeling a lot better, Addrun raises his arms triumphantly hoping to get a few cheers from passersby.  He turns around to return to his friends and is greeted by a very irate Necro-teacher.  Who points a finger at Balaam and tells the Drow to keep a leash on his pets.  

Balaam ruins the moment by scolding a Bariaur!  Either he does not understand the proud silly race, or he does not care as he warns Addrun that with his unique physiology, he would make an interesting undead skeleton.

Addrun is stunned and speechless.  How could his friend have insulted him so?  The others start to leave for the temple and Balaam has turned his attention on Aiden and is trying to talk him into going to a brothel.  A skeleton walks by and Addrun “accidentally trips it with his spear shaft.  It falls and breaks its jaw.  Addrun moves to catch-up to the others as Balaam is going off in another direction.  

“Addrun.”

Where is that coming from?  

“Addrun.”  

The hollow little voice tries to sound scary.

“Addrun, I am coming for you.”

Just as he begins to wonder if he is going to have to shatter another skeleton, he realizes that the one coming up to him is acting a little different.  Then he sees little Blutey poke a hand out of an eye socket.

“Look what I found, Addrun.  I am trying to make a scary undead voice.”

“I wish you could go bother Balam, but he just left.  We are going to be at the ball tonight but then we are leaving the Golden Hen first thing in the morning.  Will you be able to find it?”

“Yea.  I’ll see you later.  I wanna scare somebody.”

“Alright, but don’t get lost.”

Addrun catches up to his friends once again as they are climbing the steps of the Temple of Heironeous.  They are not greeted at the front gate by any priests.  Ramiel pokes his head inside to see that the place is completely empty.

The paladin says, “Well they must be helping the guard protect the city.  It is almost dusk and I promised Balaam that I would watch the ceremony tonight.”  Aidan and Addrun agree and join him to the Necro-castle.

The three warriors arrive at the gaudily decorated castle to experience the coronation ball.  Ramiel excuses himself to go stand with his brother paladins and priests. Addrun tells him to ask if they need help with anything.  Aidan and Addrun see Balaam waving frantically and holding a table with Lon Di for them.  

The “ballroom” is filled with the oddest assortment of people and races that Addrun has ever seen.  The audience is loud and anxious for the coronation to begin.  Addrun spies that Liche sitting in the corner all by himself.  Ramiel and his fellow priests are keeping an eye on him with hands resting on maces and swords.  Balaam sees Addrun staring at the Lliche and gives him some background on the ancient once-human, called Morgorn.  Something above catches Addrun’s attention and he looks up just in time to see bats hanging from the rafters change into slavering humanoid monsters.  He hears Aidan mumble the word “vampires”.

The ceremony starts on the balcony with thirteen beautiful young nervous girls.  As torches become lit, Balaam points out the thirteen decorated sealed pots in front of the maidens.  Balaam is very excited as he explains what is about to happen to unhearing ears.  Addrun wonders if that bloodwine has addled his brain.  

Paying little attention to the monstrous event, Addrun is trying to calm himself by thinking of the prairie.  He hears his name in that silly voice and looks to his right to see that Blutey’s skeleton is now rainbow coloured with flowers on it.  It brings a smile to the stressed ranger’s face.

“How do you like it?  I made it smell better too.”

“Yes, it’s, ah…pretty.”

Blutey hops out of the skull and onto the tabletop.  Addrun resumes looking at the beastly ceremony with distaste.  He hears a sinister voice ask Lon Di how he likes the coronation.  Addrun turns to his left to see a regal, pale, black-robed man with a hand on Lon Di’s shoulder.  He is surrounded by six pale children with evil looks an their faces.  Balaam says hello to his guildmaster, Veur.  Lon Di fearlessly tells the vampire lord how much he is repulsed by the sick show.  Veur chuckles, bites one of his fingers with a fang, and points to one of the children.  The little boy runs up and starts sucking the blood from his finger.  Lon Di starts trying to entice Veur who looks up and nods to the rafters.  Three of the clinging vampires crawl down and come to the table to surround Lon Di.  

“Perhaps you would like to step outside and discuss this on more of an equal level.”  The vampire says in his Transylvania accent.

As the fearless monk confronted the vampire lord, Addrun caught Blutey just in time to see him getting ready to shoot one of the vampires on the ceiling.

“No, Blutey.  They are evil and will kill you or turn you into one of them.”

