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Game Session #17

November 24th, 2002

Othrose and the Bariaur

20th of Chardott


Marulama walks north through the western edge of the Bournegrove Forest trying to keep out of sight of the black dragon.  The group discusses battle tactics in case the dragon should attack them again.  They agree to circle around another big tree but keep together this time.  Verrin is very quiet while Addrun has to keep reminding the paladin, monk and drow to keep their voices down.


Addrun has never hurt so much from a wound.  He was eviscerated the day before yesterday and it is healing well with the help of his friends’ mending, but the sword thrust he took in the chest is excruciating.  He keeps coughing up blood, but hiding it from his preoccupied friends.  After several hours of trudging through the tangle of the undergrowth, he starts stumbling. 


Blutey, who is riding in between Addrun’s horns, nearly gets pitched off his perch.  “Addrun!  You’re gonna make me fall.  Walk smoother.”  The tiny winged faerie hangs upside-down in Addrun’s face and sees the blood in his goatee.  “Eew.  Why is your mouth bleeding?  I thought your tummy got hurt.”


Addrun tries to growl at him but goes into a severe coughing fit.  Chenwelle starts to realize that something is wrong and comes forward to investigate.  “Oh dear, poor thing.  It seems that you are still too unwell to travel.  Stop, Master Addrun and let’s have a look at you.”


As the cleric attempts to discern the condition of her patient, the others become concerned.  The monk uses his amazing mental powers to “see” inside Addrun’s large body.  After several minutes, he opens his eyes and says, “He has the point of a sword healed into his right lung.”


Chenwelle starts to fidget,  “Oh, my.  We’ll have to cut it out.”


Balaam says, “When I cauterized the wound, I must have trapped it inside him.  Hmmm.  Interesting.  Here, let’s set up camp and make a fire.  I have some herbs that I can brew into a tea to make you fall asleep so that we can operate.  I am familiar enough with your anatomy, bariaur but do not know if I will be able to see well enough.  Lon Di could you use that technique again to guide my hand?”


“Yes, I can help and I could actually repair much of his internal tissues.”


“That would be excellent.  Priestess, could you get your sewing kit ready and cast a spell to repel vermin and disease?”


“”Ah, yes.  I can do that.  Let’s see what color would look best on him with that dark blue hair…” She busies herself in her pack.


Balaam eventually has the tea ready and helps the ranger drink it down in between fits of coughing.


Early in the evening, Addrun wakes with his friends all worried about him.  He feels different but not necessarily any better.  Chenwelle is murmuring to herself and Balaam rattles on about the intricate process by which they undertook to remove the steel shard.  It is too much information for the drowsy bariaur to comprehend.  

His danger sense wakes him right up however when a non-corporeal shadow thing resembling the silhouette of a drow walks into the camp.  In a sarcastic echoing voice, it tells the necromancer, “The insane tiefling is running north with that stupid horn that you all nearly died for yesterday.”

With the strength of hate and anger suddenly welling in him, Addrun forces himself off of the ground to chase down the miscreant.  Everyone is yelling at him but he is completely focused on killing the raku.  As he stumbles forward awkwardly, he envisions grinding the pathetic tiefling into dust under his hooves.  Of all the traitorous acts that Verrin could…
Just then he feels tiny pricks in the back of his neck and he stops dead in his tracks.  Before he passes out into the waiting arms of the others, he thinks that that damned faerie must be helping Verrin

21st of Chardott

Addrun wakes late the next morning well rested and felling much better…until he remembers what happened.  Tirag’s Sacred Warhorn is nestled in his arms.  He breathes a deep sigh of relief but does not release the welling tension inside him.  He looks around him and sees Verrin gagged and tied up.  He slowly stands to face his first acquaintance out of Eryn Guldur.  “Who captured the traitor?”  He asks to no one in particular.

Ramiel walks up next to Verrin.  “Aidan easily caught him with his horse, since Verrin was on foot.  He is very frightened.  Don’t kill him, Addrun.  Balaam thinks that we can help him.”

