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Faeril and I peer down at MooGoo. Vlad and Korit hover behind us, anxious. To anyone not as versed in medicine as I, he would be declared dead. But for longer than a human lifespan, I have tended both the fatally ill and the fatally wounded, animal and humanoid. I kneel; place a hand on his abundant muscular chest. All is not lost. My sensitivity detects the faintest, thinnest, tendril connection to Life. But it is slowly fading. My Green is near exhausted. But I have the newfound pearl; the one retrieved from dead body. Still alone I cannot save him. I look to Faeril. Our abilities meshed well to bring Death. A synergy! A sign of things to come? Possibly As together we did so enjoin to bring Death, perhaps we can complete the Circle and bring Life. I determine to try. MooGoo is worth the attempt.
“I will need your distinct healing, should you have any to spare” I request. She nods and joins me Her hand beside mine on his chest, she intones a deity prayer. I do not understand her words. No matter. The pearl magnifies what Green I can spare. I sense the two energies. I sense their mingling resulting in an inwardly explosive burst. For a brief time, it appears there is no effect. As I begin to resign myself to a disappointment, MooGoo’s body shakes. It stops. His eyes abruptly open. His universe is our two faces, “Hair-woman! Bug-woman! Wohnek! Keinez rubensacker!” The orcish tongue is beyond me but his tone indicated gratitude. Apparently, we had risen in his esteem hierarchy. It sounded as the respect a warrior shows for comrades. I pat his shoulder. I feel we avoided a crisis, just as another one comes around the corner. “Can you help me?” he utters.
Bruenor! One glance tells me that, despite my warnings, the fool touched the mummy. The rot is starting to settle in. It is his addiction, this arcane stuff. It overwhelms his intelligence, rendering him just another addled addict, eager for the next dose. Too eager! Intelligence would have used a mage hand to search undead corpses. Anything else! Just not your bare hands!
Faeril recognizes what has occurred. “Mummy rot! We have no magical cure. He is doomed to a slow decomposition.”
“Not yet” I answer. “There is a chance. It was a passive transfer of the Rot, not an active one. It will depend on how resolute his constitution is.” I search my herbalist kit. Yes, I find some; buckley’s wort root. I make a tea from it using my handball of fire to boil the water. The result is a foul-smelling, brownish concoction. The others retreat from the odour. I address the dwarf.
“The rot inside you was delivered passively. You did it to yourself by touching that thing. The mummy did not deliver it as an active act. It is your body catching a disease. Because it was a inactive delivery to your body, we can use natural remedies. This is buckley’s wort root. It is a poison, but if your constitution is strong enough, it will not harm you. The poison will end the rotting effect. Dwarfs have strong constitutions, do they not? I am told it tastes like demonic dung, but you must drink it all. There is nothing else I can do.” I hold the cup to him.
Wizards are smart; they must be. Bruenor takes the cup. “Thank you, Nera,” he simply states. Those three simple words tell me there is some hope he will not repeat his mistake. He drinks down the tea, the face he makes telling us how awful it must taste. Now we can only wait. Faeril turns to me. “How…” she begins. But I know her question. “Medicine -woman” I answer. She nods.
Minutes pass. Bruenor dry retches several times, each more intense than the last, but still lives. He breaks out in an immense sweat. This is good. His body is pushing out the poison along with the rot. He will survive. I tell him. Everyone is relieved.
“Bug-woman, true wohnek” speaks the half-orc.
We wait until Breunor fully recovers. It does not take that long. Korit proceeds to the north door. It was agreed to leave nothing behind us unchecked. Vlad follows. The MooGoo and Breunor. I am too tired to help scout and, strangely, Faeril also seems to lag. We are the last.
Korit opens the door after ensuring it was safe to do so. It opens to reveal 15 more feet of passage and another similar door. Before the moon elf can act, Vlad pushes his way past him. Oh Vlad! Impetuous Vlad! Always rushing in. Always wanting to be the first. Always the first into trouble. He was ghost aged 10 years, but more wisdom did not come along.
He opens the door to reveal another small area with another door in the west wall. “Four large urns” he calls. He enters. We hear an urn being uncorked. Korit is now right behind. They whisper to each other. Then Bruenor enters. The whispering stops. “Found some coins” Vlad calls. MooGoo is next. By the time Faeril and I enter, the remaining urns are opened. Each urn has pictograms and script etched into their surfaces.