The cute little fairy frowned and with a quivering lip ran over to Ramiel and sat on his armoured shoulder.

Just then, the coronation ceremony was coming to its climax.  The band played triumphantly peals as the thirteen girls picked up the urns and dumped their contents from the balcony.  The croud’s voice to a fevered pitch as ash poured all over the ones in front.  Then an angry magical spirit that Balaam said was a demon, flew out of the cloud and up into the twelfth girl.  She screamed and was wracked with pain.  Addrun was discusted but felt helpless.  Last year’s “Queen of the Damned”, her skin nearly purple from so many angry veins, slowly hobbled up to her and passed over the Scepter of the Undead.  The twelfth girl held aloft the scepter feeling its power as vampires tore her predecessor into pieces without her even uttering a scream.

Addrun was furious that humans could live like this and Balaam thought it was wonderful in his drunken state.  Addrun turned to look at Veur but the necromantic guild master was gone.

Balaam excitedly tells us that the scepter controls the town’s undead- even Veur and Morgorn.  The new queen helps keep them inline and the city safe.  A smile crosses Lon Di’s face as he asks if anyone can use the scepter.  He and Addrun discuss taking the scepter and destroying all of the undead.  Balaam hears us and says that we would not have a chance to use it; for the moment it left her possession, the undead would attack and destroy the city’s population.  Addrun leaves to go next door to the Temple of Idun hoping to find Chenwell.

The 14th of Belot

After filling up on Idun apples, Addrun goes outside the gates for a quick run and to let Samaraba also get a bit of exercise.  The poor little squirrel had been hiding in Addrun’s saddlebags the entire day yesterday- terrified of the evil that he could sense.  Addrun promises that they would be leaving Glensey today and be back on the road.  He talks to his little friend telling him his confused thoughts and feelings about the previous night and the hunt for the Raku.  Addrun explains to the squirrel how important the retrieval of The Warhorn of Tirag is to the Dalabnankor, especially if they are having to fight off hoards of giants.   Like a bit of therapy, Addrun and Sam return to the Golden Hen in a much better mood to meet with the others.

Addrun ducks into the common room and sees Verrin.  He is telling about being followed by the half-orc member of the Halfmoon Cult.  Balaam vomits on the floor.  Addrun shakes his head and the anger returns.  The sick Drow mumbles something about blacklotus and bloodwine.  The group seems content to sit all day and discuss plans for nothing.  Addrun tries to get them up and moving.  He is ready to leave this forsaken place.  Ramiel and Verrin still have to buy horses.  The ranger goes with them to make sure they don’t buy nags.  

The three find a horse dealer who has good prices and Addrun talks to the pair that his friends pick-out.  They are healthy and ready to run in the grass.  He nods and Ramiel pays for them.  Addrun then tries to heard the four back to the inn so that the can be on their way.  

As they finally leave town with Chenwell- who says that she will learn the most of this world following a group like this- Ramel tells Addrun that he is not going to let him enter the city of Penetent and get himself killed.  Addrun pretends not to hear him.  Blutey, who is still afraid of the vampires, rides with Ramiel.  Lan Di and Balaam resume their loud discussion.  Addrun agrees with nearly everything the monk says. 

Later that day as they ride hard up through the southern Erynguldor Fields, Addrun remembers something important from his childhood.  He falls back to talk to Chenwell who has been keeping to herself.

“:Have your people ever dealt with the cyclops?  And do you know where they are found?”

“Cyclops?  Ah, no, I guess not.”

Addrun tells her what he knows about the creatures of sight and says that with a good trade, the hermits will give them many of the answers they are looking for.  He excuses himself and goes over to Verrin who has Balaam riding behind him shouting at LonDi who is shouting back.  Addrun asks his sly friend to go into Penetent for him to get information about the Raku AND the whereabouts of the cyclops.

The 15th of Belot

Ignoring his morning scouting, Addrun rouses the group and tells them to eat on horseback.  He dreamed of facing the Raku face to face and when the fight was starting to go Addrun’s way, the thief turned into a frost giant.  He couldn’t shake the dream and as soon as they starting traveling again, Lon Di and Balaam rekindled their heated discussion.  Addrun is on edge.

Finally Ramiel calls a halt as he and Aidan tie up the arguing pair and gag them.  Addrun is shocked but helps them.  Then he sees Verrin run off screaming that the half-orc is going to kill him.  Addrun watches him run maniacally for a moment then the Bariaur runs him down and throws the slight tiefling over his shoulder.  

