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Game Session October 20, 2002

The 17th of Belot


Addrun finds just the right spot for his much needed meditation.   The last few days, his mind has been a storm of hate and anxiety thinking about that raku and all those walking undead.  He has been completely ignoring the ways of his chosen trade.

Samaraba did not even want to come with him, but he did not need his friend’s chatter right now anyway.  This big dead snag would be a perfect target for his arrows- and more importantly, his thoughts.  He hadn’t shot a single arrow since the Sunken Palace, but at least he had been drawing the bow for exercise.  

His father would be disappointed in his rash behavior.  “A garimapa will not find The Path if he is chasing his troubles.”  That phrase is more meaningful than ever now.  He has let the group down by behaving thus.  Being angry at Balaam was not his role, nor was it very nice.  The look in Ramiel’s eyes finally brought him to his senses.

After splitting a couple arrows down the middle, Addrun walks up to pull them all out.  His father also used to say that one must close his eyes to see.  As a kid, Addrun thought that was a bunch of nonsense, but now…

At the last few Gatherings, his father always won the Machodakana- blindfolded.  When others asked how he did it, how he walked through the forest without sight and still found the horn, he simply replied that he still had his other five senses. 

One day, young Addrun asked, “Don’t you mean four other senses, father?”

“No, son.  A garimapa cannot sense the magic of Nature with his ears, eyes, tongue, nose and skin alone.  They are very important tools, but it is the sapayna, the sixth sense, that sets us apart from other warriors.  It is the sapayna that helps us to lead the flock to new greener pastures and avoid confrontations.”

“Confrentations?”

“Unnecessary fighting with giants and the barbarians over land.”

“But we like fighting giants and we aren’t afraid of little humans.”

“The Dalabnankor only fight in self-defense.  We never go looking for confrontations, for we are not an evil peoples.”

“But the giants have been our enemies ever since they enslaved us and killed Shek.”

That is true, and we remember Shek at the ides of every month, however- and sometimes the chief disagrees- we should give the giants ample opportunity to change their ways.  They will never do that if we are always pestering them.”

Addrun is just now beginning to understand his father’s wisdom.  His father had a special connection to the earth, one that Addrun can only know understand through the teachings of experience.

The big buck lies down in the forest undergrowth and holds his bow vertically against his forehead and resting on the ground.  One must close his eyes to see. Addrun did not think of Naneigh as a goddess, but rather a personification of the natural world- a current of energy much like a giant invisible stream.  Magical.  She did not speak to him in words, but he thought that he could hear her voice like the tinkling chimes of that stream.   All he had to do was concentrate.

Lon Di needs an herb that could cleanse his cursed leg and Verrin needs an herb that can return his mind to normal.

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

Addrun returns to the group wiser and calmer than before.  He takes Balaam aside and gives him some leaves.  


“These, if made into a potion, will return one’s mind to normal.  I call them bovinasip.  Ah… I think in common they would be called…cattle snip…cow…cowparsnip, I believe.  I am not sure how to prepare it, but I am sure that you can figure it out.”


“Yes, I will figure something out, thank you.  Do you know of anything that would help Lon Di?”


“I have a hunch on one but it grows where the summer snow melts from the fire within.”  Seeing the confused look on Balaam’s face, Addrun adds, “I’ll know it if we come across it.”

Ramiel was impatiently waiting for the private conversation to end, but before he could say anything, Addrun tells him, “I am going in.  I am much calmer now and I can control myself.”

“Actually I was wondering how I was going to hold you.”

“I won’t cause any trouble unless I am provoked.”

“Ok, let’s go.”

Walking into the ancient riverbed where Penitent resides, Addrun tells the group that he has come up with a flock name.  “Muraluma; it means daring journey.  What do you think?”

As they get closer to the crude settlement, Blutey falls fast asleep.  Chenwell wishes to stay outside of town.  She offers to keep the fairy safe while he sleeps.  Samaraba is once again happy with Addrun who, although tense, is not as hostile as he was a couple of days ago.

All the nine-foot-tall halfgiants seem to be either clay gatherers or potters of some sort.  The entire town is covered in red clay dust, the streets are brick pavers, and the large houses are made of dirty brick.  Artisans work on masterful vases of beauty at one end of the town square.  Everyone, whether halfgiant, dwarf or elf is very, very busy- almost like some greater power is driving them like slaves.  Addrun proudly struts into town making a point to clomp his hooves on the brick streets and daring anyone to look him down in the eye, but no one takes much interest in him- they are too busy- too penitent.  

A well-dressed halfgiant walks out of a large tent carrying a staff topped by a cow skull.  He greets the group of travelers and welcomes them to Penitent.  He is Kreegor the Shaman and leader of these people.  He tells of the town’s beautiful pottery, the roasted oxen, the leatherwork and the crystalwing mead, which is made from the honey of the hypnotic crystal-winged butterflies.  He looks at Addrun and says that Four-hooves are also welcome.  Addrun is surprised and nods.  He thinks it best to keep his mouth shut at this point, but this isn’t at all what he expected.  Ramiel finally breaks into the shaman’s sales pitch to ask where the Hillstride soldiers are.  Kreegor points and we take our leave.  