“Ungag him.”  Addrun towers over the sitting tiefling with eyes ablaze.  

Ramiel helps Verrin to his feet and unties the gag.  

Verrin immediately starts blabbering, but after he hears “He’s in league with the dragon…” Addrun hears no more lies.  He punches Verrin in the face with all his might sending the tiefling to the ground.  Ramiel steps in Addrun’s way before the bariaur can cause any more damage.

“He believes that he is telling the truth, Addrun.  He is sick.  Let him be.  Aidan already kicked him in the groin.”

The proud ranger born of a warrior race stares hard into the paladin’s eyes and sees honesty in them.  Addrun is reminded that honour sometimes demands hard choices.  He sucks in a great breath to calm his racing heart and when he exhales, he is much calmer.  “Ok, but keep him away from me.”  Addrun turns away rubbing his aching chest wound, walks to the edge of the forest and looks west over the plains of his birth.  It seems years ago when he played and ran carefree through that tall grass- instead of just several months.  He wonders if that is part of the lesson of the mi-goka.  Then he forces himself to stop daydreaming and concentrate on figuring out a way to get across that great expanse without having to fight the dragon, or his friends, again.

“Let’s keep heading north for the rest of the day under the branches of the forest and turn west tomorrow morning.”

The group breaks camp and quietly follows behind the brooding ranger.  Blutey and Sam sense the storm cloud over the bariaur’s head and keep hidden.  Balaam rides with Lon Di and Aidan keeps Chenwelle and Verrin in the rear.

Late that afternoon, the ranger stops the party and motions to keep quiet.  He hears breaking twigs like someone running through the forest towards them.  A ragged-looking elf runs into view and Addrun calls to him, “Do you need help?”

The elf stops and studies them for a few seconds.  The sound of pursuers draws closer.  The party prepares their weapons.  “Ah yes, a band of gnolls is chasing me.”  

Addrun approaches him, shares a look with Ramiel who nods and then says, “Aidan, can he ride with you?”

“Yes.”  The soldier reigns up and the elf jumps on.

“My name is Othrose.  Thank you.”

“Let’s go.”  Addrun leads them north and the group easily outruns the gnolls who are on foot.

Addrun notices that the elf has been in a fight and is carrying the head of one of the boar creatures that the group fought the other day.  The pain in his belly and chest begins to throb.   He slows the pace and motions for Aidan to pull forward.  


Othrose offers, “I am a Lanfennin and the leader of a gnoll-hunting party.  We had a perfectly good ambush set and were taking care of business when a damned black dragon crashed through the trees and reeked havoc.  I barely escaped in fear for the lives of my companions.”


Addrun studies his dirty face and ranger-like attire.  “What are those boar-headed things?”


Othrose looks down at the trophy, “They are the shamans of the gnolls.  We take their heads so that they cannot be resurrected.”


Aidan interrupts their conversation, “Ah, can we stop?  This elf is bleeding all over me.”


The group halts to make camp and Chenwelle comes forward.  “Oh dear, let me look at that.  Yes, yes, we’ll have to sew that up…” She starts talking to herself as she begins to get out her healing kit.  As she sews his wounds and gives healing magic, the group ruthlessly question him about hunting the gnolls and the Lanfennin and the Palace of the Wilde Rose, of which he thinks is only legend.  He eventually falls trustingly and unabashedly asleep.

After finishing with the elf, Chenwelle mothers Verrin who is spitting up blood.


The group discusses their situation.  Lon Di, in a moment of brilliance, asks the group if they think that the giants, who have unified for some reason, have found another fallen starshine that perhaps gives off a unifying magic.  Everyone is momentarily taken aback as the profound statement sinks in.  Addrun is the first to agree that it makes perfect sense.  