“What is the matter, Verrin?”

“He’s right there Addrun.  Run!”

“Right where?”

“There, behind that bush.”

Addrun walks over to the hiding bush.  He walks around the tiny scrub leaving a few hoof prints in a patch of exposed dirt.  “No one has been here except for me.  See my tracks?”

“Ah, yea, but…”

Addrun carried him back to the “safety’ of the group.  Rameil and Aidan had just finished scolding the two bound men and were beginning to free them.  
*********************************************************************************************


I just wanted to let everyone know that I am sorry for my sickness.  I just realized today that the half-orc is just in my mind.  I have a feeling it is something left over from my wild surge.  Balaam is working on coming up with a cure hopefully.  I must ask you Addrun to help in anything he may need herb-wise.  Also, I must ask that you all bear with me during my sickness.  

Thank you,

Afonatus 

Listen up.  I'm gonna ride on ahead of the group and scout out the countryside.  I want to get a feel for the lay of the land and I can do that better alone.  Go on ahead to Penitent and I'll catch up with you there.  Who knows, maybe I'll even beat you there.  Before I head out, I wanted to leave you with little bit of wisdom that I picked up over the years.  I may only be a Lancer in the Hillstride Guard but I've been soldiering since I was about 13 or 14 years old.  I'm a little worried about how everyone's been getting along lately.  Now, I know I haven't been with you for any length of time, so I hope you don't take what I'm saying in the wrong way; I'm just as guilty as the next guy.  


That been said, I think we've all been heading down a dangerous path with the way we've been bickering amongst ourselves. One of the biggest killers, if not THE biggest killer, in battle is not some weapon of wood or steel but poor morale.  If you don't trust the guy next to you to stand his ground, you're not going to stand yours either.  The next thing you know, your entire army has its back to the enemy.  Nothing leads to poor morale faster than fighting each other instead of the enemy.  It's natural to bicker a little in these situations, but I think it's getting out of hand and we're starting to piss one another off.  I don't know a lot about what you all are up to, but you obviously think it's important.  Despite the importance you place on your mission, I think you're jeopardizing not only your mission but your lives as well.  It's dangerous, even suicidal, to fight amongst ourselves under the dangerous conditions we've experienced lately.  The sniping distracts us from our mission.  If we lose our cohesion, we lose.


I don't mean to point any fingers because we've all participated but, Lan Di, you put us all in jeopardy when you confronted the vampire lord in the manner you did.  That...thing...could have ripped off your head, skull-fucked you and turned you into one of his undead toys.  And ya know what?  I couldn't have done a thing to help you.  If you expect me to come to your aid, don't play fast and loose with my life.  I know you didn't mean it that way and things were stressful, but it was very risky what you did.  And Balaam, you should have been more thoughtful about how you handled the situation back there in Glensea. I know the Days of Death are not as dangerous as you made them out to be, but Lan Di and the others obviously didn't and your exaggerations wound things up a bit.


My point isn't to blame anyone for anything, we all crew up from time to time, but I want to emphasize that we need to think a little bit more before we act. If I'm running into battle against some ugly sum'bitch, I want to have confidence in the people watching my back.  If I've been fighting with my comrade in arms, or placing his life at risk unnecessarily, do you think he's going to be considerate of me and risk his life for mine?  When I lost my eye in battle, I fell off my horse in front of thousands of armed orcs.  The only reason I'm alive today is because one of my trooper buddies put his ass on the line and rode back into range of orc weaponry, dismounted, and pulled me out of danger.  That might not have happened if I had been bustin' his chops for the days leading up to battle.  Part of the soldiering I learned about was looking past some things you don't like so you can have an effective 

Fighting force.  I'll tell ya, when the dust from thousands of marching soldiers and charging horses is kicked in your face and flaming arrows are flying all around, the only thing you have to rely on is the trooper sitting on his horse next to you.  When you feel the impending doom of death pressing on you and see your life flashing before your eyes, it doesn't matter whether the man pulling you out of the jaws of death wets his bed every night- those types of shortcomings don't matter.  So, if you got a beef with someone in the group, you'd better get it resolved before you find yourself looking for that person to risk his life for you. We've got a couple of sick comrades and I'm not sure we've been looking after them the way we should be.  We may be relying on Lan Di and Verin sometime soon and I for one want them healthy. Their well-being should be our first priority.


