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My serenity filled me as I stood behind MooGoog’s broad shoulders.
The drow responded to Faeril. “You wish to return to the surface”? “Well, that is simple. For five gold pieces each, we will provide you with a map of theses caves, along with the passes.”
I know that the Underdark drow are untrustworthy. They think of non-drow as inferior, unworthy, as either cattle or chattel. It is their way. In that they are predictable. Describe a situation, select a race. Their behaviour in that situation will be predictable, except for …humans.
What is it about humans, that at times their behaviour mystifies me, defies all rationality? With no warning, Vlad let out a scream. He charged the drow patrol, his sword slicing one, his shield bashing a second. Naturally the dark elves retaliated. Harsh, blue light, not my gentle green, outlined Vlad, MooGoo and Korit. I recognize the Underdark’s faerie fire.
Hand crossbows are used, the bolts striking Vlad. He falls unconscious. Now the drow charge. Crossbows ae still firing. Bruenor flings a firebolt into the tumult. MooGoo’s mouth foams. He rushes at the drow engaging Faeril. I am now exposed. Korit steps in front as a drow engages.
The non-rushing drow use crossbows. They are the most dangerous. Darts strike MooGoo and Korit. I tried to rectify this danger. I call upon the Green’s lifeforce. Where the archers stand living vines and grasping weeds spring from the barren rock floor, writhing a twisting. They wrap themselves around the drow, restraining and entangling. The need to free themselves gives us time, spares us from the bolts.
Faeril and Moogoo together quickly strike down their drow. I lose contact with the dwarf. MooGoo, still foaming, eyes narrow black with rage, charges the entangled drow. Two have managed to free themselves. Seeing the demise of their brethren and their death approaching in the form of a rampaging half-orc, they smartly flee. Faeril has run over to aid Vlad.
All the while, Korit occupied his drow. Outlined in the blue light, he was an easy target, taking hit after hit. Despite this handicap, he was returning blow after blow. With a deft strike, he evaded the drow’s defense, the rapier piercing the dark elf’s heart. Then, bleeding out, he collapsed.
I like Korit. The tales of his upbringing parallel my pain. I appreciate him, I have only a little Green left, but Korit was near death. I used it. He gasped in relief as the Green’s healing energy flowed into him. Wounds cease bleeding, they repair and mend. He looked up to me, mouth bobbing fishlike as he tried to speak. I shook my head. “Repay me when you are able. Now gather your strength” I stated. Little did I know how soon he would. By now, MooGoo had eviscerated the entangled drow. The odor of spilled fresh intestines flooded our little area. I saw that Breunor had joined Faeril staring at the prone Vlad. I joined them.
I knelt and examined the unconscious human. I sniff a dart. I use my herbal and medicinal knowledge. I am relieved. As I like Korit, it seems I also like Vlad. “Only drow sleep poison” I stated. “They use it to take prisoners. We can wait for it to wear off or if we wish to keep moving, we will have to carry him.”
“Or we can leave the turnip sack here” my keen ears heard MooGoo mumble.
“We have to move” put in Bruenor, always the smart one. “The drow may have gone for reinforcements. “Carrying him will slow us, but there is no other option.”
“Leave stupid sack” the half-orc again muttered.
Faeril spoke out. “Nera, is there a way to awaken him now?” I replied: “yes, but it involves magical healing of which I have exhausted, but…..”
I was going to suggest Bruenor use mage hand to force a goodberry into Vlad but Faeril interrupts me. “Stand aside then.”  She knelt to take my place. Her hand flares with a healing glow that I recognized as divine. We of the Green can sense the subtleties of the arcane such that Breunor uses as well as that of the divine. Faeril is a deity devotee? Is it this Oblok that she was proselytizing about? Or another? Is this related to her lost memory? I decided to continue in my trust…I follow my instincts.
She laid her hand upon Vlad, whispering words I did not understand. His eyes popped open.
Meanwhile, Korit had been searching the dead drow. He found some trail rations which were distributed and hand crossbow along with their bolts. Vlad was fit to resume our trek and so, after several hours, we returned to the main cavern. There were several passages leading out.  We rest. The others discuss which one to follow. I have no interest.

Faeril breaks the talk. “I know the path to take. The Warrior has shown it to me.”
Did she mean Oblok, I wondered? Regardless, no one raised objections to her choice and so we departed. After a few hours, Breunor commented: “We are heading down, not up. Faeril?”
“I know” was the reply, “but this is the way.” Again, no one commented. We continued in silence. The temperature dropped as we proceeded, Through the Green I realized this cold was not a natural happening. I do not like this. Moss clings to the walls, glowing purple as if to light our way. Our way to what, I pondered.
The passage became narrower and appeared more manufactured. Soon, about a spear toss in front there was an alcove, inside which stood a pedestal upon which rested an urn. The passage turned both to the north and south a small distance before the alcove. We proceeded slowly and cautiously. The strangeness of it all put me on guard.