The discussion goes on for a couple hours.  At one point the elf wakens and says that he heard some of what they were saying.  He says that he might know a spell that will shield the object they are trying to hide from the dragon.  Aidan does not trust him and interrogates him again to no avail.  The elf who could be centuries older than the human is unshakable.


Addrun falls asleep leaving first and second watch to someone else as usual.

22nd of Chardott


Before dawn, the ranger does his morning scouting.  He focuses on the south to see if the gnolls followed during the night but sees no signs.  He is very anxious to end this, but he knows that the Eryn Guldur is vast and it will take days to find the flocks.  He wonders about trusting the elf but figures that Lon Di or Ramiel would have said something by now.  They are pretty good about judging a person’s character.  If he can truly hide the Horn from the Divining spell that the mages were talking about, then victory may be on hoof and Tirag will be pleased.


He returns to camp to wake those still sleeping.  Othrose asks to look at the object they want to hide.  Addrun displays the Horn and the elf chants something.  Addrun looks to Chenwelle who also chants something.  She smiles and says that her divination spell did not detect it.  Everyone is vastly relieved.  The Bariaur promises Othrose a reward for helping to deliver the Horn back to his people.  Addrun leads them west unto the plains with some confidence that the dragon will not find them.  Verrin and Balaam share a horse, Othrose rides on Chenwelle’s strong back, heavy Ramiel rides alone, and Lon Di rides with Aidan.  Othrose makes small talk and is very likable.  Addrun leads them at a pretty good pace and feels much better both in body and in spirit.

23rd of Chardott


The next morning Addrun tries to get everyone moving before the sun is fully up.  He is feeling good about their situation and is starting to let himself get excited.  The charismatic elf asks to see the horn again to recast the protection spell.  Addrun hands it to him.


A baleful smile forms on the gnoll-hunter’s face as he stares down at the carved jade horn.  “It seems that cunning has worked where force did not.”  


Before the uneasy bariaur or anyone else could act, the diminutive elf magically reverts into his normal state- a huge black dragon.  The party is completely stunned with dragon fear at the proximity of the immense beast.  In a deep voice, he says, “You are cleaver and led a good chase, but I found a way under your defenses.  Your pathetic concern for a wounded elf shows your weakness.  As you see, my name is not Othrose at all, but in your language, Nightscream.”


Addrun swallows hard and bravely asks the gloating monster, “What could you possibly need our Horn for?  You don’t follow the ways of the Rapochi.”


“Indeed.  This bit of jade is merely a tool, a means to an end.  Your greatest enemy has something that we want and I know that they will trade it for this idiotic totem of bariaur bravery.”


Addrun’s blood is boiling as he tries to resolve a negotiation with the dragon.  The conversation seems to break the dragonfear spell and the others dare to ask the evil dragon questions.  


Lon Di blurts out, “But you’re just a pet of that ogre lord.  I saw him riding you.”


Nightscream’s chuckle shakes the ground and panics the already sweating horses.  Chenwelle does her best to hold onto their reigns and lead them away.  “Stupid human.  You thought you were so brave facing us the other day.  Horknrugg was also a fool and easily distracted.  And as for the girl that you sacrificed to me, she was delicious.”


Balaam steps up and asks, “Is it a starshine that you want from the giants?”


The dragon’s serpentine neck bends low to inspect the clever little drow who by rights should be on his side.  “What do you know about the starshine?”


Balaam stands bravely looking the beast right in the eye.  “Several months ago, we recovered the Starshine of Decay from the city if Erandoor and gave it to the Dreamleaves.  For what purpose do the chromatic dragons need the starshines?  They belong back in the sky.”


“Indeed, do you think that we also do not want to see them returned to their rightful places?  This catastrophe threatens the lives of every intelligent race on Azolin.  We are working to return them.”


“Have you spoken with the skywardens?  They seem to be the experts n this case.”


“The skywardens are self-glorified posing fools.  They only know what their silver dragon friends have told them.  They have not been to the ceiling of the sky as have we.”