Someone said once that men can apologize, only women can't.  So...for what its worth... I apologize for being an ass...and... thanks for pulling me out from underneath the Golem. Well, I'll leave you with that to think about.  Chenwelle, take care of these donkeys.  May Pelor be with you all.

Aidan

To all,


Aidan's words ring true.  We must come to a meeting of the minds, or all is for naught.  I apologize for not properly warning the group of the darkness that is Belor nout.  I thought it was important that the group observe and experience the perverse festival for itself.  Make no mistake, as I assured the group then, we were in no danger at any time during the festival, and I had wished to make more of an effort to answer your questions and address your concerns.  There was much we could have learned of the undead that night.  Unfortunately, rather than helping the group, I took to the bottle, and before long, was of no assistance to anyone.  For that I apologize as well.      

Let me clarify some matters of import that have resulted from the coronation ball and the after hours party.  First, and most importantly, I am repulsed by the fact that my guild master has revealed himself to be a powerful undead with a predilection for innocent children.  That being said, there was naught we could do at the festival to effect that -- all the creatures were in their natural habitat, surrounded by their friends and servants, during the celebrations sanctioned by the laws of Glensea.  They were also provided with protection for the festivities by the Hillstride contingent, as were we.  The undead slayers are respected and feared by all, and if we had lifted a sword and attacked, we would have been immediately imprisoned or banished from the city. Aidan may speak further on the abilities and powers of this contingent from Hillstride.  A more critical outcome of the coronation ball is the danger that exists now to Lahn Di alone.  I am afear'd that our monk insulted Veur Minith, who now has a "personal" interest in Lahn Di.  This is a great peril, and heed my advice, Lahn Di; do not return to Glensea, ever again.  If and when the group returns, you will need to stay beyond the gates of the city, perhaps even traveling on to Hillstride for your own safety.  Your shock at the practices of Belor nout is commendable; but the wisdom in challenging the vampire is not something I would have advised.  


Two final items; I do not, nor have ever, partaken in cannibalistic practices -- the "blood wine" we drank at the ball was little more than regular wine made with bloodberries, a common enough libation during the Days of Death.  To make a long story short, actual blood is far too valuable to add to alcoholic beverages.  Blood gathering rituals are only allowed during the Days of Death and are closely monitored and regulated by the Sorcerer's Council and Hillstride forces.  


Finally, I am concerned that the bonds of trust that I thought had developed within the group during our adventures would have been strong enough to allow us to experience Belor nout and benefit from it with what we learned about the undead.  I may have let the group down by getting drunk, but I still trust each of you for who you are.  I may not always agree with your methods (Lahn Di); I may not always like your current impulsive behaviors (Verin); I may not always agree with your strategies 

(Aidan); but I trust each of you implicitly to do your part in this group.  As we sat at the table during the ball, I did not sense that the group truly trusts me yet, although in no way were we in danger at any time, as I had promised!  But that is to be expected.  I have been the object of distrust and fear before.  And it will happen again.  It is, I think, part of being Drow, and it is times like these that I question whether leaving the Underdark those many years ago was truly the right choice...

Balaam

Balam, 

As I impatiently stood through the stupid, unwholesome ceremony of death and sacrifice to monsters, I seriously began to wonder if I had erred in my reading of your character.  I have always liked you and never had, what you would call, an unreasonable prejudice towards you.  But now I wonder if you are someone who is so opposite from myself that we may end up on opposite sides at some future date.  If the group decides to rejoin the Dreamleaves and Sywardens in the recovery and replacing of the Starshines, are you going to try to thwart our efforts?  Now I am trying to recover that which is sacred and precious to my flock with the help of these fine people, and have little time for your rantings on the value of abominations.  You have helped us a great deal in the past and for that I am grateful.  You have left two marks on my hide to remind me that you stopped serious bleeding and perhaps death.  And speaking of death- you mentioned offhand that I would make an interesting undead because of my physique.  You may have thought that was funny, but the words still eat into my heart and stir up anger at the thought of being imprisoned for eternity and no way to escape those bonds even through death.  That terrifies me more than Liches and vampires and hoards of undead to destroy.  You attacked one of the most important and treasured things in a Rapochi's life.  FREEDOM!  Now I will forever be on guard when I see you dealing with these aberrations.  For it may be near impossible for me to slay a Liche, but a scrawny little elf with thoughts of enslaving the living could be ground into dust to fertilize the grass.  Now I am ashamed of myself for threatening you, but I could not in good conscience just let it go.  I am giving you warning as a honourable warrior that you are walking a razor's edge. In time, this could pass and we could laugh together again, but please refrain from your incessant arguments for slavery.  The dead should rest in peace.  Centuries ago, Shek Three-hoof cut off his own leg with his horns to free himself from a giant's manacle and then- limping- freed the rest of his flock before the evil brogdinagi awoke from their drunken stupor.  They slayed him but he died free and we believe he runs along the clouds of freedom with his brother Tirag who watches me now. 