Many of the soldiers, who are on bodyguard duty, are loitering around one building.  Verrin walks up to one holding an axe and asks if Aidan is around.  He is inside and so the large group of adventurers files into the brick building.  Aidan is there and happy to see his new friends.  There is also a well-dressed lady by the name of Ilira who is trying to argue with a very stubborn halfgiant potter who speaks almost no Common.  Aidan describes that she is attempting to enchant several dozen large jugs that would purify water in Glensey but is missing a key spell component that the locals refuse to let her use.  She also asked about the Horn for Aidan and was told that another halfgiant brought it through a couple weeks ago but left with it.  Introductions are made and Ramiel offers his assistance.   Verrin also introduces himself as a fellow enchanter and asks how he can help the homely lady.  Ilira suggests that they go across the street to The Watering Hole so that they can sit down and discuss it further.  Addrun asks Aidan if he has time to throw spears.  He does and has his men construct a hay target in an alley.  

Aidan gives the Bariaur a few pointers on throwing and then they fall into a rhythm and just tell stories.  Aidan jokes that only having one eye makes it a bit hard to judge distance but his accuracy in aim is superb because he doesn’t have to close one eye.  Addrun tells him that he went to the forest this morning and found a magical herb called bovinasip that when made into a potion will cure Verrin.  

“I didn’t tell Verrin about it because it will be a long wait for Balaam to figure out how to make it into a potion.  I now have knowledge of another herb that grows where the summer snow melts from the fire within that could cure Lon Di’s ailment.  I am not exactly sure where this type of place is, but I am sure that I will know if we get near.”

An hour later, after many good stories were told by the soldier and ranger, Verrin, Balaam and the Lady Ilira return from the pub.  Verrin explains to Addru that the Raku could be a magic user who has either made himself look like a halfgiant or a Bariaur or both.  Addrun asks how, and Verrin tries to explain the nature of illusions and reminds Addrun about the time in the lighthouse where Verrin made himself look like one of the human thieves.  The Raku left two weeks ago and could have tried to sell it to ogres.  

Balaam tells the others that the halfgiants are superstitious of something regarding the mushrooms that Ilira needs.  She told of a riddle supposedly given to them ages ago by the gods:

Two heads have we but born with one

We avenged, healed and protected

Our master was Invincible

But punished we all who objected

Heeded we the six-armed king

And so by our god were rejected

Thus this is our fate

Our head now bisected.

“And Kreegor mentioned a Giant word- “kyr-kol”- that has them afraid.”  Added Ilira.

Ramiel says that “Invincible” is another name for Hieroneous and “the six-armed king” is Hieroneous’ evil brother, Hextor, the god of tyranny and slavery.  Verrin urges the others to join them at The Watering Hole to sit down and figure out this riddle to help the Lady.  Everyone agrees, but Aidan has to stay with his axe sergeant.  

Verrin goes to talk to with Kreegor while the rest find a seat in the pub.  The riddle at first seems daunting, but Ramiel’s help filled-in a very big part of it.  The line about two-heads reminds the Bariaur about stories of ettins who were fierce, evil giants that could be impossible to kill outright but clever warriors knew to try to get the two heads to argue with each other.  Addrun asked Ramiel to tell him more of Hieroneous’ brother, Hextor.  Balaam has many good ideas.  Addrun has trouble focusing on the task with thoughts of the Raku now looking like a halfgiant and possibly selling the Horn to ogres filing his thoughts.  Balaam buys him bread while the others eat roast oxen. 

Verrin return with three very lovely pots and tells what he learned from the friendly halfgiant.  Kreegor said that we could go to the field where the mushrooms grow but the adventurers were not to take anything for it might bring down the wrath of the Kyr-kol.  Verrin thinks that if the group can free the people of Penitent from the fear of the riddle and the kyr-kol, then Ilira could have her mushrooms to finish her noble service to Glensey.  Addrun asked if Kreegor knew the whereabouts of the Cyclops and Verrin mumbled that he didn’t.  The discussion continued whole-heatedly.  The two studious mages seemed to make to most ground on the puzzle.  

Addrun finally asked, “What does the riddle have to do with a section of prairie where a certain mushroom grows?  Is there a tomb there?  Mushrooms feed off of decayed material.”

Balaam followed that line for a while but Verrin kept working on the Heironeous theme with Ramiel.  They kept going back to the ettin idea and Verrin wondered if the “we” was really one ettin.  Several hours later, the group decided that it was time to talk seriously with Kreegor or someone older.

They easily found the shaman who leads them back to the Watering Hole.  Before he would answer questions, he asked them to try the crystalwing mead and the roast oxen.  They said that they had already sampled the delicious oxen, which made him happy.  He spoke poor Common but seemed to have a sharp mind and be a very good leader for these hard-working people.  Addrun studied him for a while as the others politely asked questions about the history of Penitent.  Kreegor remembered stories of humans dressed like Ramiel that came to Penitent with words of The Invincible.  But they left at the same time the One-eyes left and the Kyr-kol came.  Addrun finally asked him if there were any ettins in the area.  He did not know the name.  