Balaam calmly reminds him, “Skyvein.”


The dragon’s head tilts and his yellow eyes narrow, “yesss.”


Addrun blurts out, “Help us to defeat the giant hoards and you can have their star.”


“If we wanted to wage war, bariaur, then we have done so already.  Our numbers are not as numerous as the vermin of your kind that we can throw our lives away wantonly.”


For all his superiority, the black dragon seems to be waiting for something.  Balaam asks politely, “Nightscream, may I speak to you in private.  The tempers of my friends are clouding their judgment.”  Balaam holds up a hand to Addrun’s sputtering and waits for the dragon’s reply.  He gets a nod, and then the tiny drow and the massive dragon walk several yards away to speak.  Marulama watches on in disbelief.


After several minutes Nightscream, who has tried to kill them twice, calmly flies away.  The somber wizard walks back.  “I tried my best, but all I could get was that he promised to give the bariaur the Horn if they defeated the giants and gave the dragon’s the starshine.”


Addrun snorted and started walking westward.  Marulama follows quietly.  Over the next couple days, they see the silhouette of the black dragon occasionally fly by in the distance keeping an eye on them so it seems.

25th of Chardott


As Marulama travels steadily west across the plains, poor Addrun hates himself for allowing this to happen.  He stays in front of the group- untalkative.  He broods about how close he came and to return to the Flock, empty handed and honourless.  He has already decided to sacrifice himself against the front of the giant hoard and try to kill as many as possible hoping to return honour to the Silverfleece name.  


Mid afternoon, roaring brings him back to the present.  The cacophony is coming from directly behind them.  He stops curiously.  They see lightning above the clouds but Addrun’s weather sense tells him that those big fluffy white clouds hold no rain, nor energy for lightning.  Then they see ‘rain’- rain that causes the grass to smolder and whither giving off volatile wisps of steam.  Just when the ranger decides to lead them away from the dangerous situation, the clamor stops and Nightscream practically falls from the sky.  


Addrun’s heart nearly bursts his ribs as he comprehends the situation.   The draco is hurt, this could be my chance to charge- to pierce it right through its black heart.  I could sever its head and drag it back to the flocks with Tirag’s Horn in my hand.  I could… but it looks so helpless.  I… what is she doing?


As Marulama stands and stares in disbelief at the spectacle of the terrible foe once so powerful and now seemingly vulnerable, the cleric of Idun runs fearlessly towards the huge beast.  Addrun watches in horror as she gives healing magic to the evil dragon.  He says something low to her and rises to the sky once again to watch from the clouds.  Addrun turns away ignoring the bold words of Lon Di and Aidan who try to convince each other on the ease by which they could have slain it.

3rd of Madrot


Late afternoon, two days later, Addrun senses that he is very close.  Just over the next rise, he expects to see Rapochi Damagami.  He is glad to be home but depressed at the way in which he has returned.  Something out of the corner of his eye catches hi attention.  He turns to the left to see Nightscream coming in low.  The Bariaur stands proudly ready for anything the dragon gives. 


Nightscream lands and quickly shapeshifts into the semblance of the elf again.  The bariaur waits to hear what he has to say.


“I just want to make sure that you keep your end of the bargain.  Get your leader to swear that he will give me the starshine and then he can have his horn.”


Addrun stares hard into his yellow eyes.  “I could just tell everyone to attack you and take it.”


“But you won’t.  Your precious honour won’t allow it.  Besides, I have it hidden and you would not be able to find it.”  Nightscream stands stoically.  “Lead the way, ranger.”


Addrun turns back to the west leaving the elf/dragon to walk with the others.


A bit later, Verrin and Balaam trot up to the front.


Balaam asks “I am confident that you know where you are going in this sea of grass, but how long will it take to find your leader?”


Before Addrun can answer, Verrin asks, “Are we almost to your city?”