Again, I apologize.  Not for my words but for my anger.  Most of that is directed to the traitorous Raku.  My blood boils with lust for revenge and fear of failure.  What shall happen in the next few days?  Nothing would be far worse than a pitched battle.  If I hear that the Raku is still in Penetent, then Ramiel will have to tie me up as he did Lon Di, to keep me from avenging my flock's honour. 

Dugasa du la Barigayuda. 

Addrun,


Let us set our differences aside so that we may work together to obtain the appropriate ingredients for a potion or other cure for Verin's ailment; he suffers from an unknown mental illness as a result of the wild surge.  Your herb lore may come in very handy in this situation.  Do you have any suggestions?  We may be able to find some plants and herbs along the way to Penitent.  I will meditate on other ingredients and discuss this again with you later.    


Well, for that matter, we also ought to begin discussing a possible cure for Lahn Di's condition, as it does not seem to be getting any better.  I may have differences with you and Lahn Di, but we must set our disagreements aside.  Please consider what, if any possible herbs may help with Lahn Di's condition, and I shall also meditate upon this. Assistance from any other group members is appreciated as well.  The other side of necromancy is healing and restorative magic, after all.  There really is a lot of good to necromancy, as I hope to show you...  

Balaam 

Addrun,

 
Do not be insulted by these new words I speak to you, I intend to explain to you my actions at the ball; perhaps the razor's edge I am walking will not be so dangerous after you hear me out.  

 
I spoke to you thus at the ball to stop you from acting out inappropriately.  If you had indeed disturbed the celebration and attacked an undead, it is possible that your unique form would have been marked by Veur Minith or any other powerful undead at the ball or along the street that night.  The words I said to you were only the truth, and nothing more; I did not intend to insult you, nor to please the wit, nor was I expecting you to be so insulted.  Instead,  I was trying to stop you from disrupting the coronation ball and endangering yourself and all of us.  


I was not able to stop you from acting out in the street, however,  when you damaged the property of another necromancer.  You were fortunate that you were not arrested or worse at that moment.  If you had brought attention to yourself, you too would have had a mark of death on your head, just as Lahn Di does now, as he persisted in his protestations and did not heed my warnings.   

As for Veur Minith, I did not know, and could not have known, the true nature of the necromantic guild master; as I had only been in Glensea for a few days, and had been feverishly preparing and casting a spell.  He revealed his true nature to all of us at the same moment.  To my dismay, that was at our table at the coronation ball at the precise moment I had intended to drink a toast with him!  I could not reveal my reaction, although I was in truth repulsed and disgusted.  There was much at the ball and the ceremony we witnessed that was disturbing to me.  But to let the vampire know my misgivings at that moment would have been to demonstrate weakness, which you, as a warrior, should know, to have done so in such a circumstance would have jeopardized the entire group's safety.    

 
If you and I are opposites, so be it.  I did what I needed to keep the group safe.  I cannot be held accountable for the bad decisions the party makes, even against my advice.  You need not fear me, as I do not fear you, for it is said in the Underdark: Nindyn vel'uss kyorl nind ratha thalra elghinn dal lil alust.  

I think you are too honorable to strike me down, even if you are in need of fertilizer.  

 
... And you will just have to trust me, Bariaur.    

 Balaam

 

Addrun asks, “If veur minith comes after us, how do we kill him?  Or will he just send his little children undead like a coward?  Those children's souls should be put to rest and their chains broken.”