“Ettins are two-headed evil giants.”  Offered the now-polite Bariaur.

“Kyr-kol.  Kyr-kol punish Penitent.”

The eyes of several of the party members widened as another clue was reveled about the riddle.  Balaam asked Kreegor if he would like us to solve this riddle for the people of Penitent so that they do not have to live in fear of the Kyr-kol.  Kreegor thought about the question as he looked each person in the eye, and said yes.

The daring adventurers find themselves out on the grasslands following Kreegors directions.  Addrun sees no unusual tracks but is taking very little time to actually look.  They begin to see cattle corpses- some old, some more recent.  Addrun readies his bow, but Ramiel places a gloved hand on his arm and says that they should try to talk first.  The ranger understands and relaxes.  They walk over a small hill and see cattle stampeding down a valley being chased by a twenty-seven-foot-tall ettin with two huge clubs.  It swings at a cow sending flesh and bone flying.  It stops to pick up the fresh kill like a man picking up a rabbit.  Only the right head eats monstrously while the left one looks-on in disgust.  The left head turns and sees the group standing on top of the grassy hill.  

Ramiel calls in a clear, proud voice, “Kyr-kol.”

The right head looks up, drops the cow, picks up its club and begins running towards the group.  Addrun steps in front of Verrin and Balaam’s horse, which is going berserk.  Addrun sends a calming word to it and than watches nervously as the hulking monster runs at them.  He quickly asks Tirag to give him strength.  As it gets near enough to start swinging the tree-club, the left head screams “No!” and the right head seems to go instantly to sleep.  

“I haven’t much time before he wakes up, can you kill me quickly to release me from this horrible curse of brutality?”

Ramiel asks, “Who are you?  What did you do?”

“My name is Kiran.  Years ago during a pilgrimage for Heironeous, I killed a Cyclops and it cursed me.”

“Why did you kill the Cyclops?  They are not evil.”

“They are giants, are not all giants evil?”

“You are a giant and do not seem evil right now.”

“But that is only because he is asleep.”

“Many are, but not all of them, some cloud giants work for good with my people, the Aasimars.”

“What about you, Bariaur?  You would kill a Cyclops at first sight?”

“No.  My flock knows the Cyclops to be different than the common hill and frost giants that attack us.  And even them we only fight in selfdefense, although many of the other flocks do actually hunt them.”

“I haven’t much time.  When it is we, I forget who I am.  Can you help me?”

Ramiel explains to Kiran that he deserved the curse for not valuing the Cyclops on their own merit- for arbitrarily being intolerant.  He must realize that two heads are just a division of his one mind.  He needs to come to terms with his sin and beg Heironeous for forgiveness.  He also tells him that the people of Penitent have been living in fear of him for centuries and are in slavery to the fear.

After many nerve-wracking moments, the cursed soul understands and is magically transformed into his former self, but very old.  Ramiel staggers for a moment and replies to Verrin that he is all right.  Addrun helps up the weak man and Verrin hands him a blanket to wrap around his thin, naked body.  Addrun then gently places the poor man on his rump to carry him back to Penitent where Kiran says that he must go to right his wrong.

The daring travelers return to Penitent to an expectant crowd of onlookers, including Aidan and Ilira.  Kreegor walks up and looks upon the old man knowing that he is the Kyr-kol and that this group of strangers has freed his people of their forced penitence.  He offers a big hand to Kiran to help him down and welcome him into the town.  Kreegor turns to the group, teary-eyed and gives his thanks as best as he is able.  He looks to Addrun and says that he would never have expected such kindness from a four-hoof.  

“Perhaps we have also been a little intolerant and can learn from this man’s mistake.  His name is Kiran.  He is the last messenger of Heironeous of whom you spoke.  Help him, please, as he now understands his error in judgment.”

“I will.  You asked about a horn carried by another halfgiant.  He was a stranger to us, but I believe he could have sold it to Gorgosh Headbleeder, an ogre outcast, who leads mean hill giants and wants to return to his people.  Your Four-hoof horn would help him do that.  They were heading west into the Durrot Gurrid.

“The people of Penitent thank you.”  Kreegor then turned to his own peoe and spoke to them in Giant.  

When Addrun looked back at his friends, Ilira was talking with Verrin about a reward and Ramiel was talking with Kiran.  Addrun remembered a few days ago when he had assumed that the halfgiants of Penitent were as wicked as the hillgiants of his homeland.  He was nearly as guilty as Kiran.  He wished that he could tell his father of this lesson.  He wished that he could gather his flock to go after this Gorgosh.  He thought that they were probably far to the north, though.  His thoughts were interrupted by Kreegors voice calling for a celebration and a break from work.  And there was much rejoicing.
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