Another time and Addrun would have laughed at that.  “No, my hoofed friend.  There is no city to go to.  We do not believe in such prisons.  We are free.  The flocks will have gathered on Dagapa-ri, the Sacred Hill.  The gopas of each kayu and the shamans will have tents around it. We will be there sometime in the morning.”

4th of Mardott


Late the next morning Addrun leads them over a rise to see the spectacle of tens of thousands of bariaur.  Even with the disguised dragon in tow and no Horn, the young buck cannot help but feel happy at the sight.  Even he had never seen all of flocks together.  He absorbed the wonderful scene as he walked, filling with pride and thinking that a unified giant hoard could never withstand this many Rapochi Damagami.  If we only had the Horn of Tirag…  


Behind him he hears the murmurings of his companions.  He hears Balaam ask Chenwelle what she thinks.  She says that the children upset her.  Addrun shakes his head knowing she is a lost cause.


The group starts to walk among the bariaur now, but they are of a flock that Addrun does not know.  He meets their eyes and smiles.  Most are busy with war preparations- mending armour, sharpening weapons, making arrows, etc.  Addrun wonders where the Dalabnankor is settled.  He knows that Gopa will be around Dagapa-ri somewhere.  He looks over his shoulder to see if the little dragon is behaving.  Nightscream- in his elf disguise- is very calmly looking around with the eyes of one who has lived for centuries.


As Marulama walks through playing bariaur and practicing warriors, Addrun sees his best friend.  Gekk is the only one who knew of Addrun’s dishonourable departure and gave Addrun his saddlebags.  “Gekk Specklehooves!”  


The young buck stops sparing with another to see who called.  He sees the rogue Rapochi leading a motley assortment of creatures- human, assimar, elf, drow and some demon-looking thing.  He looks back at the silver-tinted back fur and indigo hair- that is still short and recognizes his old friend.  Addrun looks much older now and shows many battle scars.  “Addrun Silverfleece!”  Gekk turns to face Addrun, who is still a hundred yards away; digs in his hooves and assumes the posture of Tab’goma.  He gives Addrun the chance to prepare himself.  Addrun smiles and mimics the posture.  Then they charge at each other as fast as they can run with heads low.  The crack of their horns hitting is heard across half the gathering.  In the past, Gekk and Addrun were of the same size and strength, but now the wayward Rapochi is battle hardened.  Gekk struggles to remain conscious as Addrun just shakes off the forceful blow.  Addrun laughs and rubs the back of Gekks neck to help the circulation.  The two embrace and Gekk starts rambling on about the War and the Gathering.  Then he remembers Addrun’s mi-goka. 


He whispers a bit too loudly, “Did you bring the Horn?”


The question erases Addrun’s smile.  “I do not have it, but I have held it.  I return with dishonour but ready to fight in the forefront against the brobdinagi.”


Gekk just looks his friend in the eye giving silent condolence.  Balaam interrupts the emotional moment by clearing his throat.  Addrun looks down at him.  “Remember the bargain you made with ‘Othrose’, master bariaur.”  Addrun nods.  “Now return what was lost to you people.”  From behind his back, the sly mage proffers the Horn of Tirag.  

Addrun and Gekk gaze into its green depths as the sunlight seems to fill it with energy.  Addrun slowly takes it from his friend.  “Thank you, Balaam.”  Addrun looks up to see Nightscream staring a hole into Addrun skull as if to say, “Do not forget our agreement.”  Addrun gives him a slight bow. 

When Addrun turns back to his ecstatic friend, Addrun is also glowing with joy.  Then like a bolt, Addrun races up to the top of the sacred hill with Gekk close behind.  At the crest, he spins around to see all the Flocks.  The he raises the Horn to his lips and triumphantly blows a long powerful note.  The chilling song of the Horn echoes clearly over the plains for dozens of miles.  Every single Rapochi Damagami is forced to stop what they were doing to look to the crest of the Dagapa-ri- at the young buck blowing The Sacred Warhorn of Tirag Thunderhooves.

