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The Shadow Stalkers stared into the pool as if mesmerized at the scene in the still water. They had just watched an adventuring party fight a horde of hobgoblins inside an inn. Now they watched as a ghost, light mist dripping from it, flew over the heads of the same adventuring party, but in a large tomb room inside a giant tor. Though there was no sound they could tell the ghost was wailing; its ethereal face contorted into a look of great despair.
That the ghost was once a truly beautiful elven maiden, there could be no doubt; and its ghostly raiment indicated royalty. They watched as the mist settled on the now scrambling adventures, watched as each one fell lifeless.
 “Pelias spoke first. “I studied the many branches of the elven race, and that ghost was once a star elf. There have not been star elves on Faerun for centuries.”
“I recognized the name of that inn” commented Raven. “It is the same name as the last inn we stayed at. Should it be the same location….”
“Then the tor should be close by to it” finished Ska’aar. But time has a way of leveling even mountains. The remains may be there but unrecognizable.”
Katharina who had been describing the events to Shribryn piped in. “But it is a place we know to have treasure, easy pickings. So, it is a place to start, and we have Ro-Lund-Do to take care of the undead, especially that ghost. Right Ro-Lund-Do?”
[bookmark: note]All the while, the Death Cleric had been staring in astonishment. He recognized the ghost. He was recalling the words the aboleth had told him in that underground lake, not that long ago. Arianna is without a soul. Her spirit sleeps somewhere cold. Find it and lead it back home. These are her words- Wake me up inside. Wake me up inside. Call my name, my love, and save me from the dark.
 He finally realized he had been addressed, “What? Oh, yes. Good place to start. Yes, we must. Take care of the ghost. Yes.”
But there was a tiny tremble of uncertainty. He knew that unless the source or cause of a ghost’s despair was dealt with, a destroyed ghost would just re-form in a short time. Internalizing, he thought, Are you the cause of her despair, Scuro? Strangely, Scuro was silent.