Bruenor addresses me. “Nera, I cannot decipher the urns. Can you? I inspect them. They appear alien to me. “I also cannot.” “Faeril, can you?” he asks. The half-elf peers back. Then after a moment just shakes her head. I suddenly realize how much out of character this is. True I have only known her for a short while, but this silence and lack of interest are odd for her. It is as if someone or something else has taken over her character; someone or something that does not know how she acts and reacts. My thoughts are interrupted by Korit speaking.
“We found more coins and these 4 potions in the other urns. Can you identify them?” He hands them to the dwarf. Breunor, stares at them, incants under his breath. “I can only tell that they are magical. Nera?” He passes to me.
Now each spell induces a potion with certain trademarks, viscosity, texture, transparency, reflectivity and yes, even taste. An experienced potion maker can use properties to help identify the potion. Immediately I notice that two potions are identical. My medicine knowledge helps me. “These are healing potions, one of the most common.” The remaining two surprise me. They are not common, a fly and a hill giant strength.
Again, we are interrupted. No one was paying attention to Vlad. “I have opened it” he shouts. “The trap is disabled. Come and see.” He had gone to the west door. Now he is displaying roguish skills not apparent before. We go see.
It was a huge area; 35feet long and wide. There was no south wall. Instead, it opens to a smaller 25-foot square area. There is a semi-circular balcony looked over the entire area. Two doors lie at the balcony’s back. There was a door in the west wall center. Each corner of the main area holds a large ceramic jar. But the main feature of the room is the 15-foot large stone coffin. It lies on a 20-foot square, 3-step raised platform. Similar inscriptions as the urns are seen on both the jars and the coffin.
Korit speaks to Vlad in a strange tongue. The human nods and heads to the north wall; Korit to the south. They find empty jars. Bruenor and MooGoo enter. I begin to follow but notice Faeril just stands. More unusual behaviour. Her eyes appear glazed. I take her arm, lead her in. There is no resistance. She mumbles something. I do not understand. I repeat the sound; ‘I am Jocelyn’. What could it mean? There is no time to ponder as Bruenor succumbs to his weakness.
“Magic! There is mighty magic” he barks and rushes to the stairs. I do not know what endangers us more; Vlad’s reckless impulse to be the first or Bruenor’s addiction to items magical. In either case the inevitable results. The dwarf is partway up. The coffin slides open.
The sound of a bones snapping voice echoes throughout the chamber; the jars vibrate with the intensity. “I am Thang. Death to despoilers.” Emerging is another undead abomination. And of course, Vlad runs to be the first to engage it. I see Thang’s strike missing. Vlad’s sword cuts into it. Bruenor begins to hurl firebolts. Some miss, some hit. MooGoo and Korit have joined in; the barbarian hacking with his great axe; the rogue rapier piercing, then disengaging, only to repeat the process.
I turn to Faeril. She is standing passively, taking no action. “Help them! Destroy that thing!” I shout the order. I begin to wild shape. She acts as one possessed. She raises her arm. She utters more nonsense words. “Jocelyn, eldritch blast.” The deadly energy ray shoots forth and…. misses…widely. The melee continues. I am now snarling, murderous Wolf. I leap and bound to the fray. Another eldritch blast goes wild. My teeth sink into Thang. I realize my mistake. This Thang is partially incorporeal. Wolf cannot trip, cannot help. Two more eldritch blasts go wild. Wolf retreats.
Thang’s hand passes into Vlad’s chest. The warrior stiffens and falls like a rock. MooGoo’s axe slices down; Korit’s rapier pierces. Bruenor’s firebolt burns it. Finally, an eldritch blast manages to strike true. Wolf becomes Nera, Child of the Green. I am infuriated. I am anger incarnate. The Green in me boils. All this time wasted. All this time destroying abominations, one after another. All I want is to reach the surface. These things are blocking my way. I reach for the last of the Green. My ire turns it into the hottest handball of fire. I hurl it into Thang’s center. It explodes and Thang is no more.
Bruenor administers to Vlad. Korit checks the other areas. He reports back. “There is no exit. The doors just lead to places we have already been. We will have to backtrack.” This stokes my anger. I growl at Faeril. “You! We followed you! You said your Oblok would lead us out. That this was the way!” Then again, I note the glazed look. There is no reaction to my beratement. None. She could not even aim straight. Something is off. I am too exhausted to continue.
I join Bruenor. “I stabilized him” he reports. “He will recover after a long rest; now I check that coffin.” I do not care any longer. He peers in. There is an unexpected stench of decay and corruption. “Well, well. What do we have here? Come and see.” We look in. Lying there was bone dust outlying a skeleton shape. A green stone periapt was positioned on a shiny chain shirt. But what drew attention as a tablet; one the same in shape and size as Faeril’s. The script was the same, but the message longer.