In the absolute silence following the horn blast, Addrun speaks.  His words are clearly heard by the entire gathering as if some magic had been cast on his voice.  “I am Addrun Silverfleece of the Dalabnankor Flock, Deliverer and 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.  And this,” he holds the jade horn high in the air, “is the Warharn of Tirag Thunderhooves.  With the help of my companions, Marulama, I have recovered it from the clutches of Gorgosh Headbleeder and the Eyebiters, I have traveled for weeks being hunted by bugbears, gnolls and even a black dragon named Nightscream who also desired the Horn.  I bring it back today in our time of need to unify the Flocks against our common enemy.  Where is my Gopa?”  A black-wooled mature buck with the look of leadership in his lined eyes dramatically walk up the Hill to Addrun.  The chief of the Dalabnankor stops in front of the troublesome buck with a stoic expression.   He looks into Addrun’s eyes giving a silent chiding.  Addrun hands him The Horn.  The gopa looks at it for a moment and then embraces Addrun- signifying that all is well.  A gigantic deafening roar of cheering sunders the air.  If any giants happened to be within 15 miles, they would have worried when they heard that unified din.  

The gopa turns to the crowd and says, “Victory is at hand now that Tirag will be with us.  We will crush the brobdinagi under our countless hooves!  Tonight we will celebrate!  Tomorrow we march!”  The leader of the Dalabnankor uses the crowd’s distraction to lead Addrun to his tent.  Addrun motions the others to follow.

In the tent, the Gopa says, “Well, Addrun, you have done a great thing.  I had a heavy heart going into this war against the unified giantkind.  The Flocks are all so independent.  Now, if we march soon, I should be able to keep the other gopas in a common purpose.  Are these the ‘marulama’ that you spoke of?”

“Yes.  Without them, I would have never even found the Horn, let alone retrieved it.  This is Ramiel Asuras, paladin of Heironeous, who fought right by my side against Gorgosh and his hillgiant bodyguards.  This is Aidan Roseberry, Hillstride soldier whose javelin actually killed the ogre.  This is Lon Di, monk of Untamo who nearly died from an Eyebiter ballista while fighting for the Horn.  This is Verrin of Valishba, mage, who magically sprouted wings and wrenched the Horn form Gorgosh’s hand- flying it to safety.  This is Balaam Ku, mage, who negotiated the Horn away from the black dragon who stole it from us.  This is Chenwelle, cleric of Idun, who kept us alive.  She was lost to us as a small child and raised by the southern mui.  And…” Addrun looks for Nightscream who is not present, “that’s it.  Well except for Blutey our faerie friend.”  Blutey actually acts shy.

Addrun gives a brief account of his exploits away from the flock while the chief shares baked pastries and nuts with the guests.  They sit on the floor and listen to Addrun’s one-sided account.  The chief asks many questions about the Payira they encountered and nods to himself when h hears of the Dreamleaves asking Addrun to recruit.  Balaam helps convince the flock chief that the starshine that the giants surely have, if found, should go the chromatic dragons.  Gopa does not seem completely convinced but promises to talk to the other gopas about it if the time arises.  He stands and offers a box of gems to the party.  “This is what I was going to have to give to the Payira.  It is yours.”

Verrin’s eyes nearly explode as he looks at the thousands of facets twinkling at him.  Addrun interrupts his daydream and says to them, “Just one with some food and rations.”

Ramiel agrees and grabs just one before the others can protest too much.  Verrin is the only one who really has a problem with Addrun’s decree.  His Gopa tells him to take one but the young buck declines, “Your forgiveness is all I need, Gopa.”

The older buck gives him a slight bow and puts the box of gems away.  “Well, you are probably starving and I have a council to call.  Help yourselves to whatever is cooking or set out.  You are heroes.  Enjoy the music and dancing tonight.  I will see you then.”  Everyone starts to file out except Addrun who caught the look that his chief gave him.  “What are you going to do, Addrun?”