Addrun, 

This is a matter to be addressed when we come back this way.  Minith is an ancient evil, and therefore patient; no matter how long it takes the group to come back to Glensea, it will seem to him as a moment.  He is not expanding his realm, rather, sits in wait as a giant spider and catches flies as they pass through his web.  I do not sense any immediate danger to the group; we need not push ourselves beyond our limits on the way to Penitent.  Come then, the shadow is behind us, let us consider the matters at hand!  We must find your thief, of course, which is why we are on our way to Penitent.  We must also help our friends, and we are not powerless to do so; Verin, with his mental illness, and Lahn Di, with his leg.  Ramiel and Shenwell can call on their gods to address any immediate healing needed by them, but as to their ability to cure what ails Lahn Di and Verin, I am not sure.  Perhaps Ramiel and Shenwell may have something to say about that.  

 
As for what we can do, you have seen that I suffer from a sleep sickness, and once a day I mix certain ingredients which I drink to ward off the sickness.  In the same way, I am working on drinks to help Verni and Lahn Di.  But I ask your help in finding certain herbs and plants, or "material components", to mix together and hopefully make potions that can help them.  I understand that you are wise in herb lore; if so, excellent, for that gives our friends a much greater chance to overcome their maladies!  

 
Please help me in finding the following plants and herbs that are relatively common on the way to Penitent: for Lahn Di, the following: stinging hairs of the Nettle plant, and white stems of Angelica.  Also, Rowan (mountain ash), but we will not find that until we are closer to the mountains.  For Verin, flowering plants of Peony, and Elderberries (as you know, try to find the red kind).

And your services are sorely needed for these more rare ingredients; for Lahn Di, either the tiny white flowers of Masterwort, which you probably will not find in the forest, but in swamps; or, more likely, the multi-hued flowers of Contrary vine!  As for Verin, Kingscrown, which is likelier near the mountains, but preferably, the dense bright flowers of Starseye.

 
Ranger, I thank you for assistance in helping our friends.    

 Balaam     


Hello again my friends, I have been in prayer over the future of our group, it seems that even the trials we have endured have not brought us together as a group of trusting friends, this truly makes me sad.  I would like to see our group handle many more stressful situations before we turned on each other like this.  I am truly sorry we had to tie and gag Lan Di and Balum, this is most definately not the way to handle problems in the group.  You two should both know that Aidan has told me we are travelling on a dangerous road in a dangerous area.  Naturally this means your loud bickering was attracting too much attention, especially considering we thought we may have a half-orc following us.  I wonder, if that orc had been real, or if we had run into a giant...would you two have stopped arguing then?  While your companions fought for their lives, and yours?  Or would you two have been so caught up in your petty feud that you would have been completely oblivious?  Personally, I cannot abide by this type of irresponsibility and carelessness.  I know you both to be wise men, capable of great feats of good, as well as great examples of evil.  This is why I am sure there has to 

be some great question you both where discussing just before we had to gag you...so tell me wise monk and studious wizard, what great quandry where you debating...what was worth risking the lives and annoying ears of your travelling companions?  Was it the question of whether this "festival" we saw was wrong?  Of course it is wrong to revel in the black glory of death so, staring into the abyss is not recommended, even if it is only for a week or so.  The problem lies in the fact that death is very present in our everyday lives.  We can see that loved ones, friends, enemies, and even animals die...death is truly omnipotent in our world, but for the influence of life and its agents.  We can also see children starving in the streets, families crushed by greedy nobles, and cruelty for the very sake of cruelty in our world, yet we do not so violently rise agaisnt these evils as we do against the manifest evil of a vampire with undead children.  Perhaps we are only so motivated when evil is shoved so explicitly down our throats, I personally was forced to digest what I saw in Glensea, though I did not much care for the taste...What I am saying Lan Di...is that there are many evils in the world that go unrighted, and we must choose our battles wisely, for not all that is offensive can be destroyed.  Everyone in our world has a different view of good and evil, it is in reconciling these views with one another that we gain understanding of the rest of society and can in the end promote peace and life, instead of 