Bruenor took out the periapt. ”Magic.” he tossed it to me. He takes the chain shirt. “Magic.” He tosses it to MooGoo who takes it, sniffs, and tosses it to Korit. “Now for this beauty” he exclaims picking up the tablet. “Wait, just wait!” I urge. I bring Faeril to the tablet. She is still unfocused. There is nothing I can do. I am hoping the tablet can do something. “Faeril, do you take this tablet? Tell us what is written?” She replies with nonsense. “Jocelyn says no.” I fear her mind is gone. I do not know how, when, where or what.
Bruenor is impatient. “I will do it.” He attempts to determine the magic type. He screams. “No, too much. Too strong” and promptly falls over. Now there are two unconscious. 
“What just happened” questions Korit? “Bulls-Eye now turnip sack” was MooGoo’s response. I have no Green, but I have medicine knowledge. Magic overload. I answer “he dived into what he thought was a shallow pond but turned out to be a tempestuous ocean. In time he will awaken.”
“Bulls-eye wet himself. Turn into sack” was the half-orc diagnosis. Korit, MooGoo and I were the only ones conscious. I do not count Faeril as she is mind-blanked. Our predicament is precarious. “MooGoo, Korit, we need to get them”, I point to the dwarf and the human, “to a safe place. We all need to rest. We all need to recover.”
“Bug-Woman correct. MooGoo agree. We will be better. Fight better.” 
Korit replies. “The closest, best place is the room where we found the pearl. There is only one door and it can be locked. Let’s go.” I lead Faeril by the hand. MooGoo lifts Bruenor onto his shoulder. “MooGoo carry sack,” Korit drags Vlad to his feet and drags him along. We arrive. Korit closes and locks the door. Luckily both Korit and I can double watch. MooGoo and I take first watch. MooGoo does not take well to conversing. To pass the time I take the green stone periapt. I begin to attune myself to it. Near the end of the watch, I succeed. I know what it is. What it does. 
“MooGoo, here take this. Keep it. It will be useful for you.” I hold out the periapt. I see the question in his eyes. “It will keep you alive longer and heal you faster.” I sense he is trying to puzzle this out. “It will make you a better warrior.”
“Why MooGoo?” he asks. 
“Because you have no secrets or hidden agendas. Because you are straightforward. And because I feel safest that you are the one owning this.”
“Bug-Woman trust MooGoo?”
“Yes. Yes, I do. For many reasons.”
“Then MooGoo trust Bug-Woman. Bug-Woman is wohnek.” He takes the periapt.
The rest of the watches are uneventful. I finish my trance. All around me, the others are up and about. Vlad and Korit are trying on the shiny chain shirt, again whispering in that cantic language. It is not the language that bothers me; it is the secretive whispering. Bruenor announces that he has managed to translate the tablet. But it means nothing to me except that now there is an Anodresh to accompany Oblok.
Faeril insists that she remembers nothing of the past ‘day’. “I remember fighting the spectres, helping you with MooGoo, Bruenor and the mummy rot. Then all is fuzzy and I wake up here. That’s all.”
“Does the word ‘Jocelyn’ mean anything to you?”
“No. What language is that?”
“I don’t know. But you said it several times.”
“You sound angry, Nera. Why are you angry?”
“Because I had faith in you. Through you, I trusted your Oblok when you told us that whatever an Oblok is, would lead us to the surface. So, we followed you and here we are. At a dead end. There is no way out here. So why are we here? What was the true reason? What are you not telling us, Faeril?”
I walked away before she could reply. The anger was still strong in me. It would take time for it to ease and diminish. I took a deep breath. As for myself, the Green had never been so full in me. It felt wonderful. I had examined some of the coins from the urns. They were coins of common usage. I knew I was in the Undrdark, but it was the Underdark of my world. I knew what to expect here and on the surface. 
MooGoo watched me approach. “For you” I said, handing him two goodberries. Then Bruenor. Korit was helping Vlad don the shiny chain shirt. They must have agreed to who would use it. I held out the berries. Vlad went to reach for them. I closed my fist. “No more whispering. As I share, we all share. Understood?” Then I opened my fist. At least they had the decency to look somewhat ashamed. Finally Faeril.
“These berries are for you.”
“Nera…I…”
“No!. Not now. Should you want to confide in me, then you will. If not, then not. In the meantime, we all need each other. Take the berries.” I turn away. Sadness.