“I was planning on fighting on the front line.  I am better skilled than most bucks my age.  With the mene of the Horn  to inspire us I know that we will wipe out the vermin completely.”

“That is a noble gesture, but a foolish one.  The good Dreamleaves have asked you to join their ranks and help return the starshines to the sky.  That is an even more noble way to live and carry on the Silverfleece name.  It is your decision, of course, but I would be happy knowing that one of my own kayu was a Dreamleaf.”

Addrun looks at his hooves for a moment trying to make some kind of decision.  “Is father out scouting?”

“Yes, in fact, he has not danced with us since you left.  You brought great damabepesa on him, and he is now shupa.  Perhaps after the war, when he hears of your deed, he will return to us as kayu-garimapa.  Tonight, celebrate and enjoy your fame; tomorrow make your decision.  I must go now.”

The chief leaves Addrun in his tent taking the Horn with him.  A thousand thought swirl through the bariaur’s mind.  Eventually he makes some decisions and knows what he must do.

He finds Marulama circled around Ramiel and Lon Di.  They are fighting each other, probably over the fact that Lon Di insulted Heironeous, calling the good god greedy.  Lon Di had a few serious cuts but Ramiel seemed stunned.  Even with the hoots and hollars of spectators, they call it a draw.  Lon Di quit attacking first and Ramiel refused to inflict any more damage against someone who would not defend themselves.  Addrun places a hand on Verrin’s shoulder, “May I speak to you in private?”

The tiefling has a little trouble diverting his attention away from his companions but does agree.  Addrun leads him around some tents.  “Verin,... Sky... my companion and oft-misunderstood friend.  I am sorry for punching you the other day.  I was very nervous about getting Tirag's Horn safely back to Gopa and equally concerned about the lives of the Marulama members.  In your sickness, when you stole the Horn and accused me of being in league with he dragon, I reacted without thinking.  I am sorry.  I fully realize the risk to your life in helping me to find, capture and return the Horn. Feel free to hit me back if you want.

“Also.  It was I who found the cow parsnip that Balaam used to make your tea.  The last time I was able to sit quietly and speak with Naneigh just outside of Penitent, I learned of its magical properties.  I was not sure what to do with it but knew that Balaam could figure it out since he is skilled in such things.  I should spend more time trying to have him teach me some of his alchemy lore.  Anyway, I am confident that the tea will help you if you keep drinking it on a regular basis.  Pretend it is ale.  

“Lead the group northeast towards the Thunderrock Mountains.  I shall catch up to you in a week or so.  I must try to find my father.  I disgraced him and need to apologize.”

“Addrun, I accept your apology.  You probably are my best friend.  I care the most for you, my four-legged friend.  When I met you in Bahzotown, I was so alone and had no one to trust.  With your heritage, you have showed me love, compassion, trust...and playfulness.  Kayeda Barigayuda! My sickness was getting worse and I had no idea.  What I have is known as a mental illness, and I have no way of telling what is real or not real. Unfortunately, I trusted the ‘person’ who told me about you dealing with the dragon and could have lost the horn.  But we have returned the horn and that’s all that matters at this time. 

“As for you leaving us- I don’t think the rest of the group will understand, especially not the ones without strong family ties.  Are you sure that that is what you want to do?   I could get us lost out here in this sea of grass.  It makes me nervous having that responsibility.  Why don’t you stay with us as we look for the Onyx tower and Lon Di’s temple.  We won’t be able to do it without you.”

  “You will do fine.  The mountain range runs north through the Durrot Gurrid and then turns east through the north edge of Eryn Guldur.  That is where Lon Di thinks his temple is and Ramiel wanted to start looking for his tower.”  This group draws a lot of attention, to itself.  I will be able to find you.”

“But…”

“I have to go now and find my father.  He has banished himself because of my actions.  Dalabnankor needs him.  Run hard and eat well, my friend.  Goodbye.”
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