vengence and death.  A good Paladin knows when not to strike as well as when to attack with all his might.  I personally may not have this ability down yet, but I am trying...I am trying to see both sides of the issue, the light as well as the dark.  I am trying to understand how evil people can, in the end, serve as valuable allies.  I am trying to understand how such a festival can be useful for the community, but I keep returning to the "Queen of the Undead" as you called her.  She sacrifices herself to hold back the forces you all celebrated...she is truly a martyr and a brave person...she makes your festival possible Balum, I hope you realized the real meaning behind that ceremony, the sacrificing of a good life to gain understanding and control over the forces of death...it is a really valuable point, especially for a necromancer...but I got the impression you where getting off on the sheer macrabe effect of the whole thing, that it scared and angered us, more than the fact that it tried to show why necromancy can be justified to the whole of society.  This is how I decided I could tolerate your ceremony and why I will return as often as the church requests, with or without the rest of you...Now, if that helps you to understand each other...good, if that better helps you understand me...good, in all reality I just hope it helps put some kind of end to this discussion so that we can all move on as a group, a group that can accomplish great things if we can just learn to work together, not bicker constantly like spoiled children.  Given, this is an important issue, but a concrete answer can never be reached, so why not leave this argument to the politicians, its what they do for a living.  As for me, I’m currently interested in bringing a thief to justice and returning a sacred piece of Addrun's heritage to him.  This horn can ensure that his flock can battle giants and use the spirit that unites them to push back their enemies.  I think it is noble enough a goal, though some of you will obviously be disagreeing with me...as always.  If there is some other debate that will detain us from our task I would like to know now, let us work together as group to solve these problems Lan Di and Balum are having, seven heads are better than two.  In the meantime, it is obvious that Varon is not himself, he is suffering from some sort of affliction and there is apparently little that we can do about it, once again because of arguments that could be had 

at another time...Addrun, I promise you, I will die before I allow ANYONE...vampire lords included...to turn you into an undead servant.  This is not something you should be concerned about Balum doing, he has no intention of doing this himself, he simply thought that his vampire master might have plans to do so, should the chance arise.  I know it is a horrible thought to have, the idea of being an unthinking, unfeeling, monster for the rest of your sad unlife, to serve blindly the abomination that caused this pain.  Balum, it is clear that undead make our group nervous, even angry, so perhaps it would be wise to discuss all future undead "experiments" of yours before they took place, just to make sure the group isn't rudely surprised.  

Aidan, so far you have been a very valuable asset to both the group and my personal sanity, it is truly valuable to have someone with such military experience with us, I look forward to learning more about the rules of warfare and whatever you know of military tactics, this has long been a mark of distinction amongst my people and I would be greatly in your debt if you could teach me about this most valuable science.  Varon, I am sorry that you are still hurting from the magic surge, I cannot help but feel a little responsible for this, thus I will do whatever I can to make you more comfortable, anything you need just ask, I do still owe you from that one precious breath of air...

      You all have shown me that there are many kinds of people in this world, that there are many ideas and many concepts of what "good" and "evil" really are, however I am lucky enough to have the guiding light of Heironious to follow, this makes it easy for me to find my way through this world of gray, bringing the beauty of the light to all who would look my way, please friends, let us not forget that we can all be different and still as one, for this is a great lesson and truly the strongest link that can be forged by the actions of mortals...I hope the best for you all, may the light shine on you always.

                                 Ramiel


Addrun, I know the idea Balum put in your head was truly horrible, know that I would never let anything like that happen, it is my vow.  If you ever feel that Balum is threatening you in that manner just let me know before you strike him, I will use my skills to test his truthfullness and see what he really has in mind.  I was blessed with the ability to see clearly the dishonesty of others, this makes it very easy to confront someone about something, for it does not allow them to hide the truth.  I have no real concern about Balum, but after what I saw in Glensea I will forever be wary of necromancy.  Oh one last thing, please don't threaten to pound Balum into fertilizer; it doesn't make for good relations.

                                     Ramiel

                                       15th son of Sigil 

Friends,

I have listened to your views on this last few days of inner conflict among us and I have decided to share my own views. You all raise very valid points but I think

