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Vlad regains consciousness as we take a short rest. Korit, somehow, takes possession of the ring. I was rejoining myself with the Green, so I failed to notice how. Now it was the moon elf attempting to attune himself. There was much cavorting, leaping about, attempting to hide, move without noise, not leave tracks; actually, quite comical, should one need relief from our serious situation.
Finally, he stops and shouts- “Yes, I know it! I know what it does.”
“Care to enlighten us?” requests Bruenor. Korit ignores the dwarf. They begin to argue. I do not grasp why I have begun to care for these people, despite their failings and shortcomings. It now appears that Korit tends to keep secrets and not share. Faeril apparently is full of faith in her god, regardless. I am only 155 years old, a mere youth. Yet my experience has indicated deities only aid their followers and at times not even then. It is a system of punish and reward. They demand worship of one kind or another. The Green is all encompassing, all are welcome in its embrace. No rituals or ceremonies are required. There are no “holy days”. The only commandment is the respect of Life.
Vlad is impetuous. Is he is trying to prove himself, to overcome an inferiority complex? Breunor only seems to be concerned with matters arcane; all else is secondary. Of them all, only MooGoo is straightforward and honest. You know what he was yesterday, he will be the same tomorrow. He is not devious. He needs proof to change his mind. Once he believed we were all incompetent buffoons. Now he believes some of us have improved, well just a little.
Yet I am beginning to care for them. Yes, now my survival depends on their survival, but I feel more is involved. Is it because of our common dangers; because we were slaves together, because we shared our stories? I see their gratitude when I tend to them, when my goodberries sustain them. And they reciprocate. They defend me, aid me, restored me from death. I sense a seed of friendship. And despite all, I desire it to find fertile ground and grow strong roots.
My musings are interrupted. Breunor and Korit have ceased their argument or discussion or whatever it was. Korit is keeping the ring. Faeril speaks. “We have rested long enough. We should move on. This is still the way.” Not waiting she leaves. She follows the north passageway to the space the ghast was engaged. Breunor, with a dwarfish huff at Korit, follows. I stand up and trail after the dwarf. The others track behind me.
The space is large with doors situated around. The west end bends north. Ignoring the doors, Faeril disappears around the bend and suddenly shouts out “Evil, mummy!” Before I react, Vlad rushes past me. Of course, it would be Vlad. A step behind is MooGoo muttering “stupid sack”. They both round the corner. As Bruenor and I catch up, with Korit a breath behind, we see it. A thin tall humanoid completely wrapped in ripped shroud and bandages. Only its upper face is visible showing a horrid visage. Completely silent. It slams a hand into Faeril knocking her back. Was that the sound of ribs cracking? Vlad strikes it with an arrow. It barely penetrates. MooGoo’s axe bites, but not as deep as normal. It slams the half-orc. MooGoo is launched back, to strike the stone floor hard. He is terribly hurt. Faeril, clutching her rib, moves to him.
I see the abomination. It gazes at me. I perceive an alien force in my mind, attempting to frighten and paralyze me. The Green in me is strong. I resist. I destroy the force. I retaliate. My disgust at this mimicry of Life is immense. My handball of fire squarely strikes it. It dances as it burns, as if it felt pain. Fire! The cleansing! Can the undead feel pain? I hope so! Breunor smashes his hammer against its knee only to get kicked aside, hard against the wall. And then Korit! Korit surprises me. At times intelligence springs up in the oddest places. Hurling a flask of oil at the mummy, striking it, he shouts, “Nera! Fuel for your fire.” He too must have realized how greatly the fire affected the abomination. Hurling another handball of fire, I sense divine healing. Faeril used a spell similar to my healing word on the half-orc. The ball strikes true, not just burning on its own but igniting the oil. The mummy is now an inferno. It dances quite madly. MooGoo arises. His eyes leak retribution. His great axe chops through the blazing mummy, chopping it in two. We watch it quickly burn to ash.
We look around. Rather than a cave space, this area seems to be more of a room. The passage from which the mummy appeared turned north. The room held three doors.” We cannot stay here” declares Breunor, “but we cannot allow any undead behind those doors to come after us. They should be checked out.” I agreed with the dwarf wizard’s logic but was suspicious of his motive. I saw how he argued with Faeril over the stone slab, how he contented with Korit over the ring. It was no secret to me, that his interest lay in items magical. Here was a chance to explore the area further at a minimum risk to himself as it would be others who take the first brunt.
Korit proceeds to the west door. “I hear nothing” he declares. “It is not locked.” He opens the door to reveal a passage which bends to the south. In the passageway are coffins which immediately open. Humanoid skeletons emerge. Korit retreats as they move towards us. We prepare.  They enter the north room, and we unleash destruction. Faeril’s eldritch blast mingles with my fire handball. The abomination’s bones break apart. Vlad’s arrow, Korit’s crossbow bolt and Breunor’s firebolt combine to shatter a second. A third explodes as Faeril’s magic and my Green merge once again. Not to be left out, MooGoo charges the last one, a powerful swing sends his great axe cutting through bones as if they were sand. It falls apart.  We wait. Nothing else emerges. “We need to search” Breunor states. I sense anticipation. No one seems interested in what type of poor souls ended up as abominations. It matters not to me either. All that matters is that their non-life has been ended. Let their so-called deities resolve the matter.
The coffins reveal nothing. The passage veered south into an emptier space. Do we take another rest, or do we look behind another door? While we ponder this, the dwarf investigated the burned mummy. He finds magical leather armor and gleefully, a pearl of power.
Then disaster strikes. Seemingly, out of nowhere, what appear to be two apparent spectres materialize and attack. Both strike MooGoo, draining away his life energy. He collapses. We react quickly. Vlad’s magic sword slices once, twice. One spectre disappears. For the third time in a row, Faeril’s blast and my fire seem to enhance each other. The second spectre is struck and disappears. We rush to MooGoo. 