Do not humans ever learn from experience? Or is it just this one human in particular? Perhaps MooGoo’s appraisal has been correct all along? Again, without informing any of us, Vlad acted on his own. He proceeded to race ahead, presumably to the alcove. Then as he passed by the south opening, he gave out a shout of alarm, turned in that direction, disappearing from our view. We could hear his shouts and that of creatures growling.
No one in this little group can match my speed. I raced to the front. There I saw Vlad at the opening to a large roomish space. He was engaged with three creatures. The Green accepts death as part of Life otherwise how could there be renewal and adaption. What the Green despises is the mimicry of Life, the soulless, the so-called undead. When I saw the three humanoids, their hairless mottled hide stretched over bones, their carnivorous sharp teeth and their sunken eyes burning red, the Green inside me reacted with revulsion. Ghouls!
Moving directly across the combat into the northern passage, I released a ball of fire. It singed a ghoul. By now the others had caught up. Breunor and Faeril join with me in the north corridor. The dwarf unleashes missiles of magic. Of course, he does. All good wizards have the magic missile spell in their repertoire, do they not? Faeril joined in with a bolt of radiance. Two more ghouls are staggered but continue to press Vlad. Only his deft sword play keeps the abominations at bay.
MooGoo, with Korit a step behind, has joined the human fighter. The entranceway is too small for all of them. “Stand aside, sad sack” we heard the half-orc. “A warrior needs room to maneuver.” Then he pressed in, forcing Vlad back into the corridor.
A sudden stench of decay and corruption assailed us from behind. Turning we saw, approaching us with a weird gait, another ghoul. But this one had differences; it appeared to be more slender, stringier, with the stink of rot and putrefaction; a stink that would make one vomit, run away or be sickened. A ghast! I do not run. I hurl a ball of fire at it. Bruenor again sends out magic missiles. The ghast is hurt but it was Faeril’s whisper that forced it to retreat. Inexplicably she followed. Vlad now follows her.
MooGoo managed to destroy a ghoul but being outnumbered the inevitable happens. He gets touched! Non-elf, he falls paralyzed, easy prey for the undead. I move to take his place. Korbit begins to engage the ghouls. We push them back into the room. I allow the ghoul to touch me, as this negates its defense. My club smashes through its skull. Beside me Korbit does the same, his rapier stabbing it to true death.
Vlad returns running, carrying an unconscious Faeril in his arms. There is vomit spewed down her front. He places her beside MooGoo. “The ghast”, he pants, “it touched her. I killed it. Will she be all right?” I suppose by default I am the medicine woman of the group. I bend to examine them closer. I peer into their eyes; move their fingers. My experience tells me their paralysis is temporary. With no curatives, we can only wait. I explain this. We wait which turns into a short rest. 
Breunor goes off to examine the urn. I just rest to recover some of the Green. “The urn has dust in it” he returns and reports. “It is non-magical as is the pedestal and urn.” I do not care, so I do not respond, nor does Korit. Now the half orc and the half elf lose their paralysis. Breunor has been walking around and surveying our space. “Ah ha “he shouts, “look what I found!” My spellcraft indicates a mage hand as we see a ring rising from a dirty, dust covered corner.
Are Korit, Breunor and myself the only sane ones here? Already Vlad and Faeril have shown themselves to do incomprehensible actions. Now it was MooGoo’s turn. Still half dazed, he runs to the ring, grabs it out of the air, shouting ”mine, mine”. No one argued for whatever reason, too shocked, no interest, still groggy. He slipped on the ring and began all kinds of antics to test it,; jumping , skipping, side stepping.  We were all watching this strange performance when Vlad shrieked out “What is that! No! No!” We all turned. Emerging from the stone wall, headfirst, was a bluish, translucent human outlined shape. It opened its mouth and wailed. The sound was high pitched; the scream of hatred. Vlad shook as his face and body changed, seemly getting older. Faeril was the first to recognize it. “Ghost” she exclaimed. “Do not stare at its face!”
It moved quickly, fast enough that we were unable to react. It flew to MooGoo and then seemed to move into him. The half-orc jerked; his eyes now glowing blue. Raising his axe, he rushed me. Before I could even comprehend the events, the axe chopped into me. There was an instant of shock and pain; then darkness descended albeit slowly. Serenity filled me. If this was to be my fate, then so be it. My hope was to wake in Elysium with my true love waiting for me. Darkness filled me.
What seemed to be an eternity later, my eyes opened. I know I am not in Elysium. The sounds of a battle are in my ears as the faces of Korit and Breunor stare down at me. The odour of  their unwashed bodies overwhelms my nose. Yes, definitely not in Elysium. “Benretornate” Korit welcomes me back in the elvish tongue. “We could use your help.” But there was no need. I turned my head to see in time, MooGoo rising from the ground, Vlad with the bluish glowing eyes and Faeril punch him hard enough to knock him insensible. With that , the blue ghost emerged from Vlad’s body. MooGoo with a roar of rage, swept his axe through the ghost. It shrieked, as if in pain, and dissipated. All was now quiet except for the rapid breathing of MooGoo and Faeril. Breunor then broke the silence. “Someone feed that Vlad a goodberry.