I can help clear up this disarray we have put ourselves into. First the question of weather or not the group can trust each other in battle and possibly fatal situations. I believe the answer to be a resounding yes regardless of our attitudes towards each other. I know at least personally that I would gladly die to save any of you from peril and I truly believe that any of you would do the same, even our newest companions of Aidan and Chenwelle. I know that although we may argue and bicker we will stand tall in combat or in a heated argument. I have been meditating a lot this last week and I have seen the folly in my ways, but know this I would have said the same thing to the vampire now as then. I have been drinking a lot lately and I know why. It hides the pain in my heart from the bite on my leg. But I have seen what I must do and Balamb I don’t want you to find my cure, I must do this alone. I say to you Balamb that I identify with you more than you think.  we are both very similar; we just walked different paths as children. Veryn I trust you also and I have dedicated myself to helping you cure this ailment. Ramiel it seemed to me that your faith doesen’t run as deep as I had thought, you should know that all of us would die to save you as you would us. Addrun I have also swore to Untamo that I would do what I could to retrieve this horn you have lost. I have come to my senses now and I will only drink my wine when I’m sure danger is no longer afoot. So we head to the city of Penitant, full of half giants. I have never seen these giants but if they are weak of mind I shouldn’t have to much trouble. I have my own agenda to deal with to but they can wait till our current missions are complete. I must say that Glensea is not out of my mind, and I still think the festival is being coordinated by the undead beast that retains power over a whole section of a human city. Its not the undead, it’s the feeling that a sham is being pulled over the cities eyes. But this is behind us and we must look forward. So on this day I swear to you my true fellows that I will seek to accompany you and stop the fall of the magatama or the stars until I have found the chosen one and return to my homeland and I will swear to you my life as I believe any of you would to me. I will seek to control this taint in my aura with my own will. I require nothing from you but your support. Aidan your personality leaves much to be desired but I trust you and I consider you a friend to me as well as Chenwelle. I will try to control my temper but I have a hatred for those who become undead and those who would create them for no good. I must pray and meditate on this, which resides inside me. Remember at the end of even the darkest of tunnels there is as much light as the highest mountains.

Lan-Di

Well said, Ramiel.  I only wish I could have taken a step back and helped the group understand the "big picture" more than I had; but you have done so, quite eloquently, and there is no need to add anything, for your words are ripe with wisdom.  Once again you have shown yourself to be a worthy and honorable follower of Heironious, and perhaps the true leader of the group.  

 

Let us away, then, to find the thief and resolve Addrun's quest!  And, if we can, help both Lahn Di and Verin with their conditions.  Lead on, paladin.  

 

A'DOS QUARTH, LUETH SSUSSUN PHOLOR DOS, MALLA JABBUK RAMIEL
 

Balaam  

I love you, Ramiel.  As a bladebrother, as a friend and as a mentor.  You go above and beyond just being a good person and set an example for us all.  Let us strive to find a local cyclopse to ask him of the onyx tower.  Whoever built it was an enemy of the Lanfennin centuries ago.  Perhaps a Drow City.  I do not remember.  Was there a horizon on that mural we looked at?  Or could it have been underground? 

Balaam, I am sorry for being short with you.  Although it was no excuse, the stress of worry has been gnawing at my soul since I learned of the Raku's path.  I was irritated that we could not follow the trail immediately and I resented your festival even before the outset.  Please forgive me, but also please refrain from discussing your necromatic ideas with me.  I will never have a sympathetic ear to them. 

Let me tell you guys, and lady, what I know about fighting giants, in case we are ambushed tomorrow.  Hill giants are the most common.  They are usually solitary which would be to our advantage.  They are stupid beyond belief but you would not believe their strength.  They like to throw boulders the size of Balaam with the same speed and acuracy that I shoot arrows.  If there are any loose rocks around then stay out of their range untill I distract them.  They also carry a huge stone club that could nearly split a horse in half.  I think the best tactic would be for Aiden and I to charge and attempt to knock him down with Ramiel backing us up.  If we can get him down, he cannot throw or swing his club, very hard.  Of course, if he grabs someone, then ehlp them immediately before he bear hugs them to death.  He will try to crush you rather that punch or wrestle.  If there are more than one, and they do not have an unlimited supply of rocks, then I shall try to entangle them with the grasses and Aiden can stick a few with javelins and I shall weaken them with a few arrows.  It is cowardly but probably the best tactic against more than one.  Stone giants are smarter, taller, 12 feet, and are as tough as their name.  Most of my arrows would break on their skin.  They like to blend in with the natural rock formations to ambush.  They throw rocks even heavier and farther than their dumber cousin.  It would be best for our small, untrained group to avoid any stone giants, but if we have to the first tactic would be best.  Stone giants tend to be neutral and would probably not even attack us normally, but you should be prepared.  Frost giants are far too fierce for us to mess with.  Their fighting tactics are similar to the others but they are more clever.  If you see a 15 foot tall human-looking giant with snow-white skin carrying a battleaxe as big as Ramiel's shield, then run.  Being brave against just one would be foolish and I am sure that Heironeous and Tirag know that.  My father got ambushed by a frost giant, and either luck was with him, or Tirag, himself, gave a hand, for he killed the beast and returned to us barely alive.  However, I am not yet the equal of my father. 

Be wary, my friends. 
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